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Midfummer  -  Nights 

DREA  M. 
A 

COMEDY 

Printed  in  the  Year  1709. 



Dramatis  Perforate. 

THefeus,  Duke  of  Athens. 
Egeus,  an  Athenian  Lord. 

Lyiander,  in  Love  withWtxxxm.. 
Demetrius,  in  Love  with  Hermia. 

Quince,  the  Carpenter. 
Snug,  the  Joiner. 
Bottom,  the  Weaver. 

Flute,  the  Bellows -mender. 
Snowt,  the  Tinker. 
Starveling,  the  Tailor. 

Hippolita,  <Princefs  of  the  Amazons,  betrothed  to Thefeus. 

Hermia,  Daughter  to  Egeus,  in  love  with  Lyfan- 
der. 

Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius. 
ATTENDANTS. 

Oberon,  King  of  the  Fairies. 
Titania,  Queen  of  the  Fairies. 
Puck,  or  Robin-goodfellow,  a  Fairy. 
Peafebloflbm,  ̂  
Cobweb,  C  Fairigs^ Morh,  C 
Muftardfeed,    J 

Other  Fairies  attending  on  the  King  and  Queen. 

SCENE  Athens,  and  a  Wood 

not  far  from  it. 



Midfummer-Nighf  s  Dream. 

ACTL    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Thefeus  and  Hippolita,  with  Attendants. 

T  H  E  SEV  S. 

O  W,  fair  Hippolita,  our  Nuptial  Hour 
Draws  on  apace ;  four  happy  Days  bring  in 
Another  Moon :  But  oh,  methinks,  how  flow 
This  old  Moon  wanes !  She  lingers  my  De- 
fires  *?r — 

Like  to  a  Step-dame,  or  a  Dowager, 
Long  withering  out  a  young  Man's  Revenue. 

HifT Four  Days  will  quickly  fteep  themfelves  in  Nights* 
Four  Nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  Time  : 
And  then  the  Moon,  like  to  a  SilverBojw^__ 

Newjbent  in  Heaven,  (hall  behol^die^^nghc OT  our~SoTemnit!e§. 
The.  Go,  VhiloflrMe^ 

Stir  up  the  Athenian  Youth  to  Merriments, 
AwJce  the  pert  and  nimble  Spirit  of  Miith, 
Turn  Melancholiy  forth  to  Funerals  : 

v°l  II.  B  i  The 
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The  pale  Companion  is  not  for  our  Pomp* 

Hippolita^  I  woo'd  thee  with  my  Sword, 
And  won  thy  Love,  doing  thee  Injuries  * 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  Key, 
With  Pomp,  with  Triumph,  and  with  Revelling* 

£#^rEgeus,  Herraia,  Lyfander,  and  Demetrius. 
Ege,  Happy  be  Thefcus,  our  renowned  Duke. 

The,  Thanks,  good  Egeus ;  what's  the  News  with  thee  ? 
Ege,  Full  of  Vexation,  come  I,  with  Complaint 

Againft  my  Child,  my  Daughter  Hermia, 
Stand  forth  Demetrius.    My  Noble  Lord, 
This  Man  hath  my  Confent  to  marry  her. 
Stand  forth  Lyfander.   And,  my  gracious  Duke 

This  hath  bewitch'd  the  Bofom  of  my  Child  : 
Thou,  thou  Lyfander^  thou  haft  given  her  Rhimes, 

And  interchang'd  Love-tokens  with  my  Child  : 
Thou  haft,  by  Moon-light,  at  her  Window  fung, 
With  feigning  Voice,  Verfes  of  feigning  Love, 

And  ftoli'n  the  Impreflion  of  her  Fantafie, 
With  Bracelets  of  thy  Hair,  Rings,  Gawds,  Conceits, 

Knack?,  Trifles,  Noiegays,  Sweet- meats,   MefTengers 

Of  ftrong  Prevailment  in  unharden'd  Youth  ; 
With  Cunning  haft  thou  filch'd  my  Daughter's  Heart, 
Turn'd  her  Obedience,  which  is  due  to  me,' 
To  ftubborn  Harlhnefs.     And,  my  gracious  Duke, 
Be  it  fo  fhe  will  not  here  before  your  Grace 
Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrius^ 
I  beg  the  antient  Privilege  of  Athens^ 
As  fhe  is  mine,  I  may  difpofe  of  her : 
Which  mall  be  either  to  this  Gentleman, 
Or  to  her  Death,  according  to  our  Law, 
Immediately  provided  in  that  Cafe. 

The,  What  fay  you,  Hermial  be  advis'd,fair  Maid. 
To  you  your  Father  mould  be  as  a  God ; 

One  that  compos'd  your  Beauties;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  Form  in  Wax 
By  him  imprinted;  and  within  his  Power, 
To  leave  the  Figure,  or  disfigure  it: 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  Gentleman. 

Her, 
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Her.  So  is  Lyfander. 
The.  Inhimfelf  he  is; 

But  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  Father's  Vpice, The  other  muft  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.  I  would  my  Father  look'd  but  with  my  Eyes# 
The.  Rather  your  Eyes  muft  with  his  Judgment  look. 
Her.  I  do  intreat  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

I  know  not  by  what  Power  I  am  made  bold, 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  Modefty 
In  fuch  a  Prefence  here  to  plead  my  Thoughts : 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  that  I  may  know 
The  worft  that  may  befall  me  in  this  Cafe, 
If  I  refufe  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  Death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  Society  of  Men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermia,  queftion  your  Defires, 
Know  of  your  Youth,  examine  well  your  Blood, 

Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  Father's  Choice, 
You  can  endure  the  Livery  of  a  Nun,    . 

For  Aye  to  be  in  ftiady  Cloifter  mew'd, 
To  live  a  barren  Sifter  all  your  Life, 
Chanting  faint  Hymns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  Moon. 
Thrice  blefTed  they  that  mafter  fo  their  Blood, 
To  undergo  fuch  Maiden  Pilgrimage. 

But  earthlier  happy  is  the  Role  diftili'd, 
Than  that  which  withering  on  the  Virgin  Thorn, 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  fingle  BlefTednefs. 

Her.  So  will  I  grow,  fo  livey  fo  die,  my  Lord, 

E'er  I  will  yield  my  Virgin  Patent  up 
Unto  his  Lord  ill  ip,  to  whofe  unwifiYd  Yoak 
My  Soul  confents  not  to  give  Sovereignty. 

The.  Take  time  to  paufe,  and  by  the  next  New  Moon, 
The  fealing  Day  betwixt  my  Love  and  me, 
For  everlafting  $ond  of  Fellowfhip, 
Upon  that  Day  either  prepare  to  die, 

For  Difobedience  to  your  Father's  Will, 
Or  elfe  to  wed  Demetrius  as  he  would, 
Or  on  Dianas  Altar  to  proteft, 
For  aye,  Aufterity  and  fingle  Life. 

Dem.  Relent,  fweet  Hermia>  and  Ljfandgr,  yield 
Thy  crazed  Title  to  my  certain  Right. 

B  3  Zyfi 
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Ljf.  You  have  her  Father's  Love,  Demetrius; 

Let  me  have  Hermias;  do  you  marry  him. 
Ege.  Scornful  Lyfander  !    true,  he  hath  my  Love; 

And  what  is  mine,  my  Love  (hall  render  him. 
And  Ihe  is  mine,  and  all  my  Right  of  her 
I  do  eftate  unto  Demetrius, 

Lyf.  T  am,  my  Lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he, 
As  well  poiTeft:    My  Love  is  more  than  his; 

My  Fortune's  every  way  as  fairly  rank'd, 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius: 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  thefe  Boafts  can  be, 

I  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Hermia. 
Why  mould  not  I  then  profecute  my  Right? 

Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  head, 
Made  Love  to  JVedars  Daughter,  Helena, 
And  won  her  Soul;  and  (he,  fweet Lady,  doats, 
Devoutly  doats,  doats  in  Idolatry, 
Upon  this  fpotted  and  inconftant  Man. 

The.  I  muft  confefs,  that  I  have  heard  fo  much, 

And  wi^h  Demetrius  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof; 
But  being  over-full  of  Self-affairs, 
Mv  Mind  did  lofe  it.     But  Demetrius  come, 

And  come  Egeus,  you  fhall  go  with  me, 
I  have  fome  private  fchboling  for  you  both. 

For  vou,  fair  Hermia,  look  you  arm  your  felf, 

T>  fir  your  Fancies  rxryour  Father's  Will; 
Or  elf:  rhe  Law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 

(Whsch  by  no  Means  we  may  extenuate) 
To  Death,  or  to  a  Vow  of  fingle  Life. 
Come  my  Hhpol.ta,  what  Cheer, my  Love? 
Dtmetrius  and  Egeus  go  along, 
I  mufl  employ  you  in  fome  Bufinefs 
A  pain/T  our  Nuptials,  and  confer  with  you 

Or  fometrung  nearly  that  concerns  your  felves. 
Ege.  With  Duty  and  D^fire  we  follow  you.      [Exeunt. 

A/anent  Lyfander  and  Hermia. 
Lyf.^  H  w  now,  my  Love?  Why  is  your  Cheek  fo  pale ? 

How  chance  the  Rofes  these  do  fade  fo  faft  ? 
H r,  Behke  for  wart  of  Rain,  which  I  could  well 

Bet<   m    h  m  U  m  the  Temped  of  mine  Eyes. 

Lj/.  Hermia,  for  ought  that  ever  I  could  read, 
Could 
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Could  ever  hear  by  Tale  or  Hiftory, 
The  Courfe  of  true  Love  never  did  run  fmooth, 

But  either  it  was  different  in  Blood   

Her.  O  crofs!  too  high  to  be  enthrall'd  to  Love, 

Lyf.  Or  elfe  mifgraffed,  in  refped  of  Years   

Her.  O  Spight !  too  old  to  be  engag'd  too  young, 
Lyf.  Or  eife  it^ftood  upon  the  choice  of  Merit-   ? 

Her.  O  Hell !  to  chufe  Love  by  another's  Eye. 
Lyf.  Or  if  there  were  a  Sympathy  in  Choice, 

War,  Death,  or  Sicknefs,  did  lay  Siege  to  it ; 
Makhg  it  momentary  as  a  Sound, 
Swift  as  a  Shadow,  fhort  as  any  Dream, 
Brief  as  the  Lightning  in  the  colhed  Night, 
That  in  a  Spleen  unfolds  both  Heaven  and  Earth; 

A  id  e'er  a  Man  hath  Power  to  fay,  Behold, 
The  Jiws  of  Darknefsdo  devour  it  up; 
So  quick  bright  Things  come  to  Confufion. 

Her.  If  then  true  Lovers  have  been  ever  croft, 
It  (lands  as  an  Edict,  in  Deftiny  : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  Trial  Patience, 
Becaufe  it  is  a  cuftomary  Crofs, 
As  due  to  Love,  as  Thoughts,  and  Dreams,  and  Sighs, 

Wi flies  and  Tears,   poor  Fancy's  Followers. 
Lyf.  A  good  Perfuafion;  therefore  hear  me,  Hermia>\ 

I  have  a  Widow- Aunt,  a  Dowager,f<  / 
Of  great  Revenue,  and  (he  hath  no  Child; 

From  Athens  is  her  Houfe  rermv'd  feven  Leagues, 
And  (he  refpe&s  me  as  her  only  Son  : 
There,  gentle  Hermia>  may  I  marry  thee, 
And  to  that  Place,  the  fharp  Athenian  Law 

Cannot  purfue  us.     If  'hou  lov'ft  me,  then 
Steal  forth  thy  Father's  Hjufe  to  Morrow  Night; 
And  in  the  Wood,   a  L?ague  without  the  Town, 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena 
To  do  Obfervance  for  a  Morn  of  May, 
There  will  I  ftay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good  Lyfander^ 

I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  ftron^eft  Bow, 
By  his  Befl:  Arrow  with  the  Golden  head, 

_J5^__th^^imraIic^tyi_of  Jfjcnm^  Do vej^^. 
By  that  which  knitteth  Souls,  and  prafp.ers  Love, 

B  4  And 
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And  by  that  Fire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  Queen, 
When  the  falfe  Trojan,  under  Sail,  was  feen ; 
By  all  the  Vows  that  ever  Men  have  broke, 
In  number  more  than  ever  Women  fpoke, 
In  that  fame  Place  thou  haft  appointed  me, 
[To  Morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee, 

Lj/f.  Keep  promife  Love.  Look,  here  comes  Helena. 
Enter  Helena, 

Her.  God  fpeed  fair  Helena,  whither  away  * 
HeL  Call  you  me  fair  \  that  fair  again  unfay, 

Demetrius  loves  you  fair;  O  happy  fair! 

Your  Eyes  are  Load-ftars,  and  your  Tongue's  fweet  Air, 
More  tunable  than  Lark  to  Shepherd's  Ear, 
When  Wheat  is  green,  when  Haw-thorn  Buds  appear. 
Sicknefs  is  catching:  O  were  Favour  fo, 

Your  Words  I'd  catch,  fair  Hermia>  e'er  I  go, 
My  Ear  ihould  catch  your  Voice,  my  Eye  your  Eye, 

My  Tongue  mould  catch  your  Tongue's  fweet  Melody. 
Were  the  World  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 

The  reft  I'll  give  to  be  to  you  tranflated. 
O  teach  me  how  you  look,  and  with  what  Art 
|Youfway  the  Motion  of  Demetrius  Heart. 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  ftill. 
HeL  O  that  your  Frowns  would  teach  my  Smiles  fuch 
Her.  I  give  him  Curfes,  yet  he  gives  me  Love.  (Skill, 
HeL  O  that  my  Prayers  could  fuch  Affection  move. 
Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me. 
HeL  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

Her.  His  Folly,  Helena,  is  none  of  mine. 
HeL  None  but  your  Beauty,  would  that  Fault  were  mine* 
Her.  Take  Comfert;  he  no  more  fhall  fee  my  Face, 

Lyfander  and  my  felf  will  fly  this  Place. 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lyfander  fee, 
Seem'd  Athens  like  a  Paradife  to  me. 
O  then,  what  Graces  in  my  Love  do  dwell, 

iThat  he  hath  turn'd  a  Heav'n  into  Hell  ? 
Ljf  Helen,  to  you  our  Minds  we  will  unfold, 

To  Morrow  Night,  when  Thvhe  doth  behold 

Her  Silver  Vifage  in  the  wat'ry  Glafs, 
Pecking  with  Liquid  Pearl  the  bladed  Grafs, 

A 
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A  Time  that  Lovers  Flights  doth  ftill  conceal, 

Through  Athens  Gate  have  we  devis'd  to  fteal. 
Her.  And  in  the  Wood,  where  often  you  and  I 

Upon  faint  Primrofe-beds  were  wont  to  Jye, 

Emptying  our  Bofoms  of  their  Counfel  fwell'd; 
There  my  L) [under  and  my  felf  Hi  all  meet, 
And  thence  from  Athens  turn  away  our  Eyes, 
To  feek  new  Friends  and  ftrange  Companions. 
Farewel  fweet  Play- fellow,  pray  thou  for  us, 
And  good  Luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius. 
Keep  Word,  Lyfander,  we  muft  ftarve  our  Sight 

From  Lovers  Food,   'till  Morrow  deep  Midnight. 
{Exit  Hermia. 

Lyf.  I  will,  my  Hermia.    Helena  adieu, 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  doats  on  you.     [Exit Lyfander. 

Hel.  How  happy  fome,  o'er  otherfome  can  be ! 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  fhe. 
But  what  of  that;  IJemetrius  thinks  not  fo : 
He  wilt-not  know,  what -all  but  he  doth  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermms  EyeS, 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  Qualities  i 
Things  bafe  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 
Love  can  tranfpofe  to  Form  and  Dignity  ; 
Love  looks  not  with  the  Eyes,  but  with  the  Mind, 

And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cttpid  painted  blind  : 
Nor  hath  Love's  Mind  ©f  any  Judgment  tafte; 
Wings  and  no  Eyes*  Figure  unheedy  haft. 
And  therefore  is  Love  faid  to  be  a  Child, 

Becaufe  in  Choice  he  often  is  beguil'd. 
As  waggifh  Boys  themfelves  in  Game  forfwear, 

So  the  Boy  Love  is  perjur'd  every  where.  4 
For  e'er  Demetrius  lookt  on  Hermias  Eyne,         ̂ H22i  £  * 
He  hail'd  down  Oaths  that  he  was  only  mine. 
And  when  this  Hail  fome  Heat  from  Hermia  felt, 

So  he  difTolv'd,  and  Showers  of  Oaths  did  melt. 
I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermiah  Flight : 
Then  to  the  Wood  will  he  to  Morrow  Night 
Purfue  her;  and  for  this  Intelligence 
If  I  have  Thanks,  it  is  a  dear  Expence. 
But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  Pain, 
To  have  his  Sight  thither,  and  back  again,  [Exit. Enter 
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Enter  Quince,  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  Snowt,  and  Straveling, 

Quin.  Is  all  our  Company  here? 
Bot.  You  were  beft  to  call  them  generally,  Man  by  Man, 

according  to  the  Scrip, 

Quin.  Here  is  the  Scrowl  of  every  Man's  Name,  which  is 
thought  fit  through  all  stthens,  to  play  in  our  Enterlude  be- 

fore the  Duke  and  the  Dutchefs,  on  his  Wedding-day  at 
Night. 

Bot.  Firft,  good  Peter  Quince,  fay  what  the  Play  treats 
on ;  then  read  the  Names  of  the  A&ors ;  and  fo  grow  on 
to  a  Point, 

Quin.  Marry,  our  Play  is  the  raoft  lamentable  Comedy, 
and  moft  cruel  Death  of  Pjramus  and  Thisby. 

Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  Work  I  allure  you,  and  a 
merry.  Now  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth  your  A&ois 
by  the  Scrowl.     M afters  fpread  your  felves. 

Quin.  Anfwer  as  I  call  you.  Nick^  Bottom  the  Wea- 
ver. 

Bot.  Ready :  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  proceed. 
Quin.     You,  JVick^Bottom,  are  fet  down  for  Pyramus. 
Bot.  What  is  Pjramus,  a  Lover,  or  a  Tyrant  ? 
Ouin.  A  Lover  that  kills  himfelf  moft  gallantly  for 

Love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  fome  Tears  in  the  true  performing  of 
it;  if  I  doit,  let  the  Audience  look  to  their  Eyes;  I  will 
condole  in  fome  meafure.  To  the  reft  yer,  my  chief  Hu- 

mour is  for  a  Tyrant;  I  could  play  Ercles  rarely,  or  a  part 
to  tear  a  Cat  in,  to  make  all  fplit  to  raging  Rocks,  and  fhiver- 
ing  Shocks  fhall  break  the  Locks  of  Prifon-Gates,  and  Phibf 
bus's  Carr  fhall  mine  from  far,  and  make  and  mar  the  Fool- 
ifh  Fates.  This  was  lofty.  Now  name  the  reft  of  the  Play- 

ers. This  is  Ercles  Vein,  a  Tyrant's  Vein ;  a  Lover  is  more 
condoling. 

Quin.  Francis  Flute  the  Bellows- mender. 
Flu.  Here  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You  muft  take  Thisby  on  you. 
Flu.  What  is  Thisby ,  a  wa^dring  Knight  £ 
Quin.  It  is  the  Lady  that  Pjramus  muft  love. 
Flu.  Nay  faith,  let  not  me  play  a  Woman,  I  have  a  Beard 

coming. 
Quin* 
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Quin.  That's  all  one,  you  mall  play  it  in  a  Mask,  and 
you  may  fpcak  as  fmali  as  you  will. 

Bot.  And  I  may  hide  my  Face,  let  me  play  Thisby  too ; 

I'll  fpeak  in  a  monftrous  little  Voice,  Thijne,  Thifhe>  ah 
Pyramus  my  Lover  dear,  thy  Thisby  dear,  and  Lady 
dear. 

Quin.  No,  no,  you  mud  play  Pyramus,  and  Flute  your 
Thisby* 

Bot.  Well,  proceed. 
Ouin.  Robin  Starveling  the  Taylor. 
Star.  Her*3  Peter  Quince. 

Ouin.  Robin  Straveling,  you  muft  play  Thisby's  Mo- 

therT' TomSnowty  the  Tinker. 
Snowt.  Here  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You  Pyramus1  s  Father;  my  felf,  Thisby  %  Father; 
Snug,  the  Joiner,  you  the  Lion's  part;  and  I  hope  there  is  a 
Play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  Lion's  Part  written  ?  Pray  you  if  it 
be  give  it  me,  for  I  am  flow  of  Study. 

Quin.  You  may  do  it  Extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 
Roaring. 

Bot.  Let  me  play  the  Lion  too,  I  will  roar,  that  I  will 

do  any  Man's  Heart  good  to  hear  me.  I  will  roar,  that  I 
will  make  the  Duke  fay,  Let  him  roar  again,  let  him  roar 

again. 
Quin.  If  you  mould  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would  fright 

the  Dutchefs  and  the  Ladies,  that  they  would  fhriek,  and 
that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  Mother's  Son. 
Bot.  I  grant  you  Friend,  if  that  you  fhould  fright  the 

Ladies  out  of  their  Wits,  they  would  have  no  more  Dis- 
cretion but  to  hang  us ;  but  I  will  aggravate  my  Voice  fo, 

that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as  any  fucking  Dove  ;  I  will 

roar  and  'twere  any  Nightingal. 
Quin.  You  can  play  no  Part  but  Pyramus,  for  Pyramus  is 

a  fweet-fac*d  Man,  a  proper  Man  as  one  fhal)  fee  in  a  Summer's 
Day;  a  moft  lovely  Gentleman-like-man,  therefore  you  mull: 
needs  play  Pyramus. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  Beard  were  I  belt 
to  play  it  in? Ouin. 
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Quin.  Why,  what  you  will. 
Bot.  I  will  difcharge  it  in  cither  your  Straw-colour 

Beard,  your  Orange-tawny  Beard,  your  Purple-in-grain 

Beard,  or  your  -Fra^-crown-colour'ds  Beard,  your  perfect 
yellow. 

Ohm.  Some  of  your  French-Crowns  have  no  Hair. at  all, 

and  then  you  will  play  bare-fac'd.  But  Matters  here  are 
your  Parts,  and  I  am  to  entreat  you,  requeft  you,  and  defire 
you,  to  con  them  by  to  Morrow  Night;  and  meet  me  in 
the  Palace-Wood,  a  Mile  without  the  Town,  by  Moon- 

light, there  we  will  Rehearfe;  for  if  we  meet  in  the  City, 

we  (hall  be  dog'd  with  Company,  and  our  Devices  known. 
In  the  mean  time  I  will  draw  a  Bill  of  Properties,  fuch  as 
our  Play  wants.     I  pray  you  fail  not. 

Bot.  We  will  meet,  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  more  ob- 
fcenely  and  courageoufly.  Take  pain,  be  perfect,  adieu. 

Ouin.  At  the  Duke's  Oak  we  meet. 
Bot.  Enough,  hold  or  cut  Bow-ftrings.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  a  Fairy  at  one  Door,   and  Puck  or  Robin-goodfellow 
at  another. 

Puck:  TTOW  now  Spirit,  whither  wander  you? 
JnL  Fai.  OverHil!,over  Dale,  through  Bum,  through 

Over  Park,  over  Pale,  through  Flood,  through  Fire,  (Briar, 

I  do  wander  every  where,  fwifterthan  the  Moon's  Sphere ; 
And  I  ferve  the  Fairy  Queen,  to  dew  her  Orbs  upon  the 
The  Cowflips  tall  her  Pensioners  be,  (Green. 
In  their  gold  Coats-  Spots  you  fee, 
Thofe  be  Rubies,  Fairy  favours, 
In  thofe  Freckles  live  their  Savours: 

I  muft  go  feek  fome  Dew-Drops  hereV 

And  hang  a  Pearl  in  every  Cowflip's  Ear. 
Farewel  thou  Lob  of  Spirits,  I'll  be  gor^e, 
Our  Queen  and  all  her  Elves  come  here  anon^ 

Puck^  The  King  doth  keep  his  Revels  here  to  Night, Take 
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Take  heed  the  Queen  come  not  within  his  Sight, 
For  Oberon  is  paffing  fell  and  wrath, 
Becaufe  that  ftie,  as  her  Attendant,  hath 

A  lovely  Boy  ftoi'n  from  an  Indian  King, 
She  never  had  fo  fweet  a  Changeling, 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  Child 
Khight  of  his  Train,  to  trace  the  Forefts  wild; 
But  fhe  per-force  with-holds  the  loved  Boy, 
Crowns  him  with  Flowers,  and  makes  him  ail  her  Joys 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  Grove,  or  Green,^ 
By  Fountain  clear^  or  fpangled  Star-light  fheen,   
But  they  do  fquare,  thaVainheir  Elves  for  fear 
Creep  into  Acorn  Cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

Fai.  Either  I  miftake  your  Shape  and  Making  quite, 

Or  elfe  you  are  that  fhrew'd  and  knavifti  Sprite 
Call'd  Robin-gcodfellow.     Are  you  not  he, 
That  fright  the  Maidens  of  the  Villageree, 
Skim  Milk,  and  fometimes  labour  in  the  Quern, 
And  bootlefs  make  the  breathlefs  Hufwife  chern, 
And  fometime  make  the  Drink  to  bear  no  Barme, 

Mifs-lead  Night-wanderers,  laughing  at  their  Harm, 
Thofe  that  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  fweet  Puc^ 
You  do  their  Work,  and  they  fhall  have  good  Luck. 
Are  not  you  he?  • 

Pnckz  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright; 
I  am  that  merry  Wanderer  of  the  Night: 
I  j eft  to  Oberon^  and  make  him  fmile, 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  Horfe  beguile, 
Neighing  in  likenefs  like  a  filly  Foal: 

And  fometimes  lurk  I  in  a  Goffip's  Bowl, 
In  y^ery  likenefs  of  a  roafted  Crab, 
And  when  fhe  drinks,  again  her  Lips  I  bob, 
And  on  her  withered  Dewlop  pour  the  Ale. 
The  wifeft  Aunt  telling  the  faddeft  Tale, 
Sometime  for  three-foot  Stool  miftaketh  me, 
Then  flip  I  from  her  Bum,  down  topples  fhe, 
And  Tailor  cries,  and  falls  into  a  Cough, 

And  then  the  whole  Quire  hold  their  Hips,  and  loffe," And  waxen  in  their  Mirth,  and  neeze  and  fwear, 
A  merrier  Hour  was  never  wafted  there. 

But  room,  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon* 

Fai. 
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Fat.  And  here  myMiftrefs: 

Would  that  we  were  gone. 
Enter  Oberon  King  of  Fairies  at  one  Door  with  his  Train, 

and  the  One  en  at  another  with  hers. 

Ob.  I'll  met  by  Moon-light, Proud  Titania. 

Queen.  What,  jealous  Oberon\  Fairy,  skip  hence, 
I  have  forfworn  his  Bed  and  Company. 

Ob.  Tarry  rafh  Wanton,  am  not  I  thy  Lord? 
Omen.  Then  I  muft  be  thy  Lady;  but  I  know 

When  thou  waft  ftoll'n  away  from  Fairy  Land, 
And  in  the  fhape  of  Corin  fate  all  Day, 
Playing  on  Pipes  of  Corn,  and  verfing  Love 
To  amorous  Phillida.     Why  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  fartheft  fteep  of  India  ? 
But  that  forfooth  the  bouncing  Amazon, 

Your  buskin'd  Miftrefs,  and  your  Warrior  Love, 
To  Thefeus  muft  be  wedded,  and  you  come, 
To  give  their  Bed  Joy  and  Profperity. 

Ob.  How  can'ft  thou  thus  for  lhame,  Titania, 
Glance  at  my  Credit  with  Hippolita, 
Knowing  I  know  thy  Love  to  Thefem  * 
Didft  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering  Night 
From  Pcregenia,  whom  he  ravifhed, 
And  make  him  with  fair  zAZgle  break  his  faith, 
With  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa  ? 

Queen.  Thefe  are  the  Forgeries  of  Jealoufie, 

And  never  fince  the  middle  Summer's  Spring, 
Met  we  on  Hill,  in  Dale,  Foreft,  or  Mead, 

By  paved  Fountain,  or  by  ruihy  Brook, 
Or  in  the  beached  Margent  of  the  Sea, 
To  dance  our  Ringlets  to  the  whittling  Wind, 

But  with  thy  Brawls  thou  haft  difturb'd  our  Sport. 
Therefore  the  Winds  piping  to  us  in  vain, 

As  in  Revenge  have  fuck'd  up  from  the  Sea, 
Contagious  Fogs ;    which  falling  in  the  Land, 
Hath  every  petty  River  made  fo  proud, 
That  they  have  over-born  their  Continents. 

The  Ox  hath  therefore  ftretch'd  his  Yoak  in  vain, 
The  Ploughman  loft  his  Sweat,  and  the  green  Corn 

Hath  rotted,  e'er  his  Youth  attain'd  a  Beard: 
±  The 
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The  Fold  ftands  empty  in  the  drowned  Field, 
And  Crows  are  fatted  with  the  Murrion  Flock, 

The  Nine*mens-morris  is  fill'd  up  with  Mud, 
And  the  queint  Mczes  in  the  wanton  Green, 
For  lack  of  tread  are  undiftinguifhable. 
The  human  Mortals  want  their  Winter  here, 

No  Night  is  now  with  Hymn  or  Carol  bleft; 
Therefore  the  Moon,  the  Governefs  of  Floods, 
Pale  in  her  Anger,  wafhes  all  the  Air; 
That  Rheumatick  Difeafes  do  abound. 

And  through  this  Diftemperature,  we  fee 
The  Seafons  alter;  hoary-headed  Frofts 
Fall  in  the  frefti  Lap  of  the  Crimfon  Rofe, 
And  on  old  Hyerns  Chin  and  Icy  Crown, 
An  odorous  Chaplet  of  fweet  Summer  Buds 
Is  as  in  Mockery  kt.     The  Spring,  the  Summer, 
The  childing  Autumn,  angry  Winter  change 
Their  wonted  Liveries,  and  the  amazid  World, 
By  their  increafe,  now  knows  not  which  is  which  : 
And  this  fame  Progeny  of  Evil  comes 
From  our  Debate,  from  our  Diffention, 
We  are  their  Parents  and  Original. 

Ob.  Do  you  amendjit  then,  it  lyes  in  you. 
Why  fhould  Titania  crofs  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  Boy, 
To  be  my  Henchman. 

Queen.  Set  your  Heart  at  reft, 
The  Fairy-land  buys  not  the  Child  of  me. 
His  Mother  was  a  Votrefs  of  my  Order, 
And  in  the  fpiced  Indian  Air  by  Night 
Full  often  fhe  hath  goflipt  by  my  fide, 
And  fate  with  me  on  Neptttne\  yellow  Sands, 

Marking  th'  embarked  Traders  of  the  Flood, 
When  we  hive  hught  to  fee  the  Sails  conceive, 
And  grow  big-bellied  with  the  wanton  Wind: 
Which  fhe  with  pretty  and  with  fwimming  Gate^ 
Following. (her  Womb  then  rich  with  my  young  S]uire^ 
Would  imitate,  and  fail  upon  the  Land, 
To  fetch  me  Trifles,  and  return  again, 
As  from  a  Voyage  rich  with  Merchandize. 
But  ihe  being  mortal  of  that  Boy  did  dye. 

And 
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And  for  her  fake  I  do  rear  up  her  Boy,    * 
And  for  her  fake  I  will  not  part  with  him. 

Ob.  How  long  within  this  Wood  intend  you  flay  ? 

Queen.  Perchance  'till  after  Thefem's  Wedding-day: 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  Round, 
And  fee  our  Moon-light  Revels,  go  with  us; 
If  not,  fhun  me  and  I  will  fpare  your  Haunts* 

Ob.  Give  me  that  Boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee^ 
Queen.    Not  for  thy  fairy  Kingdom.     Fairies  away  : 

We  ihall  chide  downright,  if  I  longer  ftay.  [Exeunt* 
Ob.  Well,  go  thy  way ;  thou  fhalt  not  from  this  Grove* 

'Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  Injury. 
My  gentle  Puck  come  hither ;  thou  remembreft 
Since  that  I  fate  upon  a  Promontory, 

And  heard  a  Mermaid  on  a  Dolphin's  Back, 
Uttering  fuch  Dulcet  and  Harmonious  Breath^ 
That  the  rude  Sea  grew  civil  at  her  Song, 
And  certain  Stars  mot  madly  from  their  Sphears, 
To  hear  the  Sea-maid's  Mufick. 

Puck.  I  remember. 

Ob.  That  very  time  I  faw,  but  thou  could'fl:  not. 
Flying  between  the  cold  Moon  and  the  Earth, 

Cupid  all  arm'd;  a  certain  Aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  Veftal,  throned  by  the  Weft, 

And  loos'd  his  Love-ihaft  fmartly  from  his  Bow^ 
As  it  would  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  Hearts; 

But  I  might  fee  young  Cupid's  fiery  Shaft 
Quench*  d  in  the  chafte  Beams  of  the  wat'ry  Moon, 
And  the  Imperial  Votrefs  paffed  on, 
In  Maiden- Meditation,  fancy-free. 

Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  Bolt  of  Cupid  fell, 
It  fell  upon  a  little  weftern  Flower; 

Before,  milk-white,    now  purple  with  Love's  Wound,' And  Maidens  call  if,  Love  in  Idlenefs. 

Fetch  me  that  Flower ;  the  Herb  I  fhew'd  thee  once, 
The  Juice  of  it,  on  fleeping  Eye-lids  laid, 
Will  make  a  Man  or  Woman  madly  doat 
Upon  the  next  live  Creature  that  it  kes. 
Fetch  me  this  Herb,  and  be  thou  here  again 

E'er  the  Leviathan  can  fwim  a  League. Ob. 
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Pack*  I'M  Put  a  Girdle  about  the  Earth  in  forty  Minutes. 

{Exit. 
Ob.  Having  ortce  this  Juice, 

I'll  watch  Titania  when  me  is  afteep, 
And  drop  the  Liquor  of  it  in  her  Eyes  i 
The  next  thing  which  (he  waking  looks  upoil, 
(Be  it  on  Lyon,  Bear,  or  Wolf,  or  Bull, 
Or  medling  Monkey,  or  on  bufie  Ape) 
She  (hall  purfue  it  with  the  Soul  of  Love; 

And  e'er  I  take  this  Charm  of?  from  her  Sight, 
(As  I  can  take  it  with  another  Herb) 

I'll  make  her  render  up  her  Page  to  me. 
But  who  comes  here?  I  am  invifible, 
And  I  will  over-hear  their  Conference, 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena  following  him. 
Bern.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  not* 

Where  is  Ljfander^  and  fair  Hermid* 

The  one  I'll  ftay,  the  other  ftayeth  me. 
Thou  told'ft  me  they  were  ftoFn  into  this  Wood; 
And  here  am  I,  and  Wood  within  this  Wood, 
Becaufe  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermia. 
Hence  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  Adamant, 
But  yet  you  draw  not  Iron  ;  for  my  Heart 
Is  true  as  Steel.     Leave  you  your  Power  to  draw, 
And  I  (hall  have  no  Power  to  follow  you. 

Bern.  Do  I  entice  you?  Do  I  fpeak  you  fair? 
Or  rather  do  I  not  in  plaineft  Truth, 
Tell  you  I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you? 

Hel.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  thee  the  more  i\ 
I  am  your  Spaniel,  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me  I  will  fawn  od  you : 
Ufa  me  but  as  your  Spaniel,  fpurn  me,  ftrike  me* 
Neglect  me,  lofe  me;  only  give  me  Leave* 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worfer  Place  can  I  beg  in  your  Love, 
(And  yet  a  Place  of  hiqh  Refpeft  with  me) 
Than  to  be  ufed  as  you  do  your  Dog  ? 

Bern.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  Hatred  of  my  Spirit* 
For  T  am  fick  when  t  do  look  on  thee. 

Hel.  And  I  am  fick  when  I  look  not  on  you* 
Vol.  II.  C  t)em. 
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Bern.  You  do  impeach  your  Modefty  too  much, 

To  leave  the  City,  and  commit  your  hl£ 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  not, 
To  truft  the  Opportunity  of  Night, 
And  the  ill  Counfelof  a  defart  Place, 
With  the  rich  Worth  of  your  Virginity. 

HcL  Your  Virtue  is  my  Privilege;  for  that 
It  is  not  Night  when  I  do  fee  your  Face ; 
Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  Night. 
Nor  doth  this  Wood  lack  Worlds  of  Company, 
For  you,  in  my  refped,  are  all  the  World. 
Then  how  can  it  be  faid  I  am  alone, 
When  all  the  World  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Bern,  Pll  run  from  thee  and  hide  me  in  the  Brakes, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  Mercy  of  wild  Beafts. 

Hel.  The  wildeft  hath  not  fuch  a  Heart  as  you; 

Run  when  you  will,  the  Story  (hall  be  chang'd: 
Apollo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  Chace ; 
The  Dove  purfues  the  Griffin,  the  mild  Hind 
Makes  fpeed  to  catch  the  Tyger.     Bootlefs  fpeed  ! 
When  Cowardize  purfues,  and  Valour  flies. 

Bern.  I  will  not  ftay  thy  Queftions,  let  me  go; 
Or  if  you  follow  me,  do  not  believe, 
But  I  fliall  do  thee  Mifchief  in  the  Wood* 

Hel.  Ay,,  in  the  Temple,  in  the  Town  and  Field 
You  do  me  Mifchief.     Fye,  BemetriHs, 
Your  Wrongs  do  fet  a  Scandal  on  my  Sex  : 
We  cannot  fight  for  Love,  as  Men  may  do; 

We  fhould  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 
I  follow  thee,  and  make  a  Heaven  of  Hell, 

To  dye  upon  the  Hand  I  love  fo  well.  [Exeunt. 

Ob.  Fare  thee  well,  Nymph,  e'er  he  do  leave  this  Grove 
Thou  (halt  fly  him,  and  he  (hall  feek  thy  Love. 
Haft  thou  the  Flower  there?  Welcome  Wanderer. 

Enter  Puck. 

Tuck*  Ay,  there  it  is. 
Ob.  I  pray  thee  give  it  me; 

I  know  a  Bank  where  the  wild  Time  blows, 
Where  the  Oxflips  and  the  nodding  Violet  grows, 

Quite  over  cannopy'd  with  lufcious  Woodbine, 
With  fweet  Musk  Rofes,  and  with  Eglatine, 

There 
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There  fleeps  Titania,  fome  time  of  the  Night, 

Lull'd  in  thefe  Flowers,  with  Dances  and  Delight; 

"And  there  the  Snake  throws  her  enammerd  Skin, 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  Fairy  in: 
And  with  the  Juice  of  this  Til  ftreak  her  Eyes, 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  Fantafies. 

Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  feek  through  this  Grovej 
A  fweet  Athenian  Lady  is  in  love 
With  a  difdainful  Youth;  anoint  his  Eyes, 
But  do  it  when  the  next  thing  he  efpies 
May  be  the  Lady.  Thou  fhalt  know  the  Man, 
By  the  Athenian  Garments  he  hath  on. 
Effect  it  with  fome  Care,  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  of  her  than  (he  upon  her  Love  ; 

And  look  you  meet  me  e'er  the  firft  Cock  crow. 
Puck*  Fear  not  my  Lord,  your  Servant  fliall  do  fo.  [Exit. 

Enter  Queen  of  Fairies,  with  her  Train, 

Queen.  Come,  now  a  Roundel,  and  a  Fairy  Song: 
Then  for  the  third  Part  of  a  Minute  hence, 

Some  to  kill  Kankers  in  the  Musk-Rofe  Buds, 
Some  war  with  Reremife  for  their  leathern  Wings, 
To  make  my  fmall  Elves  Coats,  and  fome  keep  back 
The  clamorous  Owl  that  nightly  hoqts,  and  wonders 
At  our  queint  Spirits.  Sing  me  now  afleep, 
Then  to  your  Offices,  and  let  me  reft. 

Fairies  Sing. 

You  /potted  Snakes  with  double  Tongue^ 
Thorny  Hedgehogs  be  not  feen0 
Newts  and  blind  Worms  do  no  wrong, 
Come  not  near  our  Fairy  Queen. 
Philomel  with  Melody, 
Sing  in  your  fweet  Lullaby, 
Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby,  lulla,  lulla,  lullaby : 
Never  harm,  nor  Jfpell,  nor  charm, 
Come  our  lovely  Lady  nigh, 
So  good  night  with  Lullaby. 

C  z 
z.  Fairy. 
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2.  Fairy. 

Weaving  Spiders  come  not  here ; 
Hence  yon  long-leg d  Spinner s,  hence : 
Beetles  blac approach  not  near. 
Worm  nor  Snail  do  no  Offence. 
Philomel  with  Melody,  &c. 

1.  Fairy. 

Hence  away;  now  all  is  well: 
One  aloof,  ft  and  CentineL  [Exeunt  Fairies* 

Enter  Oberon. 

Obe.  What  thou  feeft  when  thou  doll  wake, 
Do  it  for  thy  true  Love  take, 
Love  and  languim  for  his  fake; 
Be  it  Ounce,  or  Cat,  or  Bear, 
Pard,  or  Boar,  with  briftled  Hair, 
In  thy  Eye  that  fhall  appear; 

When  thou  wak'ft,  it  is  thy  Dear; 
Wake  when  force  vile  Thing  is  near.  {Exit  Oberon. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Hermia. 
Lyf.  Fair  Love,  you  faint  with  wandring  in  the  Woods; 

And  to  fpeak  troth,  I  have  forgot  our  Way  .• 
We'll  reft  us,  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good, 

v  .  And  tarry  for  the  Comfort  of  the  Day. 
Her.  Beit  fo, Lyfander;  find  you  out  a  Bed, 

For  I  upon  this  Bank  will  reft  my  Head. 
Lyf  One  Turf  fhall  ferve  as  Pillow  for  us  both, 

One  Heart,  one  Bed,  two  Bofoms,  and  one  Troth. 

Her.  Nay  good  Lyfander,  for  my  Sake,  my  Dear, 
Lye  further  off  yet,  do  not  lye  fo  near. 

Lyf.   O  take  the  Senfe  fweet  of  my  Innocence, 

Love  rakes  the  Meaning  in  Love's  Conference; 
I  mean  that  my  Heart  unto  yours  is  knit, 
So  that  but  one  Heart  can  you  make  of  it : 
Two  Bofoms  interchanged  with  an  Oath, 
So  then  two  Bofoms,  and  a  fingle  Troth: 
Then  by  your  Side  no  Bed-room  me  deny 
For  lying  fo,  Hermia,  I  do  not  lye. 

Her.  Lyfander  riddles  very  prettily ; 
Now  much  beftirew  my  Manners,  and  my  Pride, 

If  Hermia  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  ly'dt But 
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But  gentle  Friend,  for  Love  and  Curtefie 
Lye  further  off  in  human  Modefty; 
Such  Separation  as  may  well  be  faid 
Becomes  a  virtuous  Batchelor,  and  a  Maid; 
So  far  be  diftant,  and  good  night  fweet  Friend, 

Thy  Love  ne'er  alter  'till  thy  fweet  Life  end. 
Lyf.  Amen,  Amen,  to  that  fair  Prayer  fay  I, 

And  then  end  Life  when  I  end  Loyalty: 
Here  is  thy  Bed,  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  JlefT. 

Her.  With  half  that  With,  the  Wifhers  Eyes  be  preft. 

[Theyjleep, Enter  Puck. 

Tuck.  Through  the  Foreft  have  I  gone. 
But  Athenian  find  I  none, 
On  whofe  Eyes  I  might  approve 
This  Flower  s  Force  in  ftirring  Love: 
Night  and  Silence;  who  is  here? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear; 
This  is  he,  my  Matter  faid, 
Defpifed  the  Athenian  Maid; 
And  here  the  Maiden  fleeping  found 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  Ground 
Pretty  Soul,  fhe  durff  not  lye 
Near  this  Lack-love,  this  kill  Curtefie. 
Churl,  upon  thy  Eyes  I  throw 
All  the  Power  this  Charm  doth  owe: 

When  thou  wak'ft*  let  Love  forbid 
Sleep  his  Seat  on  thy  Eye-lid : 
So  awake  when  I  am  pone, 
For  I  muft  now  to  Oberon.  [Exit. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Helena  running. 

Hel.  Stay,  tho'  thou  kill  me,  fweet  Demetrius. 
Dem.  I  charge  thee  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  me  thus. 
Hel.  O  wilt  thou  Darling  leave  me  ?  Do  not  fo, 
Dem.   Stay  on  thy  Peril,  I  atone  will  go.  [Exit  Demetrius. 
HeL  O  I  am  out  of  Breath  in  this  fond  Chace, 

The  more  my  Prayer,  the  kfTer  is  my  Grace. 

Happy  is  Hermiay  wherefoe'er  (he  lyes; 
For  fhe  hath  bleffed  and  attractive  Eyes, 
How  came  her  Eyes  fo  bright?  Not  with  fait  Tears; 
If  fo,  my  Eyes  are  oftner  wauYd  than  hers  : 

C  3  No, 



4  8<>       A  Midfuininer-Nighfs  Dream. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  Bear; 
For  Beafts  that  meet  me  run  away  for  fear  j. 

Therefore  no  marvel,  tho'  Demetrius 
Do  as  a  Monfter,  fly  my  Prefence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  diffembling  Glafs  of  mine, 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermias  fphery  Eyn  ? 
But  who  is  here?  Lyfander  on  the  Ground: 
Dead  or  afleep?  I  fee  no  Blood,  no  Wound: 
Lyfander,  if  you  live,  good  Sir  awake* 

Ljf.  And  run  thro'  Fire  I  will  for  thy  fweet  Sake. 

\Wbk$ng* Tranfparent  Helena,  Nature  here  fhews  Art, 
That  through  thy  Boforn  makes  me  fee  thy  Heart,  * 
Where  is  Demetrius  ?  Oh  how  fit  a  Word 
Is  that  vile  Name,  to  periih  on  my  Sword? 

HeL  Do  not  fay  fo,  Lyfander,  fay  not  fo; 

What  tho'  he  love  your  Hermial  Lord,  what  tho*  ? 
Yet  Hermia  ftill  loves  you,-  then  be  content. 

Lyf.  Content  with  Hermia  ?  No :  I  do  repent 
The  tedious  Minutes  I  with  her  have  fpent ; 
Not  Hermia>  but  Helena  now  I  love : 
Who  will  not  change  a  Raven  for  a  Dove? 

The  Will  of  Man  is  by  his  Reafon  fway'd, 
Ancl  Reafon  fays  you  are  the  worthier  Maid. 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  Seafon; 

So  I  being  young,  'till  now  ripe  not  to  Reafon ; 
And  touching  now  the  Point  of  human  Skill, 
Reafon  becomes  the  Marfhal  to  my  Will, 

And  leads  me  to  your  Eyes,  where  I  o'erlook 
Love's  Stories,  written  in  Love's  richeft  Book. 

HeL  Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  Mockery  born? 
When  at  your  Hands  did  I  deferve  this  Scorn  ? 

Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  Man, That  I  did  never,  no  nor  never  can 

Deferve  a  fweet  Look  from  Demetrius's  Eye, 
But  you  mull:  flout  my  InfufEciency  ? 
Good  troth  you  do  me  wrong,  good  fboth  you  do, 
In  fuch  difdainful  manner  me  to  woo : 

But  fare  you  well.  Perforce  I  muft  confefs, 
I  thought  you  Lord  of  more  true  Gentlenefs: 

Oh, 
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Oh,  that  a  Lady  of  one  Man  refus'd, 
Should  of  another  therefore  be  abus'd.  [Exit* 

Lyf.  She  fees  not  Hermiay  Hermia  fleep  thou  there. 

And  never  may'ft  thou  come  Lyfander  near; 
For  as  a  Surfeit  of  the  fweeteft  Things, 
The  deepeft  loathing  to  a  Stomach  brings ; 
Or  as  the  Herefies  that  Men  do  leave, 
Are  hated  moft  of  thofe  they  did  deceive ; 
So  thou,  my  Surfeit  and  my  Herefie, 
Of  all  be  hated,  but  the  moft  of  me  ; 

And  all  my  Powers  addrefs  your  Love  and  might, 
To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  Knight.  [Exit. 

Her0  Help  me,  Lyfander,  help  me,  do  thy  beft 
To  pluck  this  crawling  Serpent  from  my  Bread: 
Ay  me,  for  Pity,  what  a  Dream  was  here? 
Lyfander  look,  hew  I  do  quake  with  Fear; 
Me-thojight  aSerpcnt  eat_niy  Heart  away, 

Ana  yet  f^Tmtling^at  his  cruel  Prey_:_ 
^yfander3  what  remov'd  ?  Lyfander,  Lord, 
What  out  of  hearing,  gone?  No  found,  no  word? 
Alack  where  are  you?  Speak,  and  if  you  hear, 
Speak  of  all  Loves;  I  fwound  almoft  with  Fear. 
No,  then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh, 

Either  Death  or  you  I'll  find  immediately.  [Exit. 

ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Quince,  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  Snowt  and  Starveling. 

The  Queen  of  Fairies  lying  afieep. 

Bot.   \  R  E  we  all  met  ? 

JLjL  Ouin.  Pat,  pat,  and  here's  a  marvellous  conveni- 
ent Place  for  our  Rehearfal.  This  green  Plat  mail  be  our 

Stage,  this  Hauthorn  brake  our  tyring  Houfe,  and  we  will 
do  it  in  Action,  as  we  will  do  it  before  the  Duke. 

Bot.  Peter  Quince. 

Ouin.  What  fay'ft  thou  Bully  Bottom  ? 
Bot.  There  are  Things  in  this  Comedy  of  Piramus  and 

Thisbjy  that  will  never  pleafe.     Firft,  Piramus  muft  draw  a 
C  4  Sword 
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Sword  to  kill  himfelf,  which  the  Ladies  cannot  abide.  How 
anfwer  you  that? 

Snout.  Berlaken,  a  parlous  Fear, 
Star.  I  believe  we  muft  leave  the  Killing  out,  when  all  is 

done. 

Bot,  Not  a  whit,  I  have  a  Device  to  make  all  well;  write 

me  a  Prologue,  and  let  the  Prologue  feem  to  fay,  We  will  do 
no  harm  with  our  Swords,  and  that  Piramm  is  not  kill'd  in- 

deed ;  and  for  the  more  better  AlTurance,  tell  them,  that  I 
Pyramus  am  not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom  the  Weaver;  this  will 
put  thtm  out  of  fear. 

Ouin.  Well,  we  will  have  fucha  Prologue,  and  itfhallbe 
written  in  Eight  and  Six. 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more ;  let  it  be  written  in  Eight 
and  Eight. 

Snowt.  Will  not  the  Ladies  be  afeard  of  the  Lion  ? 

Star.  I  fear  it9 1  promife  you, 
Bot.  Matters,  you  ought  to  confider  with  your  felves ;  to 

bring  in,  God  fhield  us,  a  Lion  among  Ladies,  is  a  moft 
dreadful  Thing;  for  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild  Fowl 
than  your  Lion  living;  and  we  ought  to  look  to  itf 

Snowt.  Therefore  another  Prologue  muft  tell  he  is  not  a 
Lion. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  muft  name  his  Name,  jan,d  half  his  Face 

muft  be  feen  through  the  Lion's  Neck,  and  he  himfelf  muft 
fp<  ak  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  fame  defect;  Ladies,  or 
fair  Ladies,  I  would  wiih  you,  or  I  would  requeft  you,  or 
I  would  intreat  you,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble ;  my  Life  for 
youis;  if  you  think  I  come&hither  as  a  Lion,  it  were  pity  of 
my  Life;  no,  I  am  no  fuch  thing,  I  am  a  Man  as  other  Men 
are;  and  there  indeed  let  him  name  his  Name,  and  tell  them 

plainly  he  is  Snug  the  Joiner. 
Ouin.  We]],  it  mail  be  fo;  but  there  is  two  hard  Things, 

that  is,  to  bring  rhe  Moon-light  into  a  Chamber;  for  you 
know  Pyramus  and  Thisby  meet  by  Moon-light. 

Snug.  Doth  the  Moon  fliine  that  Night  we  play  our  Play  ? 
Bot.  A  Calender,  a  Calender,  look  in  the  Almanack;   find 

our  Moon-fhir.  ,  find  outMoon-lhine. 
Ouin.  Yes,  it  doth  fhine  chat  Night. 
Bot.  Why  then  may  you  leave  a  Cafement  of  the  great 

I  Chamber 
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Chamber  Window,  where  we  play,  open,  and  the  Moon  may 
fhine  in  at  the  Cafement. 

Ouin.  Ay,  or  elfe  one  muft  come  in  with  aBufh  of  Thorns 
and  a  Lanthorn,  and  Ly  he  comes  to  disfigure,  or  to  prefent 
the  Perfbn  of  Moonfhine;  then  there  is  another  thing,  we 
muft  have  a  Wall  in  the  great  Chamber,  for  Pyramus  and 
Thisby,  fays  the  Story,  did  talk  through  the  Chink  of  a  Wall* 

Snug*  You  can  never  bring  in  a  Wall.  What  fay  you 
Bottom  ? 

Bot.  Some  Man  or  other  muft  prefent  Wall,  and  let 
him  have  fome  Piafter,  or  fome  Lome,  or  fome  Rough-caft 
about  him,  to  fignify  Wall,  or  let  him  hold  his  Fingers 
thus  ;  and  through  the  Cranny  fhall  Pyramus  and  Thisby 
whifper. 

Quin.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  down 

every  Mother's  Son,  and  rehearle  your  Parts.  Pyramus  you 
begin;  when  you  have  fpoken  your  Speech  enter  into  that 
Brake,  and  fo  every  one  according  to  his  Cue. 

Enter  Puck. 

Puck*  What  hempen  Home-fpuns  have  we  fwaggering  here 
So  near  the  Cradle  of  the  Fairy  Queen? 

What,  a  Play  toward  ?  I'll  be  an  Auditor; 
An  A&or  too  perhaps,  if  I  fee  Caufe, 

Quin.  Speak  Pyramus  \  Thisby  ftand  forth. 

Pyr.  Thisby,  the  Flowers  of  odious  Savour's  fweet. 
Quin.  Odours,  Odours. 
Pyr.  Odours  favors  fweet, 

So  that  thy  Breath,  my  deareft  Thisby  dear. 
But  hark,  a  Voice;  ftay  thou  but  here  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  [Exit  Pyr. 

Puck*  A  Stranger  Pyramus  than  e'er  pjaid  here. 
Thif.  Muft  I  fpeak  now  ? 
Quin.  Ay  marry  muft  you;  for  you  muft  underftand  he 

gpes  but  to  fee  a  Noifethat  he  heard,  and  is  to  come  again. 
Thifi  Moft  radiant  Pyramus,  molt  lilly  white  of  Hue, 

Of  Colour  like  the  red  Rofe  on  triumphant  Bryer, 
Moft  brisky  Juvenal,  and  eke  moft  lovely  Jew, 

I'll  true  as  trueft  Horie,  that  yet  would  never  tire, 
As  meet  thee,  Pyramus,  at  Ninny's  Tombt 

Quin.  Ninus  Tomb,  Man;  why  you  muft  not  fpeak  that 

yet;  that  you  anfwer  to  Pyramus',  you  fpeak  all  your  Part  at 
once 
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once,  Cues  and  all.     Pyramus  enter,  your  Cue  is  part;  it  is 
never  tire. 

Enter  Pyramus. 
Thif.  O,  as  true  as  trueft  Horfe,  that  yet  would  never  tire. 
Pyr.  If  I  were  fair,  Thisby,  I  were  only  thine, 
Ouin.  O  monftrous!  O  ftrange  !  We  are  haunted;  pray 

Mafters,  fly  Matters,  help.  [The  Clowns  Exeunt. 

Puck.  I'll  follow  you,  I'll  lead  you  about  a  Round, 
Through  Bog,  through  Bum,  through  Brake,  through  Bryer; 
Sometimes  a  Horfe  Til  be,  fometimes  a  Hound? 
A  Hog,  a  headlefs  Bear,  fometime  a  Fire, 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  rore  and  burn, 
Like  Horfe,  Hound,  Hog,  Bear,  Fire,  at  every  turn.     \_Exit* 

Enter  bottom  with  an  Afs  Head. 
Bot.  Why  do  they  run  away?  This  is  a  Knavery  of  them 

to  make  me  afeard. 
Enter  Snowt. 

Snowt.  O  Bottom,  thou  art  chang'd ;  what  do  I  fee  on 
thee  ? 

Bot.  What  do  you  fee  ?  You  fee  an  Afs-head  of  your  own, 
do  you  ? 

Enter  Quince. 
Ouin.  Blefs  thee  Bottom,  blefs  thee,  thou  art  tranflated. 

{Exit. 
Bot.  I  fee  their  Knavery,  this  is  to  make  an  Afs  of  me,  to 

fright  me  if  they  could ;  but  I  will  not  ftir  from  this  Place, 
do  what  they  can ;  I  will  walk  up  and  down  here,  and  will 
fing  that  they  (hall  hear  I  am  not  afraid. 
The  WoofeJ  Cock,  fo  black  of  hue, 

With  Orenge-tawny  Bill, 
The  Throftle  will  his  Note  fo  true, 
The  Wren  and  little  Quill. 

Queen.  What  Angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowry  Bed? 
\Waking* 

Bot.  The  Finch,  the  Sparrow,  and  the  Lark, 

The  plain-fong  Cuckow  gray, 
Whofe  Note  full  many  a  Man  doth  mark, 
And  dares  not  anfwer  nay. 
For,  indeed,  who  would  fet  his  Wit  to  fo  foolifh  a  Bird? 

Who  would  give  a  Bird  the  Lye,  tho5  he  cry  Cuckow  ne- ver fo  ? 

Queen* 
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Queen.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Mortal,  fing  again, 

Mine  Ear  is  much  enamour'd  of  thy  Note; 
On  the  firft  view  to  fay,  to  fwear  I  love  thee. 
So  is  mine  Eye  enthralled  to  thy  Shape, 
And  thy  fair  Virtues  force  (perforce)  doth  move  me. 

Bot.  Metbinks,  Miftrefs,  you  mould  have  little  Reafon 
for  that :  And  yet,  to  fay  the  truth,  Reafon  and  Love  keep 
little  Company  together,  now  a-days.  The  more  the  pity, 
that  fome  honell:  Neighbours  will  not  make  them  Friends. 

Nay,  I  can  gleek  upon  occafion. 
Oueen.  Thou  art  as  Wife  as  thou  art  Beautiful. 

Bot.  Not  fo  neither :  But  if  I  had  Wit  enough  to  get  out 
of  this  Wood,  I  have  enough  to  ferve  mine  own  turn. 

Oueen,  Out  of  this  Wood  do  not  defire  to  go, 
Thou  malt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no. 

I  am  a  Spirit  of  no  common  Rate; 
The  Summer  ftill  doth  tend  upon  my  State, 
And  I  do  love  thee ;  therefore  go  with  me, 

I'll  ghc  thee  Fairies  to  attend  on  thee ; 
And  they  (hall  fetch  thee  Jewels  from  the  Deep, 
And  fing,  while_thou  on  preffed  Flowers  doth  fleep: 

And  I  will  purge  thy r  mortal "GrofneTs  fo, That  thou  malt  like  an  airy  Spirit  go. 
Enter  PeafeblofTom,  Cobweb,   Moth,  Muftardfeed,  and 
•  four  Fairies* 

1  Fiar*  Ready. 
2  Fair.  And  T. 

3  Fair.  And  I, 
4  Fair.  And  I,  Where  fhall  we  go? 
Queen.  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  Gentleman. 

Hop  in  his  Walks,  and  Gambole  in  his  Eye, 
Feed  him  with  Apricocks  and  Dewberries, 
With  purple  Grapes,  green  Figs,  and  Mulberries, 
The  Honey  Bags  ileal  from  the  Humble  Bees, 
And  for  Night  Tapers  crop  their  waxen  Thighs, 

And  light  them  at  the  fiery  Glow-worm's  Eyes, 
To  have  my  Love  to  Bed,  and  to  arife: 
And  pluck  the  Wings  from  painted  Butterflies, 
To  fan  the  Moon-beams  fromJiis_ileeping  Eyes. 
NocTto hurfEIra,  and  dcThim  Courtefies. 

I  Fair. 
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i  F<tir.  Hail  Mortal,  Hail. 
2  Fair,  Hail. 

3  Fair*  Hail. 

Bot.  I  cry  your  Worfhip's  Mercy  heartily,  Ibefeechyour 
Worship's  Name. Cob,  Cobweb, 

Bet.  I  mall  defire  of  you  more  Acquaintance,  good  Ma- 
tter Cobweb ;  if  I  cut  my  Finger,  I  fhall  make  bold  with  you, 

;Your  Name,  honcft  Gentleman  ? 
Peaf.  Peafeblojfom, 

Bot,  I  pray  you  commend  me  to  Miftrefs  Squajh  your 
Mother,  and  to  Matter  PeaJ ecod  your  Father.  Good  Mafter 
Peafeblojfom,  I  mall  defire  of  you  more  Acquaintance  too. 
Your  Name,  I  befeech  you,  Sir  ? 

Muf,  Muftardfeed, 
Bot.  Good  Mafter  Muflardfeed^  I  know  your  Patience 

well:  That  fame  cowardly  Giant-like  Ox- beef  hath  devour'd 
many  a  Gentleman  of  your  Houfe.  I  promife  you,  your 

Kindred  hath  made  my  Eyes' water  e'er  now.  I  defire  more 
of  your  Acquaintance,  good  Mafter  Muftardfeed. 

Queen.  Come  wait  upon  him,  lead  him  to  my  Bower. 
The  Moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watry  Eye, 
And  when  ihe  weeps,  weep  every  little  Flower, 
Lamenting  fome  enforced  Chaftity. 

Tye  up  my  Lover's  Tongue,  bring  him  filently.    [Exeunt > 
Enter  King  of  Fairies  folus. 

Ob,  I  wonder  if  Titania  be  awak'd  : 
Then  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  Eye, 
Which  fhemuft  dote  on  in  Extremity. 

Enter  Puck. 

Here  comes  my  Meffenger :  How  now  mad  Spirit^ 
What  Night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  Grove? 

Pnck.  My  Miftrefs  with  a  Monfteris  in  love. 
Near  to  her  clofe  and  confecrated  Bower, 
While  fhe  was  in  her  dull  and  fleeping  Hour, 
A  crew  of  Patches,  rude  Mechanicals, 
That  work  for  Bread  upon  Athenian  Stalls, 
Were  met  together  to  Rehearfe  a  Play, 
Intended  for  great  Thefeus  Nuptial  Day. 
The  fhalloweft  thick  Skin  of  that  barren  fort, 

Who  Pjramus  prefented,  in  their  Sport 
Forfoek 
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Forfook  his  Scene,  and  entred  in  a  Brake, 
When  I  did  him  at  this  Advantage  take, 

An  Afs's  Nole  I  fixed  on  his  Head ; 
Anon  his  Thisby  muft  be  anfwered, 
And  forth  my  Mimick  comes ;  When  they  him  fpy. 
As  wild  Geefe,  that  the  creeping  Fowler  eye, 
Or  ruffct-pated  Choughs,  many  in  fort, 

Riling  and  Kawing  at  the  Gun's  report, 
Sever  themfelves,  and  madly  fweep  the  Sky; 
So  at  his  fight,  away  his  Fellows  fly, 

And  at  our  ftamp  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls ; 
He  Murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 
Their  Senfe  thus  weak,  loft  with  their  Fears  thus  ftrong, 
Made  fenfelefs  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong. 
For  Briars  and  Thorns  at  their  Apparel  fnatch, 
Some  Sleeves,  fome  Hats,  from  Yielders  all  things  catch. 
I  led  them  on  in  this  diftra&ed  fear, 
And  left  fweet  Pyramns  tranfiated  there : 
When  in  that  moment  (fo  it  came  to  pafs) 

Titania  wak'd,  and  ftraightway  lov'd  an  Afs. Ob.  This  falls  outfitter  than  I  could  devife. 

But  haft  thou  yet  latch'd  the  Athenian  Eyes 
With  the  Love  Juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do  ? 

Puck.  I  took  him  fleeping;  that  isfiniih'dtoo; 
And  the  Athenian  Woman  by  his  fide, 

That  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  ihe  muft  be  ey'd. Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Ob.  Stand  clofe,  this  is  the  fame  Athenian. 
Tnck.  This  is  the  Woman,  but  not  this  the  Man, 
Dem.  O  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  youfo? 

Lay  Breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  Foe. 
Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  mould  ufe  thee  worfe > 

For  thou,  I  fear,  haft  given  me  caufe  to  Curfe, 

If  thou  haft  {lain  Lyfander 'in  his  fleep. 
Being  o'er  Shoes  in  Blood,  plunge  in  the  deep,  andkillmetoo. 
The  Sun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  Day 
As  he  to  me.     Would  he  have  ftollen  away 

From  fleeping  Hermia  f  I'll  believe  as  foon 
This  whole  Earth  may  be  bor'd,  and  that  the  Moon 
May  through  the  Center  creep,  and  fo  difpleafe 

Her  Brother's  Noon-tide,  with  th9  Antipodes. 

It 
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It  cannot  be  but  thou  haft  murder'd  him, 
50  fhouldaMurthererlook,  fo  dead,  fogrim. 

Bern.  So  fliould  the  Murt.herer  look,  and  fo  mould  I, 

Pierc'd  through  the  Heart  with  your  ftern  Cruelty: 
Yet  you  the  Murderer  look  as  bright  and  clear, 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  Sphere. 

Her.   What's  this  to  my  Lyfanderi  Where  is  he? 
Ah  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  § 

Bern.  I'd  rather  give  his  Carkafs  to  my  Hounds. 
Her,  Out  Dog,  out  Cur,  thou  driv'ft  me  paft  the  bounds 

Of  Maiden's  Patience.     Haft  thou  flain  him  then  ? 
Henceforth  be  never  numbred  among  Men. 
Oh  I  once  tell  true,  and  even  for  my  fake, 

Durft  thou  a  look'd  upon  him,  being  awake  ? 
And  haft  thou  kill'd  him  fleeping?  O  brave  touch: 
Could  not  a  Worm,  an  Adder  do  fo  much  ? 
An  Adder  did  it,  for  with  doubler  Tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  Serpent,  never  Adder  flung. 

Bern.  You  fpend  your  Paffion  on  a  mifpriz'd  mood ; 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lyfanders  Blood, 
Nor  is  he  dead  for  ought  that  I  can  tell. 

Her.  I  pray  thee  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well. 
Bern.  And  if  I  could,  what  ill ould  I  get  therefore? 
Her.  A  Privilege  never  to  fee  me  more; 

And  from  thy  hated  Prefence  part  I.     See  me  no  more, 
Whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  [Exit. 

Bern.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  Vein, 
Here  therefore  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 

So  Sorrows  heavinefs  doth  heavier  grow : 
For  Debt  that  Bankrupt  fleep  doth  Sorrow  owe, 
Which  now  in  fome  flight  meafure  it  will  pay, 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  fome  flay.  [Lies  fawn. 

Ob.  What  haft  thou  done?  Thou  haft  miftaken  quite, 

And  laid  thy  Love- Juice  on  fome  true  Love's  fight : 
Of  thy  Miiprifiqn  imjft  perforce  enfue 

Some  true  Love  turn'd,  and  not  a  falfe  turn'd  true. 
Puck.  Then  Fate  o'er-rules,  that  one  Man  holding  Troth, 

A  Million  fail,  confounding  J3ath  on  Oath. 
Ob.  About  the  Wood  go  fwifter  than  the  Wind, 

And  Helena  of  Athens  fee  thou  find. 

All  Fancy-fick  fhcis,  and  pale  of  Cheer, 

With 
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With  fighs  of  Love,  that  cofts  the  frefh  Blood  dear; 
By  feme  Illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  here; 

I'll  charm  his  Eyes  againft  fhe  doth  appear. 
Puck*  I  go>  I  go,  look  how  I  go, 

Swifter  than  Arrow  from  the  Tartar's  Bow.  [Exit. 
Ob.  Flower  of  this  purple  dye, 

Hit  with  Cupids  Archery, 
Sink  in  Apple  of  his  Eye, 
When  his  Love  he  doth  efpy, 
Let  her  fhine  as  glorioufly 
As  the  Venus  of  the  Sky. 

When  thou  wak'ft,  if  in  e  be  by, 
Beg  of  her  for  Remedy. 

Enter  Puck, 

,  Puck.  Captain  of  our  Fairy  Band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand, 

And  the  Youth  miftook  by  me, 

Pleading  for  a  Lover's  Fee. 
Shall  we  their  fond  Pageant  fee? 
Lord,  what  Fools  thefe  Mortals  be  ! 

Ob.  Stand  afide:  The  noife  they  make 
Will  caufe  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck.  Then  will  two  at  once  woo  one ; 
That  muft  needs  be  Sport  alone. 
And  thofe  things  do  befl:  pleafe  me, 
That  befal  prepofteroufly. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Helena." Lyf.  Why  mould  you  think  that  Ifhould  wooinfcorn? 
1    Scorn  and  Derifion  never  come  in  Tears. 

Look  when  I  vow,  I  weep,  and  Vows  fo  born, 
In  their  Nativity  all  Truth  appears: 
How  can  thefe  things  in  me  feem  Scorn  to  you  I 
Bearing  the  badge  of  Faith  to  prove  them  true. 

Hel.  You  do  advance  your  Cunning  more  and  more, 
When  Truth  kills  Truth,  O  devilifli  holy  Fray  ! 

Thefe  Vows  arc  Hermia's.     Will  you  give  her  o'er  ? 
Weigh  Oath  with  Oath,  and  you  will  nothing  weigh. 
Your  Vows  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  Scales, 
Will  even  weigh,  and  both  as  light  as  Tales. 

Lyf.  I  had  no  Judgment  when  to  her  I  fwore. 

Heh  Nornone,inmymind,  now  you  give  her  o'er^ Lyf. 
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Lyf.  DemetriusXovts  her,  and  he  loves  not  you. 
Bern.  [Awaking^]  O  Helen,  Goddefs,  Nymph,  perfect, 

divine, 

To  what,  my  Love,  (hall  I  compare  thine  Eyne  ? 
Cryftal  is  muddy ;   O  how  ripe  in  fhow, 
Thy  Lips,  thofe  ki fling  Cherries,  tempting  grow ! 
That  p  ire  congealed  white,  high  Taurus  Snow, 
Fan  Yd  with  the  Eaftern  Wind,  turns  to  a  Crow, 

When  thou  hold'ft  up  thy  hand.     O  let  me  kifs 
This  Princefs  of  pure  white,  this  fcal  of  Blils. 

HeU  OSpight,  O  Hell,  I  fee  you  are  all  bent 
To  let  againft  me,  for  your  Merriment: 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  Courtefie, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  Injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do, 
But  you  mull:  join  in  Souls  to  mock  me  tool 
If  you  are  Men,  as  Men  you  are  in  mow, 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  Lady  fo  : 
To  vow,  and  fwear,  and  fuperpraife  my  Parts* 
When  I  am  fure  you  hate  me  with  your  Hearts. 
You  both  are  Rivals,  and  love  Hermia, 
And  now  both  Rivals  to  mock  Helena. 

A  trim  Exploit,  a  manly  Enterprize, 

To  conjure  Tears  up  in  a  poor  Maid's  Eyes, 
With  your  Deri  (ion :  None  of  Nobler  fort 
Would  fo  offend  a  Virgin,  and  extort 

A  poor  Soul's  Patience,  all  to  make  you  fport. 
Lyf.  You  are  unkind*  Demetrius ;  be  not  fo9 

For  you  love  Hermia;  this  you  know  I  know* 
And  here  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart, 
In  Hermias  Love  I  yield  you  up  my  part ; 

And  your's  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath, 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  Death. 

Hel.  Never  did  Mockers  wafte  more  idle  Breath* 

Dem.  Lyfander,  keep  thy  Hermia,  I  will  none; 

If  e'er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  Love  is  gone. 
My  Heart  to  her,  but  as  Gueft-wife  fojourn'd, 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  returned, 
There  to  remain. 

Lyf.  It  is  not  fo. 
Dem.  Difparage  not  the  Faith  thou  doft  notkobw* Left 
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Left  to  thy  peril  thou  abide  it  dear.      1 
Look  where  thy  Love  comes,  yonder  is  thy  Dear. 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her.  Dark  Night,  that  from  the  Eye  his  Fun&ion  takes, 
The  Ear  more  quick  of  Apprehenfion  makes. 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  Senfe, 
It  pays  the  Hearing  double  recompence* 
Thou  art  not  by  mine  Eye,  Lyfander,  found, 
Mine  Ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  that  Sound; 
But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  I 

Lyf.  Why  mould  he  ftay,  whom  Love  doth  prefs  to  go? 
Her.  What  Love  could  prefs  Ljfander  from  my  fide? 

Ljf.  Lyfander's  Love,  that  would  not  let  him  bide; 
Fair  Helena,  wh6  more  engilds  the  Night, 

Than  all  yon  fiery  07s  and  Eyes  of  Light. 
Why  feek'ft  thou  me  ?  Could  not  this  make  thee  know 
The  Hate  I  bear  thee,  made  me  leave  thee  fo  ? 

Her.  You  fpeak  not  as  you  think :  It  cannot  be. 
Hel.  Lo,  me  is  one  of  this  Confederacy ; 

Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoint  all  three, 
To  fafhion  this  falfe  Sport  in  fpight  of  me. 
Injurious  Hermia,  raoft  ungrateful  Maid, 

Have  you  confpir'd,  have  you  withthefe  contriv'd 
To  bait  me,  with  this  foul  Derifion? 

Is  all  the  Counfel  that  we  two  have  fhar'd, 
The  Sifters  Vows,  the  Hours  that  we  have  fpent, 
When  we  have  chid  the  hafty  footed  Time, 
For  parting  us :  O !  and  is  all  forgot  ? 
All  Schooj-daysFriendih  ip,  Childhoods  Innocence  ? 
We,  Hermia,  lIKe  two  Artificial  gods, 
Have  with  our  Needles,  created  both  one  Flower, 
Both  on  one  Sampler,  fitting  on  one  Culhion; 
Both  warbling  of  one  Song,  both  in  one  Key ; 
As  if  our  Hands,  our  Sides,  Voices,  and  Minds 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together, 
Like  to  a  double  Cherry,  feeming  parted, 
But  yet  an  Union  in  partition ;  J 
Two  lovely  Berries  molded  on  one  Stem, 
So  with  two  feeming  Bodies,  but  one  Heart, 
Two  of  the  firft  Life,  Coats  of  Heraldry, 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  oneCreft. 

Vol,  II.  D  And 
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And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  Love  afunder, 
To  join  with  Men  in  fcorning  your  poor  Friend? 

It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  ; 
Our  Sex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  you  for  it, 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  Injury, 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  paflionate  words : 
I  fcorn  you  not ;  it  feems  that  you  fcorn  me. 

Hel.  Have  you  not  fet  Ly fancier,  as  in  fcorn, 
To  follow  me,  and  praife  my  Eyes  and  Face  ? 
And  made  your  other  Love,  Demetrius, 
Who  even  but  now  did  fpurn  me  with  his  Foot, 
To  call  me  Goddefr,  Nymph,  Divine,  and  Rare, 
Precious,  Celeftial  ?  Wherefore  fpeaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  And  wherefore  doth  Ly fancier 
Deny  your  Love,  fo  rich  within  his  Soul, 
And  tender  me,  forfooth,  Affection, 
But  by  yourfetting  on,  by  your  Confent? 
What  though  I  be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you, 
So  hung  upon  with  Love,  fo  fortunate? 

But  miferable  moft,  to  love  unlov'd, 
This  you  mould  pity  rather  than  defpife. 

Her.  I  underftand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 
Hel.  Ay,  do,  perfevere,  counterfeit  fad  Looks, 

Make  Mouths  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  Back, 
Wink  each  at  other,  hold  the  fweet  Jeft  up: 
This  fport  well  carried,  mail  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  Pity,  Grace,  or  Manners, 
You  would  not  make  me  fuch  an  Argument  s 

But  fare  ye  well,  *tis  partly  mine  own  fault, 
Which  Death  or  Abfence  foon  (hall  remedy. 

Lyf.  Stay,  gentle  Helena,  hear  my  Excufe; 
My  Love,  my  Soul,  fair  Helena. 

Hel  O  Excellent ! 

Her.  Sweet,  do  not  fcorn  her  Co. 
Dem.  If  (he  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel. 

Lyf.  Thou  canft  compel  no  more  than  (he  entreat. 
Thy  Threats  have  no  more  ftrength  than  her  weak  Praife. 
Helen,  I  love  thee,  by  my  Life  I  do ; 
I  fwear  by  that  which  I  will  lofe  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  falfe  that  fays  I  love  thee  not. 

Bern.  I  fay,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 
Ljf. 
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Lyf.  If  thou  fay  fo,  withdraw  and  prove  it  too. 
Dem.  Quick,  come. 

Her.  by  fancier,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 
Lyf  Away,  you  Ethiope. 
Bern.  No,  no,  Sir,  feem  to  break  loofe ; 

Take  on  as  you  would  follow, 
But  yet  come  not ;  you  are  a  tame  Man,  go. 

Lyf  Hang  off  thou  Cat,  thouBurre;  vile  thing  let  loofe, 
Or  I  will  make  thee  from  me  like  a  Serpent. 

Her.  Why  are  you  grown  fo  rude  ? 
What  change  is  this,  fweet  Love? 

Lyf  Thy  Love?  Out  tawny  Tartar,  out; 
Out  loathed  Medicine;  O  hated  Poifon,  hence. 

Her.  Do  you  not  j eft? 
Hel.  Yes  footh,  and  fo  do  you. 

Lyf  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  Word  with  thee. 
Dem.  I  would  I  had  your  Bond ;  for  I  perceive 

A  weak  Bond  holds  you;  I'll  not  truft  your  Word. 
Lyf  What,  mould  I  hurt  her,  ftrike  her,  kill  her  dead? 

Although  I  hate  her,  I'll  not  harm  her  fo. 
Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm  than  hate  ? 

Hate  me!  wherefore?  Ome!  what  News,  my  Love? 
Am  not  I  Hermia  ?  Are  not  you  Ljfander  £ 
I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  ere-while. 

Since  Night  you  lov'd  me;  yet  fince  Night  you  left  me: 
Why  then  you  left  me,  O  the  gods  forbid ! 
In  earneft,  mall  I  fay  ? 

Lyf.  Ay,  by  my  Life, 
And  never  diddefire  to  fee  thee  more. 

Therefore  be  out  of  hope,  of  qusftion,  of  doubt, 

Be  certain,  nothing  truer;  'tis  no  jeft, That  I  do  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena. 

Her.  O  me,  you  Jugler,  you  Canker-bloffom, 
You  Thief  of  Love ;  what  have  you  come  by  Night, 

And  ftollen  my  Love's  Heart  from  him  ? 
Hel.  Fine,  i'faith! 

Have  you  no  Modefty,  no  maiden  Shame, 
No  touch  of  Bamfulnefs  ?  What  will  you  tear 
Impatient  Anfwers  from  my  gentle  Tongue  ? 
Fie,  fie,  you  Counterfeit,  you  Puppet,  you. 

D  a  Her. 
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Her.  Puppet!  why  fo?  Ay,  that  ways  go  the  Game* 

Now  I  perceive  that  fhe  hath  made  compare 

Between  our  Statures ;  me  hath  urg'd  her  height, 
And  with  her  perfonage,  her  tall  perfonage, 
Her  height,  forfooth,  (he  hath  prevailed  with  him. 
And  are  you  grown  fo  high  in  his  Efteem, 
Becaufe  I  ajsi  fo  dwarfifh,  and  fo  low? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  Maypole?  Speak^ 
How  low  am  I  ?  I  am  not  yet  fo  low, 
But  that  my  Nails  can  reach  unto  thine  Eyes. 

HeL  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  me,  Gentlemen, 
Let  her  not  hurt  me,  I  was  never  curft  : 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  Shrewifhnefs; 
I  am  a  right  Maid  for  my  Cowardize  : 
Let  her  not  ftrike  me.     You  perhaps  may  think, 

Becaufe  (he's  fomething  lower  than  my  felf, That  I  can  match  her. 

Her.  Lower  J  Hark  again. 
HeL  Good  Hermidy  do  not  be  fo  bitter  with  me, 

I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia> 

Did  ever  keep  your  Counfels,  never  wrong'd  you, 
Save  that  in  Love  unto  Demetrius^ 
I  told  him  of  your  ftealth  into  this  Wood  : 

He  follow'd  you,  for  Love  I  follow'd  him, 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence,  and  threatned  me 
To  ftrike  me,  fpurn  me,  nay  to  kill  me  too; 
And  now,  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  go, 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  Folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further.     Let  me  go, 
You  fee  how  fimple,  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her.  Why  get  you  gone;  who  is't  that  hinders  you? HeL  A  foolim  Heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 
Her.  What  with  Ly fancier  / 
HeL  With  Demetrius. 

Lyf.  Be  not  afraid,  fhe  will  not  harm  thee,  Helena. 
Dem.  No,  Sir,  fhe  (hall  not,  though  you  take  her  part. 

HeL  O,  when  (he's  angry,  (lie  is  keen  and  fhrewd, 
She  was  a  Vixen  when  fhe  went  to  School; 
And  though  (lie  be  but  little  fhe  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again?  Nothing  but  low  and  little? 
Why  will  you  fufTer  her  to  flout  me  thus? 
Let  me  come  to  her.  Lyf 



A  Midfummer-Nighfs  Dream.       501 

Ljf.  Get  you  gone,  you  Dwarf, 
You  Minimus*  of  hindring  Knot-grafs  made, 
You  Bead,  you  Acorn, 

Bern.  You  are  too  officious 
In  her  behalf  that  fcorns  your  Services. 
Let  her  alone,  fpeak  not  of  Helena^ 
Take  not  her  part :  For  if  thou  doft  intend 
Never  fo  little  (hew  of  Love  to  her, 
Thou  (halt  abide  it. 

Lyf.  Now  fhe  holds  me  not, 

Now  follow  if  thou  dar'ft,  to  try  whofe  Right 
Of  thine  or  mine  is  rnoft  in  Helena. 

Bern,  Follow?    Nay,  I'll  go  with  thee  Cheek  by  Jowl. 
[Exit  Lyfander  and  Demetrius. 

Her.  You  Miftrefs,  all  this  Coyl  is  long  of  you : 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

HeL  I  will  not  truft  you, 
Nor  longer  fhy  in  your  curft  Company. 
Your  Hands  than  mine  are  quicker  for  a  Fray, 
My  Legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Oberon  and  Puck. 

Ob.  This  is  thy  Negligence,  ftill  thou  miftak'ft, 
Or  elfe  committ'ft  thy  Knaveries  willingly. 

Vuck>  Believe  me,  King  of  Shadows,  Imiftook: 
Did  not  you  tell  me  I  mould  know  the  Man, 
By  the  Athenian  Garments  he  hath  on? 
And  fo  far  blamelefs  proves  ray  Enterprize, 

That  I  have  'nointed  an  Athenians  Eyes 5 
And  fo  far  am  I  glad,  it  did  fo  fort, 
As  this  their  Jangling  I  efteem  a  Sport. 

Ob.  Thou  feeft  thefe  Lovers  feek  a  Place  to  fight; 
Hie  therefore,  Robin,  overcaft  the  Night, 

The  Starry  -Welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  Fog,  as  black  as  Acheron^ 
And  lead  thefe  tefty  Rivals  fo  aftray, 

As  one  come  not  within  another's  way. 
Like  to  Lyfander  fometime  frame  thy  Tongue, 
Then  ftir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  Wrong; 
And  fometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius  ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus, 

D  3  'Till 
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'Till  o'er  their  Brows,  Death-counterfeiting  Sleep 
With  leaden  Legs  and  batty  Wings  doth  creep; 
Then  crufli  this  Herb  into  Lj fonder  %  Eye, 
Whofe  Liquor  hath  this  virtuous  Property, 
To  take  from  thence  all  Error,  with  its  Might, 

And  make  his  Eye-balls  rowl  with  wonted  fight. 

When  they  next  wake,  all  this  Derifion 
Shall  feem  a  Dream,  and  fruitlefs  Vifion  ; 
And  back  to  Athens  (hall  the  Lovers  wend 

W.rh  League,  whofe  date 'till  Death  (hall  never  end. 
Whiles  I  in  this  Affair  do  thee  imploy, 

I'll  to  my  Queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  Boy; 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  Eye  releafe 

From  Monfters  view,  and  all  things  (hall  be  Peace. 

Puck.  My  Fairy  Lord,  this  muft  be  done  with  hafte, 

For  Night's  fwift  Dragons  cut  the  Clouds  full  faft, 
And  yonder  mines  Auroras  Harbinger ; 

At  whofe  approach,  Ghofts  wandring  here  and  there, 

Troop  home  to  Church-yards;  Damned  Spirits  all, 
That  in  Crofs-ways  and  Floods  have  Burial, 

Already  to  their  wormy  Beds  are  gone, 

For  fear  left  Day  fhouid  look  their  Shames  upon, 

They  wilfully  exile  themfelves  from  Light, 

And  muft  for  aye  confort  with  black-brow'd  Night. 
Ob.  But  we  are  Spirits  of  another  fort; 

I  with  the  Morning-Love  have  oft  made  fport, 
And  like  a  Forefter  the  Groves  may  tread, 

Even  'till  the  Eaftern  Gate  all  fiery  red, 

Opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  bleffed  Beams, 

Turns  into  yellow  Gold  his  falt-green  Streams. 

But  notwithftanding  hafte,  make  no  delay; 

We  may  effed  this  Bufinefs  yet  e'er  Day.      [£*#/Oberon. 
Puck-  Up  and  down,  up  and  down,  I  will  lead  them  up 

and  down:  I  am  fear'd  in  Field  and  Town,  Goblin,  lead  them 

up  and  down.     Here  comes  one. 

Enter  Lyfander. 

Lyf  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius  f 
Speak  thou  now. 

ruck.  Here,  Villain,  drawn  and  ready.    Where  art  thou  I 

Lyf  I  will  be  with  thee  ftraight. 

Puc^  Follow  me  then  to  plainer  Ground. 
Enter 
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Enter  Demetrius. 

Bern.  Lyfander,  fpeak  again ; 
Thou  Run-away,  thou  Coward,  art  thou  fled? 

Speak  in  fome  Bufh  i  Where  doft  thou  hide  thy  Head? 
Pack.  Thou  Coward,  art  thou  begging  to  the  Stars, 

Telling  the  Bufliesthat  thou  look'ft  for  Wars, 
And  wilt  not  come?  Come  Recreant,  come  thou  Child, 

I'll  whip  thee  with  a  Rod,  he  is  defiPd That  draws  a  Sword  on  thee. 

Bern.  Yea,  art  thou  there  ? 

Puck*  Follow  my  Voice,  we'll  try  no  Manhood  here.  [Exe. 
Lyf.  He  goes  before  me,  and  ftill  dares  me  on, 

When  I  come  where  he  calls  me,  then  he's  gone. 
The  Villain  is  much  lighter  heel'd  than  I : 
I  follow'd  faft,  but  fafter  he  did  fly ;  [Shifting  placet. 
That  fall'n  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 
And  here  will  reft  me.  Come  thou  gentle  Day :     [Lyes  down. 
For  if  but  once  thou  mew  me  thy  gray  Light, 

I'll  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  Spight. Enter  Puck  and  Demetrius. 

Puck*  Ho,  ho,  ho,  Coward  why  com'ft  thou  not? 
Bern.  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar'ft  :  For  well  I  wot, 

Thou  runn'ft  before  me,  fluffing  every  place, 
And  dar'ft  not  ftand,  nor  look  me  in  the  Face. 
Where  art  thou  f 

Puck.  Come  hither,  I  am  here. 

Bern.  Nay  then  thou  mock'ft  me ;  thou  fli  alt  buy  this  dear, 
If  ever  I  thy  Face  by  Day-light  fee. 
Now  go  thy  way  ;  Faintnefs  conftraineth  me, 
To  meafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  Bed, 

By  Day's  approach  look  to  be  vifited.  Ltyes  down. Enter  Helena. 

HeL  O  weary  Night,  O  long  and  tedious  Night, 
Abate  thy  Hours,  fliine  Comforts  from  the  Eafi, 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens  by  Day-light, 
From  thefe  that  my  poor  Company  deteft, 

And  Sleep,  that  fometimes  ftiuts  up  Sorrow's  Eye, 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  Company.  [Sleeps. 

Phc^.  Yet  but  three  ?  Come  one  more. 
Two  of  both  Kinds  makes  up  four. 
Here  (he  comes,  curft  and  fad, 

D  4  Qfpid 
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Cupid  is  a  knavifti  Lad, 
Thus  to  make  poor  Females  mad. 

Enter  Hermia. 
Her.  Never  fo  weary,  never  fo  in  Woe, 

Bedabbled  with  the  Dew,  and  torn  with  Briars, 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go; 
My  Legs  can  keep  no  Pace  with  my  E>efires : 

Here  will  I  reft  me  'till  the  Break  of  Day; 
Heav'ns  fhield  Lyfander,  if  they  mean  a  Fray.     [Lyesdown^ 

Puck,  On  the  Ground  fleep  found, 

I'll  apply  to  your  Eye,  gentle  Lover,  remedy. 
[Squeezing  the  Juice  on  Lyfander'j  Eye* 

When  thou  wak'fi:  thou  tak'ft 

True  Delight  in  the  Sight  of  former  Lady's  Eye, 
And  the  Country  Proverb  known, 
That  every  Man  fliould  take  his  own, 
In  your  waking  fhall  be  known. 
Jacl^  fhall  have  Jill,  naught  fhall  go  ill, 
The  Man  fhall  have  his  Mare  again,  and  all  be  well.  [£.v.Puck. 

[They  fleep. 

A  C  T    IV.      S  G  E  N  E    I. 
Enter  Queen  of  Fairies^  Bottom,  Fairies  attending^  and  the 

King  behind  them. 

Queen.  /^Ome,  fit  thee  down  upon  this  flowry  Bedt 
\^J  While  I  thy  amiable  Cheeks  do  coy, 

And  flick  Musk  Rofes  in  thy  fleek-fmooth  Head, 
Andkifs  thy  fair  large  Ears,  my  gentle  Joy. 

Bot.  Where's  Peafiblojfomi 
feafc.  Ready. 

Bot.  Scratch  my  Head,  Peafeblojfom.  Where's  Monfieur Cobweb  ? 
Cob.  Ready. 

Bot.  Monfieur  Cobweb,  good  Monfieur  get  your  Wea- 
pons in  your  Hand,  and  kill  me  a  red-hipt  Humble-Bee  on 

the  Top  of  a  ThifTle,  and  good  Monfieur  bring  me  the 
Honey^bag.  Do  not  fret  your  felf  too  much  in  theAdion? 
Monfieur  ;  and  good  Monfieur  have  a  Care  the  Honey-bag 
break  not;  I  would  be  loth  to  have  you  overflown  with  a 

Honey-bag,  Signior,  Where's  Monfieur  Afufiardfeedi 
Ready,  '  Bct? 
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Bot.  Give  me  your  News,  Monfieur  Muftard; 

Pray  you  leave  your  Curtefie,  good  Monfieur. 

Muft.  What's  your  Will? 
Bou  Nothing,  good  Monfieur,  but  to  help  Cavalero  Cob- 

web to  fcratch.  I  muft  to  the  Barbers,  Monfieur,  for  me- 
thinks  I  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  Face.  And  I 
am  fuch  a  tender  Afs,  if  my  Hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  muft 
fcratch. 

Queen.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  fome  Mufick,  my  fweet 
Love? 

Bot,  I  have  a  reafonable  good  Ear  in  Mufick.  Let  us 
have  the  Tongs  and  the  Bones. 

Mufick^  TongSy  Rural  Mufick* 

Queen.  Or  fay,  fweet  Love,  what  thou  defir'ft  to  eat. 
Bot.  Truly  a  Peck-  of  Provender;  I  would  munch  your 

good  dry  Oats.  Methinks  I  have  a  great  Defire  to  a  Bot- 
tle of  Hay :  Good  Hay,  fweet  Hay  hath  no  Fellow. 
Queen.  I  have  a  venturous  Fairy 

That  mail  feek  the  Squirrels  Hoard, 
And  fetch  thee  new  Nuts. 

Bot.  I  had  rather  have  a  handful  of  dried  Peafe.  But  I 

pray  you  let  none  of  your  People  ftir  me,  I  have  an  Expo- 
fition  of  Sleep  come  upon  me. 

Queen.  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my  Arms; 
Fairies  be  gone,  and  be  always  away: 
So  doth  the  Woodbine  the  fweet  Hony-fuckle 
Gently  entwift;  the  female  Ivy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  Fingers  of  the  Elm. 
0  how  I  love  thee  !  how  I  dote  on  thee ! 

Enter  Puck. 

Ob.  Welcome,  good  Robin ; 
Seeft  thou  this  fweet  Sight? 
Her  Dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity; 
For  meeting  her  of  late  behind  the  Wood, 
Seeking  fweet  Favours  for  this  hateful  Fool, 
1  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her; 
For  fhe  his  hairy  Temples  then  had  rounded 
With  Coronet  of  frefh  and  fragrant  Flowers, 
And  that  fame  Dew  which  fometime  on  the  Buds 
Was  wont  to  fwell  like  round  and  orient  Pearls, 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  Flouriets  Eyes, Like 
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Like  Tears  that  did  their  own  Difgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had  at  my  Pleafure  taunted  her, 

And  ihe  in  mild  Terms  begg'd  my  Patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her,  her  changeling  Child, 
Which  ftraight  flie  gave  me,  and  her  Fairy  fent 
To  bear  him  to  my  Bower  in  Fairy  Land; 
And  now  I  have  the  Boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  Imperfection  of  her  Eyes : 
And,  gentle  Puck,  take  this  transformed  Scalp 
From  off  the  Head  of  this  Athenian  Swain; 
That  he  awaking  when  the  others  do, 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair, 

And  think  no  more  of  this  Night's  Accidents* But  as  the  fierce  Vexation  of  a  Dream. 

But  firft  I  will  releafe  the  Fairy  Queen. 

Be  thou  as  thou  waft  wont  to  be ; 
See  as  thou  waft  wont  to  fee : 

Dian'j  Bud,  or  Cupids  Flowerf 
Hath  fuch  Force  and  blejfed  Power, 

Now,  my  Titania  wake  you  my  fweet  Queen. 
Queen.  My  Oberon  !  what  Vifions  have  I  feen  ! 

Methought  I  was  enamoured  of  an  Afs. 
Ob.  There  lies  your  Love. 
Queen.  How  came  thefe  Things  to  pafs  ? 

Oh  how  mine  Eyes  do  loath  this  Vifage  now ! 
Ob.  Silence  a  while  ;  Robin  take  off  his  Head : 

Titiana,  Mufick  call,  and  ftrike  more  dead 

Than  common  Sleep.     Of  all  thefe  find  the  Senfe.' 
Queen.  Mufick,  ho  Mufick;  fuch  as  charmeth  Sleep, 

Mufick,  ft  ill. 
Tuck.  When  thou  awak'ft,  with  thine  own  Fools  Eyes 

peep. Ob*  Sound  Mufick;  come  my  Queen,  take  Hand  with  me, 
And  rock  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Sleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  Amity, 
And  will  to  Morrow  Midnight  folemnly 
Dance  in  Duke  Thefeus  Houfe  triumphantly, 
And  blefs  it  to  all  fair  Pofterity  : 
There  mall  thefe  Pairs  of  faithful  Lovers  be 

Wedded  with  Thefeus  aU  in  Jollity. 
Puck 
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Puck:  Fair  King  attend  and  mark, 

I  do  hear  the  Morning  Lark. 
Ob.  Then  my  Queen  in  Silence  fad, 

Trip  we  after  the  Night's  Shade; 
We  the  Globe  can  compafs  fcon, 
Swifter  than  the  wandring  Moon. 

Queen.  Come  my  Lord,  and  in  our  Flight, 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  Night, 
That  I  fleeping  here  was  found,  [Sleepers  lyeflilL 
With  thefe  Mortals  on  the  Ground.  [Exeunt. 

[Wind  Horns. 
Enter •  Thefeus,  Egeus,  Hippolita  and  all  his  Train. 

Thef.  (So  one  of  you,  find  out  the  Forefter, 

For  now  our  Obfervation  is  perform'd; 
And  fince  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  Day, 
My  Love  (hall  hear  the  Mufick  of  my  Hounds : 
Uncouple  in  the  Weftern  Valley,  let  them  go, 
Difpatch  I  fay,  and  find  the  Forefter. 

We  will,  fair  Queen,  up  to  the  Mountain's  Top, And  mark  the  Mufical  Confufion 

Of  Hounds,  and  Eccho  in  conjun&ion. 
Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once, 

When  in  a  Wood  of  Creet  they  bay'd  the  Bear 
With  Hounds  of  Sparta  ;  never  did  I  hear 
Suchcallant  Chiding.     For  befides  the  Groves,  N • 

The~SKies,  tEe^  fountains,  every  Region  near,  /"- 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual  Cry.     I  never  heard 
So  mufical  a  Difcord,  fuch  fweet  Thunder. 

Thef,  My  Hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  kind, 

So  flew'd,  fo  fanded,  and  their  Heads  are  hung 
With  Ears  that  fweep  away  the  Morning  Dew ; 
Crook-kneed,  and  Dew-lapt,  like  Thejfalian  Bulls, 

Slow  in  purfuit,  but  match'd  in  Mouth  like  Bells, 
Each  under  each.     A  Cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  hallow'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  Horn, 
In  Creet,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thejfaly : 
Judge  when  you  hear.  But  foft,  what  Nymphs  are  thefe? 

Ege.  My  Lord,  this  is  my  Daughter  here  afleep, 
And  this  Lyfander^  this  Demetrius  is, 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Helena  ; 
I  wonder  of  this  being  here  together. 

Thef. 
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Thef.  No  doubt  they  rofe  up  early,  to  obferve 

The  right  of  May,  and  hearing  our  Intenr, 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  Solemnity.  w 
But  fpeak  Egcus,  is  not  this  the  Day 
That  Hermia  ihould  give  Anfwer  of  her  Choice? 

Ege.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
Thef.  Go  bid  the  Huntfmen  wake  them  with  their  Horns. 
Horns ,  and  they  wake*    Shout  within,  they  all  flan  up. 
Thef.  Good  Morrow  Friends;  Saint  Falentine  is  paft: 

Begin  thefe  Wood-birds  but  to  couple  now? 
Lyf  Pardon,  my  Lord. 
Thef  I  pray  you  all  ftand  up: 

I  know  you  two  are  Rival  Enemies. 
How  comes  this  gentle  Concord  in  the  World, 
That  Hatred  is  fo  far  from  Jealoufy, 
To  fleep  by  Hate,  and  fear  no  Enmity  ? 

Lyf  My  Lord,  I  (hall  reply  amazedly, 
Half  fleep,  half  waking.  But  as  yet  I  fwear, 
I  cannot  truly  fay  how  I  came  here : 
But  as  I  think,  (for  truly  would  I  fpeak,) 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  fo  it  is; 
I  came  with  Hermia  hither.  Our  Intent 

Was  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  Peril  of  the  Athenian  Law. 

Ege.  Enough,  enough,  my  Lord,  you  have  enough; 
I  beg  the  Law,  the  Law,  upon  his  Head : 

They  would  have  ftoli'n  away,  they  would,  Demetrius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me, 
You  of  your  Wife,  and  me  of  my  Confent; 
Of  my  Confent  that  (he  (hould  be  your  Wife. 

Bern.  My  Lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  Stealth, 
Of  this  their  Purpofe  hither  to  the  Wood, 

And  I  in  Fury  hither  follow'd  them 
Fair  Helena  in  Fancy  follow'd  me ; 
But,  my  good  Lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  Power, 
But  by  fome  Power  it  is,  my  Love 
To  Hermia,  melted  as  the  Snow, 
Seems  to  me  now  as  the  Remembrance  of  an  idle  Gaude* 
Which  in  my  Childhood  I  did  doat  upon: 
And  all  the  Faith,  the  Virtue  of  my  Heart, 
The  Objeft  and  the  Pleafure  of  mine  Eye* Is 
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Is  only  Helena.  To  her,  my  Lord, 
Was  I  betrothed  e'er  I  did  fee  Hermia ; 
But  like  a  Sicknefs  did  I  loath  this  Food; 

But  as  in  Health  come  to  my  natural  Tafte, 
Now  do  I  wifh  it,  love  it,  long  for  it, 
And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it. 

Thef.  Fair  Lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met; 
Of  this  Difcourfe  we  fhall  hear  more  anon, 

Egeus,  I  will  over-bear  your  Will, 
For  in  the  Temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
Thefe  Couples  fliall  eternally  be  knit: 
And  for  the  Morning  now  is  fomething  worn, 

Our  purpos'd  Hunting  fhall  be  fet  afide. 
Away  with  us  to  Athens  y  three  and  three, 

We'll  hold  a  Feaft  in  great  Solemnity. 
Come  Hippolita.  [Exit  Duke  and  Lords* 

Dem.  Thefe  Things  feem  fmall  and  undiftinguifhable, 
Like  far-off  Mountains  turned  into  Clouds. 

Her.  Methinks  I  fee  thefe  things  with  parted  Eye, 
When  every  Thing  feems  double* 

Hel.  So  methinks; 

And  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  Jewel; 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own. 

Dem.  It  feems  fo  to  me, 
That  we  fleep,  we  dream.     Do  not  you  think 
The  Duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  follow  him? 

Her.  Yea,  and  my  Father. 
Hel.  And  Hippolita. 
Lyf.  And  he  bid  us  follow  to  the  Temple* 

Dem.  Why  then  we  are  awake  ;  let's  follow  him,  and  by 
the  Way  let  us  recount  our  Dreams,  [Exeunt. 

[Bottom  wakes. 
Bot.  When  my  Cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will  anfwer.  My 

next  is,Moflfair  Pjramus-^-liey  ho,  Peter  Quince  I  Flute  the 

Bellows-mender !  Snout  the  Tinker !  Starveling  I  God's  my 
Life  I  Stol'n  hence,  and  left  me  aileep.  I  have  had  a  moft 
rare  Vifion.  I  had  a  Dream  paft  the  Wit  of  Man  to  fay 
what  Dream  it  was  :  Man  is  but  an  Afs  if  he  go  about  to 
expound  this  Dream.  Methought  I  was,  there  is  no  Man 
can  tell  what.  Methought  I  was  and  methought  I  had. 

But  Man  is  but  a  patch'd  Fool,  if  he  will  offer  to  fay  what methought 
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methought  I  had.  The  Eye  of  Man  hath  not  heard,  the 

Ear  of  Man  hath  not  feen,*  Man's  Hand  is  not  able  totafte, 
his  Tongue  to  conceive,  nor  his  Heart  to  report  what  my 
Dream  was.  I  will  get  Peter  Quinee  to  write  a  Ballad  of  this 

Dream;  it  (hall  be  call'd  Bottom's  Dream,  becaufe  it  hath  no 
Bottom;  and  I  will  fing  it  in  the  latter  End  of  a  Play  be- 

fore the  Duke :  Perad  venture,  to  make  it  the  more  gracious, 
I  (hall  fing  it  at  her  Death.  [Exit. 

Enter  Quince,  Flute,  Thisby,  Snowt  and  Starveling. 

Quin.  Have  you  fent  to  Bottom" %  Houfe  ?  Is  he  come  Home 
yet  ? Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt  he  is  tranf- 

ported. 
Thif  If  he  come  not,  then  the  Play  is  marr'd.  It  goes  for- 

ward, doth  it? 
Ouin.  It  is  not  poflible;  you  have  not  a  Man  in  all  Athens 

able  to  difcharge  Pyramus  but  he. 
Thif.  No,  he  hath  fimply  the  beftWitof  any  Handycraft 

Man  in  Athens. 

Ouin.  Yea,  and  the  bed  Perfon  too ;  and  he  is  a  very  Pa- 
ramour for  a  fweet  Voice. 

Thif.  You  muft  fay,  Paragon;  a  Paramour  is  (God  blefs 
us,)  a  Thing  of  naught. 

Enter  Snug. 

Snug.  Matters,  the  Duke  is  coming  from  the  Temple, 
and  there  is  two  or  three  Lords  and  Ladies  more  marri- 

ed; If  our  Sport  had  gone  forward,  we  had  all  been  made 
Men. 

Thif  O  fweet  Bully  Bottom ;  thus  hath  he  loft  Six  pence 
a  Day  during  his  Life;  he  could  not  have  leaped  Six  pence 
a  Day ;  and  the  Duke  had  not  given  him  Six  pence  a  Day  for 

Playing  Pyramus,  I'll  be  hang'd  .•  He  would  have  deferv'd  it. 
Six  pence  a  Day  in  Pyramus,,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Bottom. 
Bot.  Where  are  thefe  Lads?  Where  are  thefe  Hearts? 
Ouin.  Bottom,  O  moft  couragious  Day  /  O  mod  happy 

HoTr! 
Bot.  Mailers,  I  am  to  difcourfe  Wonders;  but  ask  me  not 

what ;  for  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true  Athenian.  I  will  tell 
you  every  thing  as  it  fell  out. 

Quin. 
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Own.  Let  us  hear,  fweet  Bottom* 
Bot.  Not  a  Word  of  me;  all  I  will  tell  you,  is  that  the 

Duke  hath  dined.  Get  your  Apparel  together,  good  Strings 
to  your  Beards,  new  Ribbons  to  your  Pumps,  meet  pre- 

fently  at  the  Palace,  every  Man  look  o'er  his  Part;  for  the 
fhort  and  the  long  is,  our  Play  is  preferred  .•  In  any  cafe  let 
Tkisby  have  clean  Linnen;  and  let  not  him  that  plays  the  Lion 

pare  his  Nails,  for  they  (hall  hang  out  for  the  Lion's  Claws; 
and  mod-  dear  A&ors,  eat  no  Onions,  nor  Garlick,  for  we 
are  to  utter  fweet  Breath ;  and  I  do  not  doubt  to  hear  them 

fay,  it  is  a  fweet  Comedy.  No  more  Words ;  away,  go  a- 
way.  [Exennt. 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Egeus  and  his  Lords. 

#/)>.,rTpIS  ftrange,  my  Thefens,  that  thefe  Lovers  fpeak  of, 
A      Thefi,  More  ftrange  than  true.  I  never  may  believe 

Thefe  Antick  Fables,  nor  thefe  Fairy  Toys; 
Lovers  and  Madmen  have  fuch  feething  Brains, 
Such  fhaping  Phantafies,  that  apprehend  more 
Than  cool  Reafon  ever  comprehends. 
The  Lunatick,  the  Lover,  and  the  Poet, 
Are  of  Imagination  all  compact : 
One  fees  more  Devils  than  vaft  Hell  can  hold ; 
That  is  the  Madman.  The  Lover,  all  as  frantick, 

Sees  Helen's  Beauty  in  a  Brow  of  Egypt. 
The  Poet's  Eye  in  a  fine  Frenzy  rowling, 
Doth  glance  from  Heav'n  to  Earth,  from  Earth  to  Heav'n : 
And  as  Imagination  bodies  forth  the  Forms  of  Things 

Unknown ;  the  Poet's  Pen  turns  them  to  Shapes, 
And  gives  to  Airy  Nothing  a  local  Habitation, 
And  a  Name.     Such  Tricks  hath  ftrong  Imagination,; 
That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  fome  Joy, 
It  comprehends  fome  Bringer  of  that  Joy: 
Or  in  the  Nighr,  imagining  fome  Fear, 

How  cafie  is  a  Bufh  fuppos'd  a  Bear  f 
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Hip,  But  all  the  Story  of  the  Night  told*over> 
And  all  their  Minds  transfigur'd  fo  together, 
More  witnefTeth  than  Fancies  Images, 
And  grows  to  fomething  of  great  Conftancy; 
But,  howfoever,  ftrange  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lyfander,   Demetrius,    Hermia,    and 
Helena. 

Thef.  Here  come  the  Lovers,  full  of  Joy  and  Mirth* 
Joy,  gentle  Friends,  Joy  and  frefh  days  of  Love 
Accompany  your  Hearts. 

Lyf  More  than  to  us, 
Wait  on  your  Royal  Walks,  your  Board,  your  Bed. 

Thef.  Come  now,   what  Masks,   what  Dances  fhall  we 
have, 

To  wear  away  this  long  Age  of  three  Hours, 
Between  our  after- fupper  and  Bed-time? 
Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  Mirth  ? 
What  Revels  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  Play 
To  eafe  the  Anguifh  of  a  torturing  Hour  ? 
Call  Egens. 

Ege.  Here,  mighty  Thefeus. 
Thef.  Say,  what  Abridgement  have  you  for  this  Evening? 

What  Mask?  WhatMufick?  How  fhall  we  beguile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  Delight? 

Ege.  There  is  a  Brief  how  many  Sports  are  rife : 
Make  choice  of  which  your  Highnefs  will  fee  firfh 

Lyf  The  Battel  with  the  Centaur,  to  be  fung 
By  an  Athenian  Eunuch,  to  the  Harp. 

Thef  We'll  none  of  that.     That  have  I  told  my  Love, 
In  glory  of  my  Kinfman  Hercules. 

Lyf  The  Riot  of  the  tipfie  Bachanals, 
Tearing  the  Thracim  Singer  in  their  Rage. 

Thef  That  is  an  old  Device,  and  it  was  plaid 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  laft  a  Conqueror. 

Lyf.  The  thrice  three  Mufes,  mourning  for  the  Death  of 

Learning,  late  deceas'd  in  Beggary. 
Thef  That  is  fome  Satyr  keen  and  critical, 

Not  forting  with  a  Nuptial  Ceremony. 
Lyf.  A  tedious  brief  Scene  of  young  TyramnSy 

And  his  Love  Thisbyi  very  tragical  Mirth. 

Thef 
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Thef.  Merry  and  Tragical?  Tedious  and  Brief?  That  is, 

hot  Ice,  and  wondrous  ftrange  Snow.  How  fhall  we  find 
the  Concord  of  this  Difcord? 

Ege.  A  Play  there  is,  my  Lord,  fame  ten  Words  long, 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  Play; 

But  by  ten  Words,  my  Lord,  it  is  too  long, 
Which  makes  it  tedious :  For  in  all  the  Play 
There  is  not  one  Word  apt,  one  Player  fitted. 
And  Tragical,  my  Noble  Lord,  it  is : 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himfelf. 

Which  when  I  faw  rehears'd,  I  muft  confefs 
Made  mine  Eyes  water ;  but  more  merry  Tears 
The  paffion  of  loud  Laughter  never  fried. 

Thef.  What  are  they  that  do  play  it  ? 
Ege.  Hard-handed  Men,  that  work  in  Athens  here, 

Which  never  labour'd  in  their  Minds  till  now; 
And  now  have  toiled  their  unbreathed  Memories 

With  this  fame  Play,  againfl  your  Nuptials. 
Thef.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Ege.  No,  my  Noble  Lord,  it  is  not  for  you.     I  have  heard 
It  over,  and  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  World, 
Unlefs  you  can  find  fport  in  their  Intents, 

Extremely  ftretch'd,  and  conn'd  with  cruel  Pain, 
To  do  you  Service. 

Thef.  I  v/ill  hear  that  Play:  For  never  any  thing      r*~ 
Canbeamifs,  when  Simplenefs  and  Duty  tender  it. 
Go  bring  them  in,  and  take  your  Places,  Ladies. 

Hip.  I  love  not  to  fee  Wretchednefs  o'ercharg'd, 
And  Duty  in  his  Service  perifhing. 

Thef.  Why,  gentle  Sweet,  you  (hall  fee  no  fuch  thing. 
Hip.  He  fays  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 
Thef.  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  Thanks  for  nothing. 

Our  Sport  fhall  be,  to  take  what  they  miftake; 
And  what  poor  Duty  cannot  do,  noble  Refpect 
Takes  it  in  Might,  not  Merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  Clerks  have  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  Welcomes ; 
Where  I  have  feen  them  lhiver,  and  look  pale, 
Make  Periods  in  the  midft  of  Sentences, 

Throttle  their  pra&is'd  Accent  in  their  Fears, 
Vol  II.  E  And 
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And  in  conclufion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 
Not  paying  me  a  Welcome,     Truftme,  Sweet, 

Out  of  this  Silence  yet  I  pick'd  a  Welcome: 
And  in  the  modefty  of  fearful  Duty, 
I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  ratling  Tongue 
Of  fawcy  and  audacious  Eloquence. 
Love  therefore,  and  Tongue-tide  Simplicity> 
In  leaft,   fpeak  moft,  to  my  Capacity. 

Ege.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  Prologue  is  addreft. 
Thef.  Let  him  approach.  [Flor.  Trum. 

Enter  Quince  for  the  Prologue. 
Pro.  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

That  you  mould  think  we  come  not  to  offend, 
But  with  good  will.     To  fhew  our  fimple  Skill, 
That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end. 
Confider  then,  we  come  but  in  defpight. 
We  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  you, 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight, 
We  are  not  here.     That  you  mould  here  repent  you, 
The  Actors  are  at  hand ;  and  by  their  Show, 
You  mall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

Thef.  This  Fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  his  Points. 
Lyf.  He  hath  rid  his  Prologue  like  a  rough  Colt;  he 

knows  not  the  flop.  A  good  Moral,  my  Lord.  It  is  not 
enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  pJay'd  on  his  Prologue,  like  a  Child 
on  the  Recorder;  a  found,  but  not  in  government. 

Thef.  His  Speech  was  like  a  tangled  Chain;  nothing  im- 
pair^, but  all  diforder'd.     Who  is  the  next? 

Tawyer  with  a  Trumpet  before  them. 
Enter  Pyramus,    and-  Thisby,   Wall,    Moon-fhine, 

and  Lion. 

Pro.  Gentles,  perchance  you  wonder  at  this  Show, 

But  wonder  on,  'till  Truth  make  all  things  plain. 
This  Man  is  Pyramus,  if  you  would  know; 
This  beauteous  Lady,  Thisby  is  certain. 
This  Man  with  Lime  and  Rough-caft,  dothprefent 
Wall,  the  vile  Wall,  which  did  thefe  Lovers  funder  : 

And  through  Wall's  Chink,  poor  Souls,  they  are  content 
To  whifper.    At  the  which,  let  no  Man  wonder. This 
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This  Man  with  Lanthorn,  Dog,  and  Bufh  of  Thorn, 
Prefenteth  Moon-fhine:  For*  if  you  will  know* 
By  Moon-fhine  did  thefc  Lovers  think  no  fcorn 
To  meet  at  Ninm  Tomb,  there,  there  to  woo* 

Thisgrizly  Beaft,  which  Lion  hight  by  Name, 
The  trufty  This  by  y  coming  fir  ft  by  Night, 
Did  fcare  away,  or  rather  did  affright: 
And  as  fhe  fled,  her  Mantle  me  did  fall; 
Which  Lion  vile  with  bloody  Mouth  did  ftain* 
Anon  comes  Pyramtis,  fweet  Youth  and  tall, 

And  finds  his  gentle  Thisby's  Mantle  flain; 
Whereat,  with  Blade,  with  bloody  blameful  Blade, 
He  bravely  broacrTd  his  boiling  bloody  Breaft, 
And  Thisbyy  tarrying  in  the  Mulberry  Shade, 
His  Dagger  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  reft, 
htt  Lyony  Afoon~Jhine>  Wally  and  Lovers  twain, 
At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  they  do  remain. 

\JExemt  all  but  Wall. 
Thcf.  I  wonder  if  the  Lion  be  to  fpeak. 
Bern.  No  wonder,  my  Lord;  one  Z/o/zmay,  when  many 

AiTes  do. 
TValL  In  this  fame  Interlude  it  doth  befaJ, 

That  I,  one  Snowt  by  name,  prefent  a  Wall : 
And  fuch  a  Wall,  as  I  would  have  you  think, 
That  had  in  it  a  crannied  Hole  or  Chink; 
Through  which  the  Lovers,  Pyramus  and  Thisbyy 
Did  whifper  often  very  fecretly. 
This  Loam,  this  Rough-caft,  and  this  Stone  doth  fhew, 
That  I  am  that  fame  Wall;  the  truth  is  fo. 
And  this  the  Cranny  is,  right  and  finifter, 

Through  which  the  fearful  Lovers' are  to  whifper. 
Thef  Would  you  defire  Lime  and  Hair  to  fpeak  better? 
Bern,  It  is  the   wittieft  Partition  that  ever  I  heard  dif- 

courfe, my  Lord. 
Thef  Pyramm  draws  near  the  Wall :  Silence; 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Pyr.  O  grim  look'd Night!  O  Night  with  hue  fo  black! 
O  Night,  which  ever  art  when  Day  is  not ! 
0  Night,  O  Night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 
1  fear  my  Thhbfs  Promife  is  forgot. 

E  *  And 
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And  thou,  OWall,  thou  fweet  and  lovely  Wall, 
That  frands  between  her  Father's  Ground  and  mine, 
Thou  Wall,  O  Wall,  O  fweet  and  lovely  Wall, 
Shew  me  thy  Chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine  Eyn. 
Thanks,  courteous  Wall;  Jove  fliield  thee  well  for  this. 
But  what  fee  I  ?  No  Thisby  do  I  fee. 
O  wicked  Wall,  through  whom  I  fee  no  Blif, 
Curft  be  thy  Stones  for  thus  deceiving  me. 

Thef.  The  Wall,  methinks,  being  fenfible,  fhould  Curfe 

again. 
Pyr.  No  in  truth,  Sir,  he  ihould  not.     Deceiving  me, 

Is  Thisby s  cue;  fhe  is  to  enter,  and  I  am  to  fpy 
Her  through  the  Wall.     You  mall  fee  it  will  fall 

Enter  Thisby. 

Pat.  I  told  you ;  yonder  fhe  comes. 
Thif.  O  Wall,  full  often  hall:  thou  heard  my  Moans, 

For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus  and  me. 

My  cherry  Lips  hath  often  kifs'd  thy  Stones; 
Thy  Stones  with  Lime  and  Hair  knit  up  in  thee. 

Pyr.  I  hear  a  Voice ;  now  will  I  to  the  Chink, 
To  fpy  and  I  can  fee  my  Thisby  s  Face.     Thisby  ? 

Thif.  My  Love  thou  art,  my  Love,  I  think. 
Pyr.  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  Lovers  Grace, 

And  like  Limander  am  I  trufty  ftill. 

Thif.  And  I  like  Helen>  'till  the  Fates  me  kill. 
Pyr.  Not  Shafalus  to  Proems  was  fo  true. 
Thif.   As  Skafalus  to  Proems,  I  to  you. 
Pyr.  O  kifs  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile  Wall. 

Thif.  X  kifs  the  Wall's  hole,  not  your  Lips  at  all. 
Pyr.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninny's  Tomb  meet  me  ftraightway? 
Thif.  Tide  Life,  tide  Death,  I  come  without  delay. 
Wall.  Thus  have  I  Wall,  my  part  difcharged  fo: 

And  being  done,  thus  Wall  away  doth  go.  [_Exit* 
Thef  Now  is  the  Moral  down  between  the  two  Neigh- 

bours. 

Bern.  No  remedy,  my  Lord,  when  Walls  are  fo  wilful, 
to  hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  fillieft  Stuff  that  e'er  I  heard. 
Thef.  The  beft  in  this  kind  are  but  Shadows,   and  the 

worfl:  are  no  worfe,  if  Imagination  amend  them. 
Hip. 
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Hip.  It  muft  be  your  Imagination  then,  and  not  theirs. 

Thef.  If  we  imagine  no  worfe  of  them  than  they  of  them- 
felves,  they  may  pafs  for  Excellent  Men.  Here  comes  two 
noble  Beafts,  in  a  Man  and  a  Lion. 

Enter  Lion  and  Moon-fhine. 

Lion.  You  Ladies,  you,  whofe  gentle  Hearts  do  fear 
The  fmalleft  monftrous  Moufe  that  creeps  on  floor, 
May  now  perchance  both  quake  and  tremble  here, 
When  Lion  rough  in  wildeft  Rage  doth  roar. 
Then  know  that  I,  one  Snug  the  Joiner,  am 

No  Lion  fell,  nor  elfe  no  Lion's  Dam : 
For  if  I  mould  as  Lion  come  in  Strife 

Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  of  my  Life. 
Thef.  A  very  gentle  Bead,  and  of  a  good  Confcience. 

Bern.  The  very  bed  at  a  Beaft,   my  Lord,  that  e'er  I  faw. 
Lyf  This  Lion  is  a  very  Fox  for  his  Valour, 
Thef  True,  and  a  Goofe  for  his  Difcretion. 
Dem.  Not  fo,  my  Lord;  for  h<s  Valour  cannot  carry  his 

Difcretion,  and  the  Fox  carries  the  Goofe. 
Thef  His  Difcretion  I  am  fure  cannot  carry  his  Valour ; 

for  the  Goofe  carries  not  the  Fox.  It  is  well :  Leave  it  to 
his  Difcretion,  and  let  us  hearken  to  the  Moon. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  prefent. 
Dem.  He  mould  have  worn  the  Horns  on  his  Head. 

Thef.  He  is  no  Crefcent,  and  his  Horns  are  invifible,  with- 
in the  Circumference. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  prefent : 

My  felf  the  Man  i'th*  Moon  doth  feem  to  be. 
Thef.  This  is  the  greateft  Error  of  all  the  reft:  the  Man 

mould  be  put  into  the  Lanthorn:  How  is  it  §\fe  the  Man 
i'th'  Moon? 

Dem.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  Candle; 
For  you  fee  it  is  already  in  Snuff. 

Hip.  I  am  weary  of  this  Moon ;  wou:d  he  would 
Change. 

Thef.  It  appears  by  his  fmall  Light  of  Difcretion,  that  he 
is  in  the  Wane  ;  but  yet  in  courtefie,  in  all  reafon,  we  muft 
flay  the  time. 

Lyf  Proceed,  Moon. 
Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  fay,  is  to  tell  you,   that  the 

E  3  Lanthorn 
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Lanthorn  is  the  Moon;  I,  the  Man  in  the  Moon;  this  Thorn 
Bum,  my  Thorn  Bufli ;  and  this  Dog,  my  Dog. 

Bern.  Why,  all thefe  ftiould  be  in  the  Lanthorn;  for  they 
are  in  the  Moon.     But  filence;  here  comes  Thisby.   - 

Enter  Thisby. 

Thif.  This  is  old  Ninnfs  Tomb;   where  is  my  Love? 
Lion.  Oh.  [The  Lion  roars,  Thisby  runs  off. 
Dem.  Well  roar'd  Lion. 
Thef.  Well  run  Thisby. 
Hip.  Well  ill  one  Moon. 

Truly  the  Moon  mines  with  good  grace. 

Thef.  Well  mouth'd  Lion. 
Dem.  And  then  came  Pyramus. 
Lyf.  And  Co  the  Lion  vanifrVd. 

Enter  Pyramus. 
Pyr.  Sweet  Moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  funny  Beams ; 

I  thank  thee,  Moon,  for  mining  now  fo  bright : 
For  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  Streams, 

I  trull  to  tafte  of  trueft  Thisby's  fight. 
But  ftay:  O  fpight!  but  mark,  poor  Knight, 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here? 

Eyes  do  you  fee !  How  can  it  be  ! 
O  dainty  Duck  I  O  Deer ! 

Thy  Mantle  good;  what  ftain'd  with  Blood! 
Approach  you  Furies  fell  : 
O  Fates !  Come,  come :  Cut  Thred  and  Thrum, 
Quail,  crufli,  conclude,  and  quell. 

Thef.  ThisPaffion,  and  the  Death  of  a  dear  Friend, 
Would  go  near  to  make  a  Man  look  fad. 

Hip.  Befhrew  my  Heart,  but  I  pity  the  Man. 
Pyr.  O  wherefore,  Nature,  didft  thou  Lions  frame? 

Since  Lion  wild  hath  here  Deflour'd  my  Dear : 
Which  is   No,  no   which  was  the  faireft  Dame, 

That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  look'd  with  Cheer, 
Come  Tears,  confound:  Out  Sword,  and  wound 

The  Pap  of  Pyramus. 
Av,  that  left  Pap,  where  Heart  doth  hop: 
Thus  die  T,  thus,  thus,  thus, 
Now  am  I  dead,  now  am  I  fled,  my  Soul  is  in  the  Sky9 Tongue 
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Tongue  lofe  thy  light,  Moon  take  thy  flight, 
Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

Dem.  No  Die,  but  an  Ace  for  him  ;  for  he  is  but  one. 

Lyf.  Lefs  than  an  Ace,  Man ;  for  he  is  dead  5   he  is  no- 
thing. 

Thef  With  the  help  of  a  Surgeon  he  might  yet  recover, 
and  prove  an  Afs. 

Hip.  How  chance  the  Moon-fhine  is  gone,  before 
Thisby  comes  back,  and  finds  her  Lover? 

Enter  Thisby. 

Thef.  She  will  find  him  by  Star-light, 
Here  fhe  comes ;  and  her  Pailion  ends  the  Play. 

Hip.  Methinks  me  mould  not  ufe  a  long  one  for  fuch  a 
Pyramus :  I  hope  ihe  will  be  brief. 

Dem.  A   M  >th  will  turn  the  Ballance,  which  Pyramus, 
which  Thisby  is  the  better. 

Lyf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already  with  thofefweet  Eyes. 
Dem.  And  thus  me  means,  videlicet. 

Thif.  Afleep,  my  Love?  What,  dead,  my  Dove? 
O  Pyramus  arife  : 
Speak,  lpeak.     Quite  dumb?  Dead,  dead?  A  Tomb 
Muft  cover  thy  fweet  Eyes. 
Thefe  lilly  Lips,  this  cherry  Nofe, 
Thefe  yellow  Cowilip  Cheeks 
Are  gone,  are  gone:   Lovers  make  moan. 
His  Eyes  were  green  as  Leeks. 
O  Sifters  three,  come,  come  to  me, 
With  Hands  as  pale  as  Milk; 
Lay  them  in  gore,  fince  you  have  ihore 
With  Sheers,  this  Thread  of  Silk. 
Tongue  not  a  word;  Cometrufty  Sword; 
Come  Blade,  my  Brcaft  imbrue : 
And  farewel  Friends,  thus  Thisby  ends; 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu. 

Thef.  Moon-firine  and  Lion  are  left  to  bury  the  Dead. 
Dem.  Ay,  and  Wall  too. 
Bot.  No,  I  allure  you,  the  Wall  is  down  that  parted 

their  Fathers.  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fee  the  Epilogue,  or 
to  hear  a  Bergomask  Dance,  between  two  of  our  Com- 
pany? 

E  4  Thef. 
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Thef.  -No  Epilogue,  I  pray  you ;  for  your  Play  needs  no 

excufe.  Never  excufe ;  for  when  the  Players  are  all  dead, 
there  need  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it 

had  play'd  Pyramus,  and  hung  himfelf  in  Thisbf%  Garter,  it 
would  have  been  a  fine  Tragedy :  And  fo  it  is  truly,  and 

very  notably  difcharg'd.  But  come,  your  Burgomask;  let 
your  Epilogue  alone.  [Here  a  Dance  of  Clowns. 
The  Iron  Tongue  of  Midnight  hath  told  twelve. 

Lovers,  to  Bed,  'tis  almoft  Fairy  tirne._ 
I  fear  we  fhall  out-ileefTTftr coming  Morn, 

As  much  as  we  this  Night  have  over-watch'd. 
This  palpable  grofs  Play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy  Gate  of  Night.     Sweet  Friends  to  Bed» 
A  Fortnight  hold  we  this  Solemnity, 
In  nightly  Revel,  and  new  Jollity.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Puck. 

Puck.  Now  the  hungiy  Lion  roars, 
And  the  Wolf  beholds  the  Moon; 

Whilft  the  heavy  Ploughman  fnoars, 
All  with  weary  Task  fore-done. 
Now  the  wafted  Brands  do  glow, 
Whilft  the  Scritch-Owl,  fcritching  loud, 
Puts  the  Wretch  that  lyes  in  Woe 
In  remembrance  of  a  Shroud. 

Now  it  is  the  time  of  Night, 
That  the  Graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  Spright, 
In  the  Church-way  Paths  to  glide  ; 
And  we  Fairies,  that  do  run 
By  the  triple  Hecates  team, 
From  the  prefence  of  the  Sun, 
Following  Darknefs  like  a  Dream, 
Now  are  Frolick;  not  a  Moufe 
Shall  difturb  this  hallowed  Houfe. 
I  am  fent  with  Broom  before, 

To  fweep  the  Duft  behind  the  Door, 

Enter  King  and  Queen  of  Fairies,  with  their  Train. 

Oh.  Through  the  Houfe  give  glimmering  Light, 
By  the  dead  and  drowfie  Fire, 

Every 
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Every  Elf  and  Fairy  Spright, 
Hop  as  light  as  Bird  from  Brier, 
And  this  Ditty  after  me,  Sing  and  Dance  it  trippingly. 

Queen.  Firft  rehearfe  this  Song  by  roat, 
To  each  Word  a  warbling  Note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  Fairy  grace, 
Will  we  fing  and  blefs  this  Place. 

The  SONG. 

Now  until  the  breaks  of  Day, 
Through  this  Houfe  each  Fairy  ft  raj, 
To  the  beft  Bride-bed  will  we, 
Which  by  us  fliall  Bleffed  be ; 
And  the  IJfue  there  create. 
Ever  fiall  be  Fortunate  : 
So  Jhall  all  the  Couples  three. 
Ever  true  in  loving  be  : 

jind  the  Blots  in  Nature's  Hand 
Shall  not  in  their  Iffue  ftand\ 

Never  Mole,  Hare- lip,  nor  Scar, 
Nor  mark^  Prodigious,  fuch  as  are 
Defpifed  in  Nativity, 
Shall  upon  their  Children  be. 
With  this  Field  Dew  confecrate, 

Every  Fairy  take  his  Gate, 
And  each  fever al  Chamber  blefs. 
Through  this  Palace  with  fweet  Peace, 
Ever  flail  in  Safety  reft, 
And  the  Owner  of  it  bleft. 
Trip  away,  make  no  flay  ; 
Meet  me  all  by  Break^of  Day. 

Vuckz  If  we,  Shadows,  have  offended, 
Think  but  this,  and  all  is  mended, 

That  you  have  but  Slumbred  here, 
While  thefe  Vifions  did  appear. 
And  this  weak  and  idle  Theam, 

No  more  yielding  but  a  Dream, 
Gentles,  do  not  reprehend; 
If  you  Pardon,  we  will  mend. And 
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And  as  I  am  honeft  Puck^ 
If  we  have  unearned  Luck,  s 

Now  to  'fcape  the  Serpent's  Tongue, 
We  will  make  Amends  e'er  long : 
Elfe  the  Puck,  a  Liar  call. 

So  good  Night  unto  you  all. 
Give  me  your  Hands,  if  we  be  Friends, 
And  Robin  fhall  reftore  Amends.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

#  n  H  % 
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The  Merchant  ̂ Venice. 

ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

ANTHONIO. 

N  Tooth  I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad, 
It  wearies  me;  you  fay  it  wearies  you; 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it; 
What  Stuff  'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  born, 
I  am  to  learn;  and  fuch  a  want-wit  Sadnefs 

makes  of  me, 

That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  my  felf. 
Sal.  Your  Mind  is  toffing  on  the  Ocean, 

There  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  Sail, 
Like  Signidrs  and  rich  Burgers  on  the  Flood, 
Or  as  it  were  the  Pageants  of  the  Sea, 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  Traffickers 
That  Curtfie  to  them,  do  them  Reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  Wing?. 

Sola.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  Venture  forth, 
The  better  Part  of  my  Affections  would  f 
Be  with  my  Hopes  abroad.  I  mould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  Grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  Wind, 
Peering  in  Maps  for  Ports,  and  Peers,  and  Roads; 
And  every  Object  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  Ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  me  fad. SaL 
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Sal.  My  Wind  cooling  my  Broth, 
Would  blow  me  to  an  Ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  Wind  too  great  might  do  at  Sea. 
I  ihould  not  fee  the  fandy  Hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  ihould  think  of  Shallows  and  of  Flats, 

And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  Sand, 
Vailing  her  high  Top  lower  than  her  Ribs, 
To  kifs  her  Burial:  Should  I  go  to  Church 
And  fee  the  holy  Edifice  of  Stone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftraight  of  dangerous  Rocks  ? 

Which  touching  but  my  gentle  VefTel's  Side, 
Would  fcatter  all  her  Spices  on  the  Stream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  Waters  with  my  Silks ; 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  worth  nothing.     Shall  I  have  the  Thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  fliall  I  lack  the  Thought, 

That  fuch  a  Thing  bechanc'd  would  make  me  fad? But  tell  not  me,  I  know  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  Merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no,  I  thank  my  Fortune  for  it$ 
My  Ventures  are  not  in  one  Bottom  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  Place;  nor  is  my  whole  Eftate 
Upon  the  Fortune  of  this  prefent  Year : 
Therefore  my  Merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  Love. 
Anth.  Fie,  fie. 
Sola.  Not  in  Love  neither !  then  let  us  fay  you  are  fad* 

Becaufe  you  are  not  merry ;  and  'twere  as  eafie 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you  are  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.  Now  by  two-headed  Janus, 

Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  Fellows  in  her  Time : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  Eyes, 
And  laugh  like  Parrots  at  a  Bag-piper; 
And  other  of  fuch  vinegar  Afped, 

That  they'll  not  (hew  their  Teeth  in  way  of  Smile, 
Though  Neftor  fwear  the  Jeft  be  laughable. 

Enter  BafTanio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano* 
Sal.  Here  comes  Bajfanio, 

Your  mod  noble  Kinfman ; 

Gratiano  and  Lorenz.0 :  Fare  ye  well; 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  Company. 

Sola. 
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Sola.  I  would  have  ftaid  'till  I  had  made  you  merry, 
If  worthier  Friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Anth.  Your  Worth  is  very  dear  in  my  Regard : 
I  take  it  your  own  Bufinefs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  t\\  Occafion  to  depart. 

Sal.  Good  Morrow,  my  good  Lords. 
Baf.  Good  Signiors  both,  when  (hall  we  laugh?  fay  when  i 

You  grow  exceeding  ftrange  ;  mull:  it  be  fo  ? 
Sal.  Well  make  our  Leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 
Sola.  My  Lord  Bajfanio,  fince  you  have  found  Anthonio^ 

V/e  two  will  leave  you;  but  at  Dinner  Time, 
I  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  mull:  meet. 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you.  \Exmnt  Solar,  and  Sala* 
Gra.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthonio\ 

You  have  too  much  Refpe&  upon  the  World: 
They  lofe  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  Care. 

Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. Anth.  I  hold  the  World  but  as  the  World,  Gratiano; 

A  Stage  where  every  Man  rauft  play  his  Part  ; 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  Fool 
With  Mirth  and  Laughter;  let  old  Wrinkles  come, 
And  let  my  Liver  rather  heat  with  Wine, 
Than  my  Heart  cool  with  mortifying  Groans: 
Why  mould  a  Man,  whole  Blood  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  Grand  fire  cut  in  Alablafter* 
Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  Jaundies 
By  being  peevifti  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonio* 
I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  Love  that  fpeaks : 
There  are  a  fort  of  Men,  whofe  Vifages 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  Handing  Pond, 
Andjjp_a  wilful  Stilncfe  ̂ nteriajn. 
With  purpofe  to  be  dreft  in  an  Opinion 
Of  Wifdom,  Gravity,  profound  Conceit; 
As  who  mould  fay,  I  am,  Sir,  an  Oracle; 
And  when  I  ope  my  Lips,  let  no  Dog  bark. 
O  my  Anthonio,  I  do  know  of  thefe, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputedWife,   
_For  fayingTiothlng ;  who  I  am  very  fure, 
irtHeylKouI^fpcak,  would almoft  damn  thofe  Ears, Which 
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Which  hearing  them,  would  call  their  Brothers  Fools. 
I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time : 
But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholly  Bait, 
For  this  fool  Gudgeon,  this  Opinion. 
Come  good  Lorenzo,  fare  ye  well  a  while, 

I'll  end  my  Exhortation  after  Dinner. 
Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  'till  Dinner-time. 

I  mull:  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  Men; 
For  Gratiano  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gra.  Well,  keep  me  Company  but  two  Years  more, 
Thou  malt  not  know  the  Sound  of  thine  own  Tongue. 

Anth.  Fare  you  well;  I'll  grow  a  Talker  for  this  Gear* 
Gra.  Thanks  i 'faith;  for  Silence  is  only  commendable 

In  a  Neats  Tongue  dry'd,  and  a  Maid  not  vendible.  [Exit. Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ? 
Baffi  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more  than 

any  Man  in  all  Venice  his  Reafons  are  two  Grains  of  Wheat 

hid  in  two  Buihels  cf  Chaff;  youmayfeek  all  Day  e'er  you 
find  them,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth 
the  Search. 

Anth.  Well;  tell  me  now  what  Lady  is  the  fame 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  Pilgrimage, 

That  you  to  Day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of? 
Eajf.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Anthonio$ 

How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  Eftate, 

By  fomething  (hewing  a  more  fwelling  Port 
Than  my  faint  Means  would  grant  continuance  to; 

Nor  do  I  now  make  Moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  fuch  a  noble  Rate;  but  my  chief  Care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  Debts 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 

Hath  left  me  gag'd :  To  you,  Anthonio, 
I  owe  the  moll:  in  Mony,  and  in  Love, 
And  from  your  Love  I  have  a  Warranty 
To  unburthen  all  my  Plots  and  Purpofes, 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  Debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you,  good  Bajfanio,  let  me  know  it, 
And  if  it  ftands  as  you  your  felf  ftill  do, 

Within  the  Eye  of  Honour,  be  afiur'd 
My  Purfe,  my  Perfon,  my  extreameft  Means 

Lye  all  unlock'd  to  your  Occafions. 
B*f. 
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Bajf.  In  my  School-Days,  when  I  had  loft  one  Shaft, 
I  ihot  his  Fellow  of  the  felf-fame  Flight 
The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  Watch, 
To  find  the  otfher  forth;  and  by  adventuring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.     I  urge  this  Child-hood  Proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  Innocence. 

I  owe  you  much,  and  like  a  wilful  Youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft;  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  fhoot  another  Arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  moot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  Aim,  or  to  find  both, 

Or  bring  your  latter  Hazard  back  again, 
And  thankfully  reft  Debtor  for  the  firft. 

Anth.  You  know  me  well,  and  herein  fpend  but  Time 
To  wind  about  my  Love  with  Circumftance; 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  to  me  more  Wrong, 
In  making  Queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have: 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  ihould  I  do, 
That  in  your  Knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it:  Therefore  fpeak. 

84/7I  Ii> Belmont  is  a  Lady  richly  left, 
And  fheis  fair,  and  fairer  than  that  Word, 
Of  wondrous  Virtues;  Sometimes  from  her  Eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  MefTages ; 

Her  Name  is  Portia,  nothing  undervalu'd 
To  Catos  Daughter,  Brutus  Portia : 
Nor  is  the  wide  World  ignorant  of  her  Worth; 
For  the  four  Winds  blow  in  frcm  every  Coaft 
Renowned  Sutors;  and  her  funny  Locks 
Hang  on  her  Temples  like  a  golden  Fleece, 
Which  makes  her  Seat  of  Belmont  Cholchos  Strond, 

And  many  Jafom  come  in  queft  of  her. 
0  my  Anthonioy  had  I  but  the  Means 
To  hold  a  rival  Place  with  one  ©f  them, 
1  have  a  Mind  prcfages  me  fuch  Thrift, 
That  I  mould  queftionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Anth.  Thou  know'ft  that  all  my  Fortunes  are  at  Sea, 
Neither  have  I  Mony,  nor  Commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  Sum;  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  Credit  can  in  Venice  do; 

Vol,  II.  F  That 
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That  (hall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoir, 
To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont  to  fair  Portiai 

Go  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I, 
Where  Mony  is,  and  I  no  queflion  make 
To  have  it  of  my  Truft,  or  for  my  Sake.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  II.    Belmont. 

Three  Caskets  are  fet  out,  one  of  Goldy  another  of  Silver ■, 
and  another  of  Lead, 

Enter  Portia  and  NerifTa. 

For.  By  my  Troth,  Nerijfay  my  little  Body  is  weary  of 
this  great  World. 

Ner.  You  would  be,  fweet  Madam,  if  your  Miferies  were 
in  the  fame  Abundance  as  your  good  Fortunes  are;  and  yet, 
for  ought  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick  that  furfeit  with  too  much, 
as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothing  ;  therefore  it  is  no  fmall 
Happinefs  to  befeated  in  the  Mean;  Superfluity  comes  fooner 
by  white  Hairs,  but  Competency  lives  longer, 

Por.  Good  Sentences,  and  well  pronoune'd. 
Ner.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  follow'd. 
Por.  If  to  do  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were  good  to 

do,  Chappcls  had  been  Churches,  and  poor  Mens  Cottages 
Princes  Palaces  :  It  is  a  good  Divine  that  follows  his  own 
Inftruclions  ;  I  can  eafier  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to 
be  done,  than  to  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  own 
teaching.  The  Brain  may  devifeLaws  for  the  Blood,  but  a 

hot  Temper  leaps  o'er  a  cold  Decree  ;  fuch  a  Hare  is  Mad- 
nefs  the  Youth,  to  skip  o'er  the  Mefhes  of  good  Counfel 
the  Cripple.  But  this  Reafon  is  not  in  Fafliion  tochufe  me 
a  Husband :  O  me,  the  Word  chufe !  I  may  neither  chufe 
whom  I  would,  nor  refufe  whom  I  diflike,  fo  is  the  Will 

of  a  living  Daughter  curb'd  by  the  Will  of  a  dead  Father: 
Is  it  not  hard,  Nerijfa,  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe 
none? 

Ner.  Your  Father  was  ever  Virtuous,  and  holy  Men  at 
their  Death  have  good  Infpirations ;  therefore  the  Lottery 
that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  Chefts  of  Gold,  Silver, 
and  Lead,  whereof,  who  chufes  his  Meaning,  chufes  you, 
will  no  doubt  never  be  chofen  by  any  rightly,  but  one  who 
you  fhail  rightly  love.  But  what  Warmth  is  there  in  your 
Affection  towards  any  of  thefe  Princely  Suters  that  are  al- 

ready come  *  Por. 
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Ptir.  I  'pray  thee  over-name  them,  and  as  thou  nam'fl 
them,  I  will  defcribe  them,  and  according  to  my  Defcripti- 
on,  level  at  my  Affe&ion. 

Ner.  Firft  there  is  the  Neap$litan  Prince. 

Por.  Ay,  that's  a  Colt  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but 
talk  of  his  Horfe,  and  he  makes  it  a  great  Appropriation 
to  his  own  good  Parts  that  he  can  thoohim  himfelf :  I  am 
much  afraid  my  Lady  his  Mother  plaid  falfe  with  a 
Smith. 

Ner.  Then  is  there  the  County  Palentine. 
Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  fhould  fay*  and 

you  wsll  not  have  me,  chufe  :  He  hears  merry  Tales  and 
fmiles  not,  I  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  Philofopher 
When  he  grows  old,  being  fo  full  of  unmannerly  Sadnefs  in 
his  Youth.  I  had  rather  to  be  married  to  a  Death's  Head 
with  a  Bone  in  his  Mouth,  than  to  either  of  thefe.  God 
defend  me  from  thefe  two. 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Monfieur  Lc 
Boun\ 

Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafsfora  Man; 
in  truth  I  know  it  is  Sin  to  be  a  Mocker;  but  he/  why 

he  hath  a  Horfe  better  than  the  Neapolitan *s,  abetter  bad  Ha- 
bit of  Frowning  than  the  Count  Palentine,  he  is  every  Man 

in  no  Man,  if  a  TafTel  fine,  he  falls  ftraight  a  Capring;  he 
will  fence  with  his  own  Shadow  j  if  I  fhould  marry  him,  I 
fhould  marry  twenty  Husbands;  if  he  would  defpife  me,  I 
would  forgive  him,  for  if  he  love  me  to  Madnefs,  I  fhould 
never  requite  him. 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  toFamdniridge,  the  young  Ba- 
ron of  England  $ 

Por.  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  underftands 
not  me,  nor  I  him;  he  hath  neither  Latin,  French,  nor  It  a- 
tian,  and  you  will  come  into  the  Court  and  fwear  that  I  have 

a  poor  Penny-worth  in  Englifh  ;  he  is  a  proper  Man's  Picture, 
but  alas  who  can  converfe  with  a  dumb  Show?  How  odly 
he  is  fuited !  I  think  he  bought  his  Doublet  in  Italy  t  hjs 

round  Hofc  in  France,  his  Bonnet  in  Germany,  and  his  Be-  ' 
haviour  every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the   other  Lord  hh  Nesgf* hour? 

V  2  P$T% 
\ 
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For*  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  Cnarity  in  him,  for 

he  borrow'd  a  Box  of  the  Ear  of  the  EngUfh-many  and 
fwore  he  would  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able.  I  think 
the  French-man  became  his  Surety,  and  fealed  under  for  a- 
nother. 

Ner  How  like  you  the  young  German,  the  Duke  of 

Saxony 's  Nephew  ? 
Por.  Very  vildly  in  the  Morning  when  he  is  fober,  and 

moft  vildiy  in  the  Afternoon  when  he  is  drunk;  when  he  is 
beft,  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  Man,  and  when  he  is  worft, 
he  is  little  better  than  a  Beaft;  and  the  worft  Fall  that  ever 
fell,  I  hope  I  (hall  make  fhift  to  go  without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  mould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 

Casket,  you  mould  refufe  to  perfoim  your  Father's  Will,  if 
you  mould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Tor.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  thee  fet  a 
deep  Glafs  of  Rhenifh  Wine  on  the  contrary  Casket,  for  if 
the  Devil  be  within,  and  the  Temptation  without,  I  know 

he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing,  Nerijfa,  e'er  I  will  be 
marry'd  to  a  Spunge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear  Lady  the  having  any  of  thefc 
Lords,  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  Determinati- 

on, which  is  indeed  to  return  to  their  Home,  and  to  trouble 
you  with  no  more  Suits,  unlefs  you  may  be  won  by  fome 

other  fort  than  your  Father's  Impofition,  depending  on  the Caskets. 
Por.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibilla,  I  will  die  as  chafte 

as  Diana ,  unlefs  I  be  obtain'd  by  the  manner  of  my  Fa- 
trier's  Will  :  I  am  glad  this  Parcel  of  Wooers  are  fo  rea- 
fonable,  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I  doat  on  his 
very  Abfence,  and  wi/h  them  a  fair  Departure. 

Ner.  Do  you  not  remember,  Lady,  in  your  Father's 
time,  a  Venetian,  a  Scholar  and  a  Soldier  that  came  hither 
in  Company  of  the  Marquifs  of  Mountferrat\ 

Por.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bajfanio,  as  I  think,  fo  was  he 

eall'd. 
Ner.  True  Madam,  he  of  all  the  Men  that  ever  my 

foolifh  Eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  deferving  a  fair Lady. 

Por.  I  remember  him  wel!>  and  J  remember  him  worthy 
of  thy  Praife. 

Enttt 
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Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  The  four  Strangers  feek  you,  Madam,  to  take  their 
Leave ;  and  there  is  a  Fore-runner  come  from  a  fifth, 
The  Prince  of  Morocco,  who  brings  Word  the  Prince  his 
Matter  will  be  here  to  Night. 

Por.  If  I  could  bid  the  Fifth  welcome  with  fo  good  Heart 
as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  iarewel,  I  ihould  be  glad  of 
his  Approach;  if  he  hive  the  Condition  of  a  Saint,  and 
the  Complexion  of  a  Devil,  T  had  rather  he  (hould  fhrive 
me  than  wive  me.  Come  Nerijfa,  Sirrah  go  before;  whiles 
we  fhut  the  Gate  upon  one  Wooer,  another  knocks  at  the 
Door.  [Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N    E  III.    Venice. 

Enter  Baflanio^W  Shylock. 
Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  well. 
Bajf.  Ay  Sir,  for  three  Months. 
Shy.  For  three  Months,  well. 
Bajf  For,  the  which,  as  I  told  you, 

Anthonio  (hall  be  bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  fhall  become  bound,  well. 
Bajf.  May  you  ftead  me  ?  Will  you  pleafure  me? 

Shall  I  know  your  Anfwer? 
Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats  for  three  Month?, 

And  Anthonio  bound. 

Bajf.   Yuur  Anfwer  to  that. 
Shy*  Anthonio  is  a  good  Man. 

Bajf.  Have  you   heard   any  Imputation    to   the  contra- 
ry? 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no  ;  my  Meaning  in  faying  he  is  a 
good  Man,  is  to  have  you  underftand  me,  that  he  is  fuffi- 
cient;  yet  his  M  ans  are  in  fuppofition  :  He  hath  an  Argo- 
fie  bound  to  Tripolis,  another  to  the  Indies,  I  underftand 
moreover  upon  the  Ryalto,  he  hath  a  third  at  Mexico^  a 
fourth  for  England ,  and  other  Ventures  he  hath  fquan- 
dred  Abroad.  But  Ships  are  but  Boards,  Sailers  but  Men; 
there  be  Land  Rats,  and  Water  Rats,  Water  Thieves  and 
Land  Thieves,  I  mean  Py rates;  and  then  there  is  the  Peril 
of  Waters,  Winds,  and  Rocks;  the  Man  is  notwithstanding 
fufficient ;  three  thoufand  Ducats,  I  think  I  may  take  his 
Bond.  F  3  Baf. 
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Bajf.  Be  affur'd  you  may. 
Jew.  I  will  be  afliir'd  I  may ;  and  that  I  may  be  affiled, 

I  will  bethink  me;  may  I  fpeak  with  Anthoniol 
Bajf.  If  it  pJeafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 
Jew.  Yes,  tofmellPork,  to  eat  of  the  Habitation  which 

your  Prophet  the  Naz*arite  conjur'd  the  Devil  into;  1  will 
buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with  you,  walk  with  you, 
and  fo  following ;  but  I  will  not  eat  with  you,  drink  with 
you,  nor  pray  with  you. 
\Vhat  News  on  the  Ryalto ;  who  comes  here  $ 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Bajf.  This  is  Signior  Anthonio. 

Jew.  \_AJide.~]  How  like  a  fawning  Publican  he  looks  / I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  Chriftian : 
But  more,  for  that  in  low  Simplicity 
He  lends  out  Mony  Gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  Rate  of  Ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice ; 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  Hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  antient  Grudge  I  bear  him. 
He  hates  our  facred  Nation,  and  he  rails 
Even  there  where  Merchants  moil  do  congregate, 
On  me,  my  Bargains,  and  my  well-worn  Thrift, 
Which  he  calls  Intereft.     Curfed  be  my  Tribe 
If  I  forgive  him. 

Bajf.  Shylock,  do  ycu  hear? 
Shy.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  Store, 

And  by  the  near  Guefs  of  my  Memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  Grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  Ducats:  What  of  that? 

Tuball,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  Tribe, 
Willfurnifh  me;  but  foft,  how  many  Months 
Do  you  deflre?  Reft  you  fair,  good  Signior,      [To  Antfe. 
Your  Worfhip  was  the  laft  Man  in  our  Mouths. 

Anth.  Shy  locks  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  Excefs, 
Yet  to  fupply  the  ripe  Wants  of  my  Friend, 

I'll  break  a  Cuftom.   Is  he  yet  poffeft How  much  he  would? 

Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  Ducats. 
Anth.  And  for  three  Months, 

Shy. 
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Shy.  I  had  forgot,  three  Months  you  told  me  fo : 

Well  then,  your  Bond:  But  let  me  fee,  but  hear  you, 

Methoughts  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  Advantage. 

Anth.  I  did  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.   When  Jacob  graz'd  his  Uncle  Labans  Sheep, 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was, 
As  his  wife  Mother  v/rought  in  his  behalf, 
The  third  PofTcfTer,   ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anth.  And  what  of  him,  did  he  take  Intereft? 

Shy.  No,  not  take  Intereft,  not  as  you  would  fay 
Dire&ly  Intereft;  mark  what  Jacob  did. 

When  Lab  An  and  hirnfelf  were  compromiz'd 
That  all  the  Ewelings  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jacobs  Hire  ;  the  Ewes  being  rank, 
In  end  of  Autumn  turned  to  the  Rams; 
And  when  the  Work  of  Generation  was 

Between  thefe  woolly  Breeders,  in  the  AS 
The  skilful  Shepherd  pjpd  me  certain  Wands, 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  Deed  of  Kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  Ewes, 
Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  Yeaning  time 

Fall  party-colour'd  Lambs,  and  thole  were  Jacobs. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft; 
And  Thrift  is  Bleffing,  if  Men  fteal  it  not. 

Anth.  This  was  a  Venture,  Sir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for; 
A  thing  not  in  his  Power  to  bring  to  pals, 

But  fway'd  and  fafhion'd  by  the  Hand  of  Hcav'n  : 
Was  this  inferted  to  mike  Intereft  good? 
Or  is  your  Gold  and  Silver  Ewes  and  Rams? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell;  I  m^ke  it  breed  as  fall; 
But  note  me,  Signior. 

Anth.  Mark 'you  this,  Baffamo, 
The  Devil  can  cite  Scripture  for  his  purpofe. 
An  evil  Soul  producing  holy  Witnefs, 
Is  like  a  Villain  with  a  fmiling  Cheek, 
A  goodly  Apple  rotten  at  the  Heart, 
O,  what  a  sodly  Outlide  Falfhood  hath  / 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  'tis  a  good  round  Sum. 
Three  Months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  Rate. 

Anth.  Wei1,  ShylocI^  (hall  we  be  beholding  to  you  ? 
F  4  $kj. 
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Shy*  Signior  Anthonio,  many  a  Time  and  oft, 

In  the  Rjalto  you  have  rated  me, 
About  my  Monies  and  my  Ufances: 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  Shrug, 
For  Sufferance  is  the  Badge  of  all  our  Tribe; 
You  call  me  Misbeliever,  Cutthroat  Dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jewijh  Gaberdine, 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 

Well  then,  it  now  appears  you  need  my  Help: 
Go  to  then,  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Shylockj  we  would  have  Monies;   you  fay  fo, 
You  that  did  void  your  Rheume  upon  my  Beard, 
And  foot  me  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  Cur 
Over  your  Threfhold;  Monies  is  your  Suit. 
What  fhould  I  fay  to  you  ?  Should  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  Dog  Mony?  is  it  poffible 
A  Cur  fhould  lend  three  thoufand  Ducats?  or 

Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  Bondman's  Key 
With  bated  Breath,  and  whifpring  Humblenefs, 
Say  this :  Fair  Sir,  you  fpet  on  me  on  Wednefdaj  laft ; 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  Day;  another  time 
You  caU'd  me  Dog ;  and  for  thefe  Curtefies 
I'll  lend  you  thus  much  Monies. 

Anth.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 
To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  Mony,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  Friend,  for  when  did  Friendfhip  take 
A  Breed  of  barren  Metal  of  his  Friend  ? 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  Enemy, 

Who  if  he  break,  thou  may'fl:  with  better  Face Exacl:  the  Penalties. 

Shy.  Why  look  you  how  you  frorm. 
I  would  be  Friends  with  you,  and  have  your  Love, 

Forget  the  Shames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 
Supply  your  prefent  Wants,  and  take  no  Doit 

Of  Ufage  for  my  Monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me: This  is  kind  I  offer. 

Bajf.  This  were  Kindnefs. 
Shy.  This  Kindnefs  will  I  ihow; 

Go  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  Bond,  and  in  a  merry  Sport 

If 
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If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  Day, 
In  fuch  a  Place,  fuch  Sum  or  Sums  as  are 

Exprefs'd  in  the  Condition,  let  the  Forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  Pound 
Of  your  fair  Flefti,  to  be  cut  oif  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  Body  it  pleafeth  me. 

Anth.  Content,  in  Faith,  I'll  feal  to  fuch  a  Bond, 
And  fay  there  is  much  Kindnefs  in  thej^- 

Baf.  You  mall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  Bond  for  me, 

I'll  rather  dwell  in  my  Neceffity. 
Anth.  Why  fear  not  Man,  I  will  not  forfeit  it ; 

Within  thefe  two  Months,  that's  a  Month  before 
This  Bond  expires,  I  do  exped  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  Bond. 

Shy.  O  Father  Abraham,  what  thefe  Chriftians  are ! 
Whofe  own  hard  Dealing  teaches  them  fufpecl: 
The  Thoughts  of  others :  Pray  you  tell  me  this, 
If  he  mould  break  his  Day,  what  mould  I  gain 
By  the  exadion  of  the  Forfeiture  ? 

A  Pound  of  Man's  Flefti  taken  from  a  Man, 
Is  not  fo  eftimable,  profitable  neither, 
As  Flefti  of  Muttons,  Beefs,  or  Goats.     I  fay, 
To  buy  his  Favour,  I  extend  this  Friendfliip; 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo  ;  if  not,  adieu; 
And  for  my  Love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

Anth.  Yes,  Shylock^  I  will  feal  unto  this  Bond. 

Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's, 
©ive  him  direction  for  this  merry  Bond, 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  Ducats  ftraight : 
See  to  my  Houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  Guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  Knave,  and  prefently 

I'll  be  with  you.  [Exit. 
Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew.     This  Hebrew  wiU  turn 

Chriftian,  he  grows  kind. 

Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  Terms,  and  a  Villain's  Mind. 
Anth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay, 

My  Ships  come  home  a  Month  before  the  Day.  '    [Exeunt. 

ACT. 
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A  C  T   II.     SCENE! 

SCENE  Belmont. 

Enter  Morochius  a  Tawny-Moor  all  in  White>  and  three  er 
four  Followers  accordingly,  with  Portia,  NeriiTa,  and  her 
Train.     Flo.  Cornets, 

Mor.  TW  TIflike  mc  not  for  my  Completion, 

JLVJ.  The  fh  ado  wed  Livery  of  the  burnifli'd  Sun, 
To  whom  I  am  a  Neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  Creature  Northward  born, 
Where  Phoebus  Fire  fcarce  thaws  the  Ificles, 
And  let  us  make  Incifion  for  your  Love, 
To  prove  whofe  Blood  is  reddeft,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  Lady,  this  Afpecl:  of  mine 

Hath  fear'd  the  Valiant,  by  my  Love  I  fwear, 
The  beft  regarded  Virgins  of  our  Clime 

Have  lov'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  Hue, 
Except  to  fteal  your  Thoughts,  my  gentle  Queen. 

Tor.  In  terms  of  Choice  I  am  not  folely  led 

By  nice  Direction  of  a  Maiden's  Eyes : 
Befides,  the  Lottery  of  my  Deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufing: 
But  if  my  Father  had  not  fcanted  me, 

And  hedg'd  me  by  his  Wit  to  yield  my  felf 
His  Wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you, 
Your  ft\f9  Renowned  Prince,  then  flood  as  fair 

As  any  Comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet 
For  my  Affection. 

Mor.  Even  for  that  I  thank  you, 
Therefore  I  pray  you  lead  me  to  the  Caskets 
To  try  my  Fortune  :  By  this  Scimitar, 
That  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Perjian  Prince, 
That  won  three  Fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 

I  would  o'er-ftare  the  ftemeft  Eyes  that  look, 
Out-brave  the  Heart  moft  daring  on  the  Earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  Cubs  from  the  She-Bear8 
Yea,  mock  the  Lion  when  he  roars  for  Prey, 

To 
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To  win  the  Lady,     But  alas,  the  while, 
If  Hercules  and  Lychas  play  at  Dice, 
Which  is  the  better  Man  ?  the  greater  Throw 
May  turn  by  Fortune  from  the  weaker  Hand  1 
So  is  AlcUes  beaten  by  his  Rage, 
And  fo  may  I,  blind  Fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthier  may  attain, 
And  dye  with  grieving. 

For.  You  rauft  take  your  Chance, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all, 
Or  fwear  before  you  chufe,  if  you  chufe  wrong, 
Never  to  fpeak  to  Lady  afterward 

In  way  of  Marriage;  therefore  be  advis'd. Mor.  Nor  will  not;  come  bring  me  unto  my  Chance. 
For.  Firft  forward  to  the  Temple,  after  Dinner 

Your  Hazard  fhall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  Fortune  then,  [Cornets. 

To  make  mebleft  or  curfed'ft  among  Men.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.      Venice. 

Enter  Launcelot  alone. 

Latin.  Certainly,  my  Confcience  will  ferve  me  to  run 
from  this  Jew  my  Mafter :  The  Fiend  is  at  my  Elbow,  and 
attempts  me,  faying  to  me,  Job,  Launcelot  Job,  good  Laun- 

celot, or  good  Job,  or  good  Launcelot  Job,  ufe  your  Legs, 
take  the  ftart,  run  away  :  My  Confcience  fays  no  ;  take 
heed,  honeft  Launcelot ,  take  heed,  honeft  Job,  or  as  afore- 
faid,  honeft  Launcelot  Job,  do  not  run,  fcorn  running  with 
thy  Heels :  Well,  the  moft  couragious  Fiend  bids  me  pack, 

Via  fays  the  Fiend,  away  fays  the  Fiend,  for  the  Heav'ns  roufe 
up  a  brave  Mind,  fays  the  Fiend,  and  run.  Well,  my  Con- 

fcience hanging  about  the  Neck  of  my  Heart,  fays  very 
wifely  to  me,  My  honeft  Friend  Launcelot,  being  an  ho- 

neft Man's  Son,  or  rather  an  honeft  Woman's  Son   for  in- 
deed my  Father  did  fomething  fmack,  fomething  grow  too; 

he  had  a  kind  of  tafte   Well,  my  Confcience  fays,  Laun- 
celot budge  not;  budge,  fays  the  Fiend;  budge  not,  fays 

ray  Confcienge ;  Confcience,  fay  I,  you  counfel  well ; 

Rend,  fay  I,  you  counfel  well  \  to  be  rul'd  by  my  Confci- ence 
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cnce  I  fhould  flay  with  the  Jew  my  Matter,  who,  God 
blefs  the  Mark,  is  a  kind  of  Devil;  and  to  run  away  from 
the  Jew  I  (hould  be  ruled  by  the  Fiend,  who,  favingyour 
Reverence,  is  the  Devil  himfelf.  Certainly  the  Jew  is  the 
very  Devil  Incarnation,  and  in  my  Confcience,  my  Confer- 

ence is  a  kind  of  hard  Confcience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to 

flay  with  the  Jew  ;  the  Fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  coun- 
fel ;  I  will  run,  Fiend,  my  Heels  are  at  your  Command- 

ment, I  will  run. 
Enter  Old  Gobbo  with  a  Basket. 

Gob.  Mafter  Young-man,  you,  I  pray  you,  which  is  the 

way  to  Mafter  Jew's ! 
Latin.  O  Heav'ns,  this  is  my  true  begotten  Father,  who 

being  more  than  fand-blind,  high  gravel-blind,  knows  me 
not;  I  will  try  Confufions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you  which  is  the 
way  to  Mafter  JewW 

Laun.  Turn  upon  your  Right-hand  at  the  next  turning, 
but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  oa  your  Left ;  marry  at  the 
very  next  turning  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn  down  indirect- 

ly to  the  Jew's  Houfe. 
Gob.  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit ;  can 

you  tell  me  whether  one  Lattncelot  that  dwells  with  him, 
dwell  with  him  or  no? 

Lam.  Ta'k  you  of  young  Mafter  Launcdot  ?  Mark  me 
now,  now  will  I  raife  the  Waters;  talk  you  of  young  Mafter 
Lamcelot  i 

Gob.  No  Mafter,  Sir,  but  a  poor  Man's  Son,  his  Father, 
tho*  I  fay't,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  Man,  and  God  be thanked  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  Father  be  what  a  will,  we  talk  of 

young  Mafter  Lattncelot. 

Gob.  YourWorfhip's  Friend  and  Launcelot. 
Laun.  But  I  pray  you  Ergo,  old  Man,  Ergo  I  befeech  you, 

talk  y  u  of  young  Mailer  Launcelot? 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an't  pleafe  your  Mafterfhip. 
Laun.  Ergo  Mafter  Lattncelot,  talk  not  of  Mafter  Laun* 

selot  Father,  for  the  young  Gentleman  according  to  Fates  and 
Deftinies,  andfuch  odd  Sayings,  the  Sifters  three,  and  fuch 
Branches  of  Learning,  is  indeed  deceafed,  or  as  you  would 
fay  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  Heaven. Got* 
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Gob.  Marry  God  forbid,  the  Boy  was  the  very  Staff  of 
my  Age,  my  very  Prop. 

Lam.  Do  I  look  like  a  Cudgel  or  a  Hovel-poft,  a  Staff  or 
a  Prop?  Do  you  know  me,  Father? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  Gentleman; 
but  I  pray  you  tell  me,  is  my  Boy,  God  reft  his  Soul,  alive 
or  dead  ? 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  Father  ? 
Gob.  Alack  Sir,  I  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you  not. 
Latin.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  Eyes  you  might 

fail  of  the  knowing  me:  It  is  a  wife  Father  that  knows  his 
own  Child.  Well,  old  Man,  I  will  tell  you  News  of  your 
Son,  give  me  your  Blefling,  Truth  will  come  to  light, 

Murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  Man's  Son  may,  but  in  the  end Truth  will  not. 

Gob.  Pray  you  Sir  ftandup,  I  am  fure  you  arc  not  Laun- 
celot  my  Boy. 

Lam.  Pray  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but 
give  me  your  Bleffing;  I  am  Launcelot,  your  Boy  that  was, 
your  Son  that  is,  your  Child  that  (hall  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  Son. 
Lam.  I  know  not  what  I  (hall  think  of  that:  But  I  am 

Lamicelot  the  Jew's  Man,  and  I  am  fure  Margery  your  Wife 
is  my  Mother. 

Gob.  Her  Name  is  Margery  indeed,  I'll  be  fworn  if  thou be  Lancelot,  thou  art  mine  own  Flefh  and  Blood :  Lord 

worfhip'd  might  he  be!  what  a  Beard  haft  thou  got;  thou 
haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  Chin,  than  Dobbin  my  Phil-horfe 
Jhas  on  his  Tail. 

Laun.  It  fhould  feem  then  that  Dobbin's  Tail  grows  back- 
ward. I  am  fure  he  had  more  Hair  on  his  Tail  than  I  have 

on  my  Face  when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  chang'd !  how  doft  thou  and 
thy  Mafter  agree?  I  have  brought, hup  a  Prefent;  how  gree 

you  now  ? 
Lam.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  own  parr,  as  I  have  fet 

up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  'till  I  have  run 
fome  ground  :  My  Mafter's  a  very  Jew :  Give  him  a  Prefent ! 
give  him  a  Halter:  I  am  famifh'din  his  Service.  You  may 
tell  every  Finger  I  have  with  my  Ribs.  Father,  I  am  glad 
you  are  come,  give  me  your  Prefent  to  one  Mafter  Baffanio* 

who 
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who  indeed  gives  rare  new  Liveries;  If  Fferve  him  not,  I 
will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any  Ground.  O  rare  Fortune  ! 
here  comes  the  Man ;  to  him  Father,  for  I  am  a  Jew  if  I 
ferve  the  Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  BafTanio  with  a  Follower  or  two. 

Bajf.  You  may  do  fo,  but  let  it  be  fo  hafted,  that  Supper 
be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  Clock :  See  thefe  Let- 

ters deliver'd,  put  the  Liveries  to  making,  and  defire  Gra- 
tiano  to  come  anon  to  my  Lodging. 

Latin*  To  him,  Father. 

Gob.  God  blefs  your  Worfhip. 

Bajf.  Gramercy,  would'ft  thou  ought  with  me  ? 
Gob.  Here's  my  Son,  Sir,  a  poor  Boy. 
Laun.  Not  a  poor  Boy,  Sir,  but  the  Rich  Jew's  Man  that 

would,  Sir,  as  my  Father  mall  fpecifie. 
Gob.  He  hath  a  great  Infection,  Sir,  as  one  would  fay,  to 

ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed  the  fhort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the  Jew, 
and  have  a  defire  as  my  Father  mail  fpecifie. 

Gob.  His  M after  and  he,  faving  your  Worm ip's  Reverence, are  fcarce  Catercoufins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew  ha- 
ving done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  ray  Father,  being  I 

hope  an  old  Man,  (hall  frutifie  unto  you. 
Gob.  I  have  here  a  Dilli  of  Doves  that  I  would  bellow 

upon  your  Worfhip,  and  my  Suit  is   
Laun.  In  very  brief,  the  Suit  is  impertinent  to  my  felf, 

as  your  Worfhip  fhall  know  by  this  honeft  old  Man ;  and, 

though  I  fay  it,  though  old  Man,  yet  poor  Man  my  Fa* 
ther. 

Bajf.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you? 
Laun.  Serve  you,  Sir. 
Gob.  This  is  the  very  defect  of  the  matter,  Sir. 

Bajf.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtain'd  thy  Suit ; 
Shylock*  thy  Mafter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day, 

And  hath  preferr'd  thee,  if  it  be  Preferment, 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  Service,  to  become 
The  Follower  of  fo  poor  a  Gentleman. 

Laun.  The  old  Proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  my 
Mafter  Shylock^  and  you,  Sir,  you  have  the  Grace  of  God, 
Sir,  and  he  hath  enough. Bajf. 
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Bajf.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  well;  go  Father  with  thy  Sod, 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  Matter,  and  enquire 

My  Lodging  out;  give  him  a  Livery, 
More  carded  than  his  Fellows :  See  it  done. 

Laun.  Father  in,  I  cannot  get  a  Service,  no ;  I  have  ne  er  a 
Tongue  in  my  Head;  well,  if  any  Man  in  Italy  have  a  fairer 
Table  which  doth  offer  to  fwear  upon  a  Book,  I  ihall  have 

good  Fortune;  go  too,  here's  a  fimple  Line  of  Life,  here's  a 
fmall  trifle  of  Wives,  alas,  fifteen  Wives  is  nothing,  eleven 
Widows  and  nine  Maids  is  a  fimple  ccm<ing  in  for  one  Man, 

and  then  to  'fcape  Drowning  thrice,  and  to  be  in  peril  of 
my  Life  with  the  ed?e  of  a  Feather  Bed,  here  are  fimple 

•fcapes:  Well,  if  Fortune  be  a  Woman,  fhe's  a  good  Wench 
for  this  gcre.  Father  come,  I'll  take  my  leave  of  the  yew 
in  the  twinkling.  [Exit  Laun.  and  Gob* 

Bajf.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this, 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  beftowed, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to  night 

My  beft  efteem'd  Acquaintance,  hie  thee,  gone. 
Leon.  My  beft  Endeavours  fhall  be  done  herein. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Where's  your  Mafter  ?  ,  j Leon.  Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks. 
Gra.  Signior  Bajfanio. 
Bajf.  Gratiano. 
Gra.  I  have  a  Suit  to  you. 

Bajf.  You  have  obtain'd  it, 
Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  me,   I  mud  go  with  you  to 

Belmont. 

Bajf.  Why  then  you  muft :  But  hear  thee,  Gratiano, 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  Voice, 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  fuch  Eyes  as  ours  appear  not  Faults ; 
But  where  they  are  not  known,  why  there  they  (hew 
Something  too  liberal,  pray  thee  take  pain 
To  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  Modefty 
Thy  skipping  Spirir,  left  through  thy  wild  Behaviour 
I  be  mifconftru'd  in  the  Place  I  go  to, 
And  lofe  my  Hopes. 

Gra. 
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Gra.  Signior  Bajfanio,  hear  me, 

If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  Habit, 
Talk  with  Refpe<5t,  and  Swear  but  now  and  then, 
Wear  Prayer-books  in  my  Pockets,  look  demurely, 
Nay,  more,  while  Grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  Eyes 
Thus  with  my  Mat,  and  figh  and  fay,  Amen; 
Ufe  all  the  obfervance  of  Civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 

To  pleafe  his  Grandam,  never  truft  me  more.1 Bajf.  Well,  we  mall  fee  your  bearing, 
Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to  Night,  you  fliall  not  gage  me 

By  what  we  do  to  Night. 
Bajf.  No,  that  were  pity. 

I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  Suit  of  Mirth,  for  we  have  Friends 

That  purpofe  Merriment :  But  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  Bufinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft  : 

But  we  will  vifit  you  at  Supper-time.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Jeflica  and.  Launcelot. 

Jef.  I  am  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  Father  foM 
Our  Houfe  is  Hell,  and  thou  a  merry  Devil 

Did'ft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  Tedioufnefs ; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  Ducat  for  thee, 

And  Launcelot ■,  foon  at  Supper  (halt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  Matter's  Gueft, 
Give  him  this  Letter,  do  it  fecretly, 
And  fo  farewel :  I  would  not  have  my  Father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Laun.  Adieu;  Tears  exhibit  my  Tongue,  moft  beautiful 
Pagan,  moft  fweet  Jew\  if  a  Chriftian  did  not  play  the 
Knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived  ;  But  adieu,  thefe 
foolifh  Drops  do  femewhat  drown  my  manly  Spirit : 
Adieu.  [Exit. 

Jef.  Farewel,  good  Launcelot. 
Alack,  what  hainous  Sin  is  it  in  me, 

To  be  aftiam'd  to  be  my  Father's  Child? 
But  though  I  am  a  Daughter  to  his  Blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  Manners :  O  Lorenzo, 

If  thou  keep  Promife,  I  mail  end  this  Strife,' 
Become  a  Chriftian,  and  thy  loving  Wife.  [Exit. Enter 
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Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Solarino,  WSalanio. 

Lor.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  Supper-time, 
Difguife  us  at  my  Lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  Hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  Preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  not  fpoke  as  yet  of  Torch-bearers. 

Sola.  *Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered, 
And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a  Clock,  we  have  two  Hours 
To  furnifh  us.    Friend  Lanncelot,  what's  the  News  ? Enter  Launcelot  with  a  Letter. 

Laun.  And  it  mall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  (hall 
feem  to  fignifie. 

Lor.  I  know  the  Hand,  in  faith  'tis  a  fair  Hand, 
And  whiter  than  the  Paper  it  writ  on, 
Is,  the  fair  Hand  that  writ. 

Gra.  Love-news,  in  faith. 
Laun.  By  your  leave,  Sir. 
Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 
Laun.  Marry  to  bid  my  old  M after  the  Jew  to  Sup  to 

Night  with  my  new  Matter  the  Chriftian. 
Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this,  tell  gentle  JeJJica 

I  will  not  fail  her,  fpeak  it  privately. 
(So,   Gentlemen,   will  you  prepare  you  for  this  Mask  to 

Night? 
I  am  provided  of  a  Torch-bearer.  [Exit  Laun. 

Sal.  Ay  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. Sola.  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me  and  Gratiano  at  Gratiano's  Lodging Some  hour  hence. 

SaU  'Tis  good  we  do  fo.  [£#//. 
Gra.  Was  not  that  Letter  from  fair  JeJJica  I 
Lor.  I  mull:  needs  tell  thee  all,  (he  hath  directed 

How  I  mall  take  her  from  her  Father's  Houfe, 
What  Gold  and  Jewels  me  is  furniih'd  with, 
What  Page's  Suit  ihe  hath  in  readinefs; 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  Father  come  to  Heav'n, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  Daughter's  fake  ; And  never  dare  Misfortune  crofs  her  Foot, 
Unlefs  lhe  do  it  under  this  excufe, 
That  (he  is  Iffue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew. 

Voi.  II.  G  ComcL 
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Come  go  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft, 
Fair  JeJJica  mall  be  my  Torch- bearer.  \Exettnt. 

Enter  Shylock  and  Launcelot. 
Shy.  Well,  thoufhalt  fee,  thy  Eyes  fhall  be  thy  Judge, 

The  difference  of  old  Shylocl^znd  BaJ[anio\ 
What  JeJJica  I  Thou  lhalt  not  Gormandize 
As  thou  hail:  done  with  me   What  JeJJica  ! 
And  fleep,  and  fnore,  and  rend  Apparel  out. 
LWhy  Jejftca,  I  fay. 

Laun.  Why  JeJJica  I 
Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call?  I  did  not  bid  thee  calL 
Laun.  Your  Worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me 

I  could  do  nothing  without  bidding. 
Enter  Jeflica. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  What  is  your  will  ? 
Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  Supper,  JeJJica^ 

There  are  my  Keys :  But  wherefore  ihould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  Love;  they  flatter  me; 

But  yet  I'll  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Chriftian.     JeJJica,  my  Girl, 
Look  to  my  Houfe,  I  am  right  loth  to  go, 
There  is  fome  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  Reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  Mony-Bags  laft  Night. 

Laun.  I  befeech  you  Sir  go,  my  young  Matter 
Dorh  expect  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 
Laun.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  I  will  not  fay 

you  fhall  fee  a  Mask,  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was  not  for  no- 
thing that  my  Nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  Black  Munday  laft, 

at  fix  a  Clock  i'th'  morning,  falling  out  that  Year  on  Afh- 
^Wednefday  was  four  Year  in  the  afternoon. 

Shy.  What  are  their  Masks  ?  Hear  you  me,  JeJ/iea9 
Lock  up  my  Doors,  and  when  you  hear  the  Drum 

And  the  vile  fquealing  of  the  wry-neck'd  Fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  Cafements  then, 
Nor  thruftyour  Head  into  the  publick  Street 

To  gaze  on  Chriftian  Fools  with  varnifh'd  Faces; 
But  ftop  my  Houfe's  Ears,  I  mean  my  Cafements, 
Let  not  the  found  of  mallow  Foppery  enter 

My  fober  Houfe.    By  Jacob's  Staff  I  fwear, I  have 
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I  have  no  mind  of  Feafting  forth  to  Night : 
But  I  will  go;  go  you  before  me,  Sirrah: 
Say  I  will  come. 

Lam.  I  will  go  before,  Sir. 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  Window  for  all  this ; 
There  will  come  a  Chriftian  by, 
Will  be  worth  a  Jews  Eye.  [Zs**>Laun. 

Shy.  What  fays  that  Fool  of  Hagars  Qff-fpring?  ha. 
Jef.  His  words  were  Farewel  Miftrefs,  nothing  elfe. 
Shy.  The  Patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  Feeder  : 

Snail-flow  in  profit,  but  fieeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  Cat ;  Drones  hive  not  with  me, 
Therefore  I  part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafte 
His  borrowed  Purfe.     Well,  JeJJica,  go  in, 
Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately ; 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  (hut  Doors  after  you,  faft  bind,  fad  find, 
A  Proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  Mind.  {Exit. 

Jef.  Farewel ;  and  if  my  Fortune  be  not  croft, 
I  have  a  Father,  you  a  Daughter  loft.  [Exit. 

Enter  Gratiano  and  Salanio  in  Mafyuera&c* 
Gra.  This  is  the  Pent-houfe  under  which  Lprenz*o  defired 

us  to  make  a  ftand. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 
Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 

For  Lovers  ever  run  before  the  Clock. 

Sal.  O  ten  times  fafter  Venus  Pigeons  fly 
To  fteal  Loves  Bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  Faith  unforfeited. 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.     Who  rifeth  from  a  Feaft 

With  that  keen  Appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  Horfe  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  Meafures  with  the  unbated  Fire 

That  he  did  pace  them  firft  \  All  things  that  are, 

Are  with  more  Spirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  Younker  or  a  Prodigal 
The  skarfed  Bark  puts  from  her  native  Bay, 

Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  (trumpet  Wind ; 
How  like  a  Prodigal  (he  doth  return 

With  over-wither'd  Ribs  and  ragged  Sails, 
Lean,  rent  and  beggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  Wind  ? G  z  Enter 
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Enter  Lorenzo. 

Sal.  Here  comes  Lorenzo,  more  of  this  hereafter. 
Lor.  Sweet  Friends,  your  Patience  for  my  long  abode* 

Not  I,  but  my  Affairs  have  made  you  wait; 
When  you  fhall  pleafe  to  play  the  Thieves  for  Wives, 

I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then;  approach; 
Here  dwells  my  Father  Jew.     Hoa,  who's  within  ? 

Jeffica  above  in  Boy's  Cloths. 
Jef.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty, 

Albeit  I'll  fwear  that  I  do  know  your  Tongue. 
Lor.  Lorenz,o9  and  thy  Love* 
Jef.  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  Love  indeed, 

For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  And  now  who  knows 

But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor*  Heav'n  and  thy  Thoughts  are  v/itnefs  that  thou  art* 
Jef.  Here,  catch  this  Casket,  it  is  worth  the  pains* 

I  am  glad  'tis  Night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  aftiam'd  of  my  exchange ; 
But  Love  is  blind,  and  Lovers  cannot  fee 

The  pretty  Follies  that  themfelves  commit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blulh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  Boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  Torch -bearer* 
Jef  What,  muft  I  hold  a  Candle  to  my  Shame? 

They  in  themfelves  goodfooth  are  too  too  light. 

Why,  'tis  an  Office  of  difcovery,  Love, 
And  I  ihould  be  obfeur'd. 

Lor.  So  you  are,  Sweet, 
Even  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  Boy;  but  come  at  once„ 
For  the  clofe  Night  doth  play  the  Run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Bajfanws  Feaft. 

Jef.  I  will  make  faft  the  Doors,  and  gild  my  felf 
With  fome  more  Ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftraighr. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  Hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew* 
Lor.  Befhrew  me  but  I  love  her  heartily. 

For  me  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her, 
And  fair  Ihe  is,  if  that  mine  Eyes  be  true, 

And  true  (he  is,  as  ihe  hath  prov'd  her  felf; 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true^ 
Shall  ihe  be  placed  in  my  constant  SouL 

£nter 
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Enter  Jeffica. 

What,  art  thou  come?  on  Gentlemen,  away, 
Our  masking  Mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.  [Exit. 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Anth.  Who's  there? 
Gra.  Signior  Anthonio. 
Anth.  Fie,  fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  r«fl;? 

'Tis  nine  a  C!ock,  our  Friends  all  ftay  for  you, 
No  M  sk  to  Night,  the  Wind  is  come  about, 
Bajfanio  prefently  will  go  aboard, 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  on'r,  I  defire  no  more  Delight 
Than  to  be  under  Sail,  and  gone  to  Night.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III.     Belmont. 

Enter  forthwith  Morrochius,  and  both  their  Trains* 
Por.  Go,  draw  afide  the  Curtain,  anddifcover 

The  feveral  Caskets  to  this  Noble  Prince. 

Now  make  your  Choice.  [Three  Caskets  are  difiovered. 
Mor.  The  firft  of  Gold,  who  this  Infcription  bears, 

Who  chufeth  me^  fh all  gain  what  manj  Men  defire. 
The  fecond  Silver,  wnich  this  Promjfe  carries, 
Who  chufeth  me,  jh all  get  as  much  as  he  defer  ves.\ 
This  third,  dull  Lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 
Who  chufeth  me^  muft  give  And  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fhall  I  know  if  I  do  chufe  the  right? 

Por.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  Picture,  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mor.  Some  God  direct  my  Judgment,  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  the  Infcriptions  back  again; 
What  fays  this  Leaden  Casket? 
Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
Muft  give  for  what  ?  for  Lead  ? 
This  Casket  threatens.     Men  that  hazard  all, 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  Advantages : 
A  golden  Mind  ftoops  not  to  fhowsof  Drofs, 

I'll  then  nor  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  Lead. What  fays  the  Silver  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chufeth  mey  Jhallget  as  much  as  he  deferves. 

G  3  As 
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As  much  as  he  defervcs ;  paufe  there,  Morrochius, 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand, 
If  thou  beeft  rated  by  the  eftimation, 
Thou  doft  deferve  enough,  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  Lady  ; 
And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  deferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve   why  that's  the  Lady. 
I  do  in  Birth  deferve  her,  and  in  Fortunes, 
In  Graces,  and  in  Qualities  of  Breeding  : 
But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chufe  here  ? 
Let's  fee  once  more  this  Saying  grav'd  in  Gold. 
Who  chufeth  me>  JJjall  gain  what  many  Men  defer e. 

Why  that's  the  Lady,  all  the  World  defiresher: 
From  the  four  Corners  of  the  Earth  they  come 
To  Kifs  this  Shrine,  this  mortal  breathing  Saint. 
The  Hircanian  Defarts  and  the  vaft  Wilds 

Of  wide  Arabia  are  as  Thorough-Fares  now 
For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  Watery  Kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  Head 

Spits  in  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  is  no  Bar 
To  flop  the  foreign  Spirits,  but  they  come, 
As  o'er  a  Brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia, 
One  of  thefe  three  contain  her  heav'nly  Pi&ure. 
Is't  like  that  Lead  contains  her  ?  'Twere  Damnation 
To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought;  it  were  too  grofs 
To  rib  her  Searcloth  in  theobfeure  Grave; 

Or  (hall  I  think  in  Silver  (he's  immur'd, 
Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  try'd  Gold  ; 
O  finful  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  Jem 
Was  fet  in  worfe  than  Gold  !  They  have  in  England 
A  Coin  that  bears  the  Figure  of  an  Angel 

Stamptin  Gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon: 
But  here  an  Angel  in  a  Golden  Bed 
Lyes  all  within.     Deliver  me  the  Key ; 
Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may. 

Por.  There  take  it,  Prince,  and  if  my  Form  lye  there, 
Then  I  am  yours.  [Vnlocking  the  Gold  Casket. 

Mor.  O  Hell !  What  have  we  here,  a  carrion  Death, 
Within  whofc  empty  Eye  there  is  a  written  Scrowl ; 

All 
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All  that  glifters  is  not  Gold, 
Often  have  j oh  heard  that  told ; 
Adany  a  Man  his  Life  hath  fold9 
But  my  Omfide  to  beholds 
G tided  Timber  do  Worms  infold  z 
Had  j  on  been  as  Wife  as  Bold, 
Toung  in  Limbs>  in  Judgment  old9 
Tour  Anfwer  had  not  been  infcrotdy 
Fare  you  welly  your  Suit  is  cold* 

Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  Labour  loft, 
Then  tarewel  Hear,  and  welcome  Froft : 

Portia  adieu,  I  have  too  griev'd  a  Heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave  :  Thus  Lofers  part.  [Exit. 

Por.  A  gentle  riddance  :  Draw  the  Curtains,  go ; 

Let  all  of  his  Complexion  chufe  me  fo.  [Exemt. 

SCENE    IV.     Venice. 

Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

Sal.  Why  Man,  I  faw  Baffanio  under  fail, 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along; 
And  in  their  Ship  I  am  fure  Lorenzo  is  notv* 

Sola.  The  Villain  Jew  with  Outcries  rais'd  the  Duke, 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bajfanio's  Ship. 

Sal.  He  comes  too  late,  the  Ship  was  under  fail ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  underftand 
That  in  a  Gondalo  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  Amorous  Jejfica  : 

Befides,  Anthonio  certify'd  the  Duke 
They  were  not  with  Baffanio  in  his  Ship. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  Pallion  fo  confus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable, 
As  the  Dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  Streets; 

My  Daughter,  O  my  Ducats,  O  my  Daughter,' 
Fled  with  a  Chriftian,  O  my  Chriftian  Ducats! 
Juftice,  the  Law,  my  Ducats,  and  my  Daughter ; 
A  fealed  Bag,  two  fealed  Bags  of  Ducats, 
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Of  double  Ducats,  ftoln  from  roe  by  my  Daughter* 
And  Jewels,  two  rich  and  precious  Stones, 
Stoln  by  my  Daughter,  Juftice,  find  the  Girl, 
She  hath  the  Stones  upon  her,  and  the  Ducats. 

SaL  Why  all  the  Boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying  his  Stones,  his  Daughter,  and  his  Ducats. 

Sola.  Let  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  Day, 
Or  he  fhall  pay  for  this. 

Sal.  Marry  well  remembred, 

I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  Seas  that  part 
The  French  and  Engliflj,  there  mifcarried 
A  Veffel  of  our  Country  richly  fraught : 
I  thought  upon  Anthonio  when  he  told  me, 

And  wifh'd  in  filence  that  it  were  not  bis. 
Sola.  You  were  befr.  to  tell  Anthonio  what  you  hear, 

Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 
Sal.   A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  Earth, 

I  faw  Bajjanio  and  Anthonio  part, 
Bajfanio  told  him  he  would  make  fome  fpeed 
Of  his  return :  He  anfwered,  do  not  fo, 
Slubber  not  Bufinefs  for  my  fake,  Balfanio, 
But  flay  the  very  riping  of  the  time, 
And  for  the  Jews  Bond  which  he  hath  of  mes 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  Love  ; 
Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 
To  Courtfhip,  and  fuch  fair  oftents  of  Love 
As  fhall  conveniently  become  you  there ; 
And  even  there,  his  Eye  being  big  with  Tears, 
Turning  his  Face,  he  put  his  Hand  behind  him, 
And  with  Affection  wondrous  fenfible 

He  wrung  Bajfanio's  Hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 
Sola.  I  think  he  only  loves  the  World  for  him, 

I  pray  thee  let  us  go  and  find  him  our, 
And  quicken  his  embraced  Heavinefs 
With  fome  Delight  or  other. 

Do  we  fo.  \Excunti 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  V.    Belmont. 

Enter  NerifTa  and  a  Servant. 

Ner.  Quick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  Curtain  ftraight, 

The  Prince  of  Arragon  hath  ta'en  his  Oath, 
And  comes  to  his  Election  prefently. 

Enter  Arragon,  his  Train,  Portia,  Flor.  Cornets. 

The  Caskets  are  difcover'd. 
Tor.   Behold  there  ftand  the  Caskets,  noble  Prince, 

If  you  chufe  that  wherein  I  am  contain'd, 
Straight  lhall  our  Nuptial  Rights  be  folemniz'd : 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  Speech,  my  Lord, 
;You  muft  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  enjoin'd  by  Oath  to  obferve  three  things ; 
Firff,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 

Which  Casket  'twas  I  chofe;  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  Casket,  never  in  my  Life 
To  woo  a  Maid  in  way  of  Marriage  : 
Laftly,  if  I  do  fail  in  fortune  of  my  Choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  you,  and  be  gone. 

Tor.  To  thefe  Injunctions  every  one  doth  fwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreft  me,  Fortune  now 

To  my  Heart's  Hope;  Gold,  Silver,  and  bafe  Lead. 
Who  chufeth  me,  mufl  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 

You  mall  look  fairer  e'er  I  give  or  hazard. 
What  fays  the  Golden  Chefr,  ha,  let  me  fee; 
Who  chufeth  me,  pall  gain  what  many  Men  dejire. 
What  many  Men  dellre — -  that  Many,  may  be  meant 
By  the  fool  Multitude  that  chufe  by  Show, 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  Eye  doth  teach, 

Which  pryes  not  to  th' Interior ;  but  like  the  Martlet 
Builds  in  the  Weather  on  the  outward  Wall, 
Even  in  the  Force  and  Road  of  Cafualty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  Men  defire, 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  Spirits, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  Multitudes. 

Why  then  to  thee  thou  filver  Treafure-houfe, 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  Title  thou  doft  bear; 

Who  chufeth  me  jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves  j And 
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And  well  faid  too,  for  who  mall  go  about 
To  Cozen  Fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  Stamp  of  Merit  ?  let  none  prefume 
To  wear  an  undeferved  Dignity : 
0  that  Eftates,  Degrees,  and  Offices, 

Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly,  and  that  clear  Honour 
Were  purchaft  by  the  Merit  of  the  Wearer! 
How  many  then  fhould  cover  that  ftand  bare? 
How  many  be  commanded  that  Command  ? 
How  much  low  Peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
From  the  true  Seed  of  Honour?  And  how  much  Honour 
Pickt  from  the  Chaff  and  Ruin  of  the  Times, 

To  be  new  varnifh'd?  Well,  but  to  my  Choice; 
Who  chafeth  me,  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves : 
1  will  afTumeDefert;  give  me  a  Key  for  this, 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  Fortunes  here. 

Por.  Too  long  a  Paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 
[Vnlocking  thefilver  Casket. 

Ar.  What's  here !  the  Portrait  of  a  blinking  Idiot, 
Prefenting  me  a  Schedule  ?  I  will  read  it : 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia\ 

How  much  unlike  my  Hopes  and  my  deferving  ? 
Who  chufeth  me  mall  have  as  much  as  he  deferves: 

Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  Fool's  Head  ? 
Is  that  my  Prize?  Are  my  Deferts  no  better? 

For.  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftinffc  Offices, 
And  of  oppofed  Natures. 

Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  Fire /even  times  tried  this, 
Seven  times  tried  that  Judgment  h 
That  did  never  chnfe  amijs* 
Some  there  he  that  Shadows  kjfs,   . 
Such  have  but  a  Shadoivd  Blifs : 
There  be  Fools  alive,  I  wis, 

Silver  d  o'er,  and  Jo  was  this: 
Take  what  Wife  joh  will  to  bed, 
I  will  ever  be  jour  Headi 
So  be  gone  Sir*  joh  are  Jfed. 

Ar.  Still  more  Fool  I  mall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here; 
*  With 
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With  one  Fool's  Head  I  came  to  woo, 
But  I  go  away  with  two. 

Sweet  adieu,  I'll  keep  my  Oath, 
Patiently  to  bear  my  Wroth.  [Exit. 

For.  Thus  hath  the  Candle  fing'd  the  Moth  : 
O  thefe  deliberate  Fools !  when  they  do  chufe, 

,They  have  the  Wifdom  by  their  Wit  to  lofe. 
JVer.  The  ancient  Saying  is  no  Herefy, 

Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  Deftiny. 
For.  Come,  draw  the  Curtain,    Nerijfa. 

Enter  a  Servant* 

Serv.  Where  is  my  Lady? 

For,  Here,  what  would  my  Lord.? 
Serv.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  Gate 

A  young  Venetian^  one  that  comes  before 

To  flgnify  th'  Approaching  of  his  Lord, 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  Regreets; 
To  wit,  befides  Commends  and  courteous  Breath, 

Gifts  of  rich  Value;  yet  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  AmbafTador  of  Love. 
A  Day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet, 
To  Ihow  how  coftly  Summer  was  at  Hand, 
As  this  Fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  Lord. 

For.  No  more  I  pray  thee ;  I  am  half  afeard 
Thou  wilt  fay  anon,  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee, 

Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high-day  Wit  in  praifing  him : 
Come,  come,  JVeriJfa,  for  I  long  to  fee 

Quick  Cupid's  Poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 
JVer.  Bajfanio,  Lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be.         [_Exeunt 

ACT    III.     SCENE  Venice. 

Enter  Salanio  and  Solarino. 

ifr/d/^fOW,  what  News  on  the  Rjaltol 
jLN  Sal.  Why  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that  An- 

thonio  hath  a  Ship  of  rich  Lading  wrackt  on  the  narrow 
Seas  ;  the  Goodwinsy  I  think,  they  call  the  Place;  a  very 
dangerous  Flat,  and  fatalj  where  the  Carcaffes  of  many  a  tall 

Ship 
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Ship  lye  bury'd,  as  they  fay,  if  my  Goflip's  Report  be  an honeft  Woman  of  her  Word. 

Sola.  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  Goflip  in  that,  as  ever 
knapt  Ginger,  or  made  her  Neighbours  believe  fhe  wept  for 
the  Death  of  a  third  Husband  ;  but  it  is  true,  without  any 
Slips  of  Prolixity,  or  eroding  the  plain  High-way  of  Talk, 
that  the  good  Anthonio,t\ie  honeft  Anthonio   O  that  I  had 
a  Title  good  enough  to  keep  his  Name  Company  ! 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  ftop. 

Sola.  Ha,  what  fay'ft  thou  ?  Why  the  end  is,  he  hath  loft 
a  Ship. 

Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  Loffes. 
Sola.  Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  left  the  Devil  crofs  nay 

Prayer;  for  here  he  comes  in  the  Likenefs  of  zjew.     How 
now  Shylockj  what  News  among  the  Merchants  ? 

Enter  Shylock. 

Shy.  You  knew,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you,  of  my 

Daughter's  Flight. 
Sal.  That's  certain ;  I  for  my  part  knew  the  Tailor  that 

made  the  Wings  fhe  flew  withal. 
Sola.  And  Shylock^  for  his  own  part  knew  the  Bird  was 

ft  dg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  Complexion  of  them  all  to  leave 
the  Dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 
Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  Devil  maybe  her  Judge. 
Shy.  My  own  Flefh  and  Blood  to  rebel. 
Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  Carrion,  Rebels  it  at  thefe  Years? 
Shy.  I  fay,  my  Daughter  is  my  Flefh  and  Blood. 
Sat  There  is  more  Difference  between  thy  Flefh  and  hers, 

than  between  Jet  and  Ivory;   more  between  your  Bloods, 
than  there  is  between  red  Wine  and  Rhenifti :    But  tell  us, 

do  you  hear  whether  Anthonio  have  had  any  Lofs  at  Sea  or 
no? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  Match,  a  Bankrupt,  a 
Prodigal,  who  dare  fcarce  mew  his  Head  on  the  Ryalto,  a 

Beggar!  that  was  us'd  to  come  fo  fmug  upon  the  Martj  let him  look  to  his  Bond ;  he  was  wont  to  call  me  Ufurer;  let 
him  look  to  his  Bond;  he  was  wont  to  lend  Mony  for  a 
Chriftian  Courtefie ;  let  him  look  to  his  Bond. 

Sal.  Why  I  am  Aire  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take  his 

Flefh :  What's  that  good  for  i Shy: 



The  Merchant  of  Venice.  557 
Shy.  To  bait  Fiih  withal.  If  it  will  feed  nothing  eKe9 

it  will  feed  my  Revenge;  he  hath  difgrac'd  me,  and  hindred 
me  half  a  Million,  jaught  at  my  LofTes,  mockt  at  my  Gains, 

fcorn'dmy  Nation,  thwarted  my  Bargains,  cool'd  my  Friends, 
heated  mine  Enemies;  and  what's  theReafon?  I  am  a  Jew : 
Hath  not  a  Jew  Eyes  ?  Hath  not  a  Jew  Hands,  Organs, 
Dimensions,  Senfesj  Affections*  Paflions?  Fed  with  thefame 

Food,  hurt  with  the  fame  Weapons,  fubjeft  to  the  fame  Di«« 

feafes,  heal'd  by  the  fame  Means,  warm'd  and  coofd  by  the 
fame  Winter  and  Summer  as  a  Chriftian  is  ?  If  you  prick 
us,  do  we  not  bleed?  if  you  tickle  us^  do  we  not  laugh  ? 
if  you  poifon  us,  do  we  not  die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us, 
fhall  we  not  revenge?  if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will 
refemble  you  in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Chriftian,  what 
is  his  Humility  ?  Revenge.  If  a  Chriftian  wrong  a  Jew, 
what  fhould  his  Sufferance  be  by  a  Chriftian  Example  ? 
Why  Revenge.  The  Villany  you  teach  me  I  will  exe- 

cute, and  it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  will  better  the  Inftru&i- 
on. 

Enter  a  Servant  from  Anthonio, 
Ser.  Gentlemen,  my  Mafter  Anthonio  is  at  hisHoufe,  and 

defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 
Sal.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him* 

Enter  Tubal!. 
Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  Tribe;  a  third  cannot  be 

match'd,  unlefs  the  Devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 
[Exeunt  Sala.  and  Solar. 

Shy.  How  now  Tuball,  what  News  from Genoftal  Haft 
thou  found  my  Daughter  ? 

Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  cannot 
find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there,  a  Diamond  gonecoft 
me  two  thoufand  Ducats  inFrankford;  the  Curfe  never  fell 

upon  our  Nation  'till  now,  I  never  felt  it 'till  now;  two 
thoufand  Ducats  in  that,  andother  precious,  precious  Jewels. 
I  would  my  Daughter  were  dead  at  my  Foot,  and  the  Jewels 
in  her  Ear  5  would  fhe  were  hearft  at  my  Foot,  and  the 
Ducats  in  her  Coffin;  No  News  of  them;  why  fo?  and  I 
know  not  how  much  is  fpent  in  the  Search  :  why  then  Lofs 
upon  Lofs,  the  Thief  gone  with  fo  much,  and  fo  much  to 

find 
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find  the  Thief,  and  no  Satisfa&ion,  no  Revenge,'  nor  no 
ill  Luck  ftirring,  but  what  lights  a  my  Shoulders,  no  Sighs 
but  a  my  breathing,  no  Tears  but  a  my  fhedding. 

Tub.  Yea,  other  Men  have  ill  Luck  too;  Anthonio,  as  I 
heard  in  Genom- 

Shy.  What,  what,  ill  Luck,  ill  Luck? 
Tub.  Math  an  Argofie  caft  away,  coming  from  Tripo* 

lis. 

Shy.  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God  ;  is  it  true  ?  is  it 
true  ? 

Tub.  I  (poke  with  fome  of  the  Sailors  that  efcap'd  the Wrack. 

Shy.  I  thank  thee  good  Ttsball;  good  News,  good  News; 
ha,  ha,  where  ?  in  Genoua  \ 

Tub.  Your  Daughter  fpent  in  Genom,  as  I  heard,  one 

Night  fourfcore  Ducats. 

Shy.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  Dagger  in  me;  I  fhall  never  fee  my 
Gold  again ;  fourfcore  Ducats  at  a  Sitting,  fourfcore  Du- 

cats ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  of  Anthonids  Creditors  in  my 
Company  to  Venice*  that  fwear  he  cannot  chufe  but 
break. 

Shy.  I  am  glad  of  it,  I'll  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him ;  I 
am  glad  of  it. 

Tub.  One  of  them  ihew'd  me  a  Ring  that  he  had  of  your 
Daughter  for  a  Monky. 

Shy.  Out  upon  her,  thou  tortureft  me,  Taball;  it  was  my 
TnrqHoifey  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  Batchelor ;  I  would 
not  have  given  it  for  a  Wildernefs  of  Monkies. 

Tub.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true ;  go,  Tuball,  fee  me  an 
Officer,  befpeak  him  a  Fortnight  before,  I  will  have  the 
Heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit;  for  were  he  out  of  Venice,  I 
can  make  what  Merchandize  I  will?  Go,  Tnbalh  and  meet 

me  at  our  Synagogue;  go,  good  Tuball,  at  our  Synagogue, 
TubalU  \Exemt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II.  Belmont. 

Enter  Baffanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  and  Attendants. 
The  Caskets  are  fet  out. 

For.  I  pray  you  tarry,  paufe  a  Day  or  two 
Before  you  hazatd;  for  in  chufing  wrong 
I  lofe  your  Company ;  therefore  forbear  a  while, 

There's  fomething  tells  me,  but  it  is  not  Love, 
I  would  not  lofe  you,  and  you  know  your  felf, 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a  Quality. 
But  left  you  mould  not  underftand  me  well, 
And  yet  a  Maiden  hath  no  Tongue  but  Thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  fome  Month  or  two, 
Before  you  venture  for  me.     I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  then  I  am  forfworn ; 
So  will  I  never  be,  fo  may  you  mifs  me; 

But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  a  Sin, 
That  I  had  been  forfworn.    Befhrew  your  Eyes, 

They  have  o'er-look'd  me,  and  divided  me; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay  :  But  firft  mine,  then  yours; 
And  fo  all  yours.     O  thefe  naughty  Times 
Puts  Bars  between  the  Owners  and  their  Rights: 

And  fo  tho*  yours,  not  yours,  prove  it  fo, 
Let  Fortune  go  to  Hell  for  ity  not  I. 

I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  poize  the  Time, 
To  eche  it9  and  draw  it  out  in  Length, 
To  ftay  you  from  Election. 

Bajf.  Let  me  chufe; 
For  as  I  am  I  live  upon  the  Rack. 

For.  Upon  the  Rack,  Baffanio,  then  confefs 
What  Treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  Love. 

Bajf.  None  but  that  ugly  Treafon  of  Miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  Love : 

There  may  as  well  be  Amity  and  Life,  ' 
3Tween  Snow  and  Fire,  as  Treafon  and  my  LovcJ For.  Ay,  but  I  fear  you  fpeak  upon  the  Rack, 
Where  Men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

Bajf.  Promife  me  Life,  and  I'll  confefs  the  Truth, For,  Well  then,  confefs  and  live 

Bajf. 
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Bajf.  Confefs  and  Love, 

Had  been  the  very  Sum  of  my  Confeffion. 
O  happy  Torment,  when  my  Torturer 
Doth  teach  me  Anfwers  for  Deliverance : 

But  let  me  to  my  Fortune  and  the  Caskets. 
Por.  Away  then,  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them ; 

If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. 
Nerijfa,  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
Let  Mufick  found  while  he  doth  make  his  Choice; 
Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  Swan-like  end, 
Fading  in  Mufick.  That  the  Comparifon 
May  ftand  more  proper,  my  Eye  fhall  be  the  Stream 
And  watry  Death-bed  for  him :  He  may  win, 
And  what  is  Mufick  then?  Then  Mufick  is 

Even  as  the  Flourifh,  when  true  Subjects  bow 
To  a  new  crowned  Monarch :  Such  it  is, 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  Sounds  in  break  of  Day, 

That  creep  into  the  dreaming  Bridegroom's  Ear,: 
And  fummon  him  to  Marriage.  Now  he  goes 
With  no  lefs  Prefence,  but  with  much  more  Love 
Than  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 

The  Virgin-tribute,  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  Sea-monfter :  I  ftand  for  Sacrifice; 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  Wives, 
With  bleared  Vifages  come  forth  to  view 

The  Iffue  of  th*  Exploit.  Go  Hercules, 
Live  thou,  I  live,  with  much,  much  more  Difmay 

I  view  the  Fight,  than  thou  that  mak'ft  the  Fray. 
\MuJkkjblt\nn. 

A  Song  whilfi  BafTanio  comments  on  the  Caskets  to  him/elf m 

Tell  me  -where  is  Fancy  bred. 
Or  in  the  Heart,  or  in  the  Head: 

How  begot,  how  nourished  ? 
It  is  engendred  in  the  Eyes, 
With  Gazing  fed,  and  Fancy  dies 
In  the  Cradle  where  it  lyes : 

Let  us  all  ring  Fancy's  KnelL 
I'll  begin  it. 
Ding,  dong,  Bell. 

All.  Ding,  dong,  Bell.  «  ' 
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Bajf.  So  may  the  outward  Shows  be  leaft  themfelyes. 
The  World  is  ftill  deceived  with  Ornament. 
In  Law  what  Plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt, 

Bur  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  Voice, 
Obfcures  the  Show  of  Evil?  In  Religion 
What  damned  Error,  but  fome  fober  Brow 

Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  Text, 
Hiding  the  GroiTnefs  with  fair  Ornament? 
There  is  no  Vice  fo  fimple,  but  afTumes 
Some  Mark  of  Virtue  on  his  outward  Parts ; 

How  many  Cowards,  whofe  Hearts  are  all  as  falfe 
As  Stairs  of  Sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  Chins 
The  Beards  of  tlercules  and  frowning  Mars\ 
Who  inward  fearcht,  have  Livers  white  as  Milk, 

And  thefe  aflume  but  Valour's  Excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  Beauty, 

And  you  fhall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  Weighr, Which  therein  works  a  Miracle  in  Nature, 

Making  them  lighted  that  wear  moft  of  it: 
\  So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  Locks 
[  Which  makes  fuch  wanton  Gambols  with  the  Wind 
Upon  fuppofed  Fairnefs,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  Head; 
The  Scull  that  bred  them  in  the  Sepulchen 
Thus  Ornament  is  but  the  gilded  Shore 
To  a  moft  dangerous  Sea ;  the  beauteous  Scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  Beauty;  in  a  Word, 
The  feeming  Truth  which  cunning  Times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  Wifeft.  Therefore)  thou  gaudy  Gold, 
Hard  Food  for  Afidas,  I  will  none  of  thee, 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  Drudge 

'Tween  Mm  and  Man;  but  thou,  thou  meager  Lead, 
Which  rather  threatneft  than  doft  promife  ought; 
Thy  Palenefs  moves  me  more  than  Eloquence, 
And  here  chufe  I,  Joy  be  the  Confequence. 

Por.  How  all  the  other  Paffions  fleet  to  Air, 

As  doubtful  Thoughts,  and  rafh  embrac'd  Defpair, 
And  fhuddring  Fear>  and  green-ey'd  Jealoufie. 
0  Love  be  moderate,  allay  thy  Extalie; 
In  meafure  rain  thy  Joy,  fcant  this  Excefs, 
1  feel  too  much  thy  Bleffing,  make  it  lefs. 

Vol.  II.  H  For 

■4 
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For  fear  I  furfeir.  [Opening  the  leaden  Casket* 

Baff.  What  find  I  here? 

Fair  Portia's  Counterfeit.     What  Demy -God 
Hath  come  fo  near  Creation  ?  Move  thefe  Eyes  ? 
Or  whether  riding  on  the  Balls  of  mine 

Seem  they  in  Motion  ?  Here  are  fever'd  Lips 
Parted  with  Sugar  Breath;  fo  fweet  a  Bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  Friends  i  Here  in  her  Hairs 

The  Painter  plays  the  Spider,  and  hath  woven 

A  golden  Mem  t'  intrap  the  Hearts  of  Men 
Fafter  than  Gnats  in  Cobwebs :  But  her  Eyes, 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  Having  made  one* 
Methinks  it  mould  have  Power  to  fteal  both  his, 

And  leave  itfelf  unfinifh'd:  Yet  look  how  far 
The  Subftance  of  my  Praife  doth  wrong  this  Shadow 
In  underprifingit ;  fo  far  this  Shadow 

Doth  limp  behind  the  Subftance.     Here's  the  Scrowljj 
The  Continent  and  Summary  of  my  Fortune. 

You  that  chufe  not  by  the  View, 
Chance  as  fair,  and  chufe  as  true : 
Since  this  Fortune  falls  to  you> 
Be  content,  andfeek^no  new. 
If  you  be  well  p  leafed  with  this, 
And  hold  your  Fortune  for  your  Blifs, 
Turn  you  where  your  Lady  is, 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  IOfs, 

A  gentle  Scrowl ;  Fair  Lady,  by  your  Leave,      [&*$ng  her* 
I  come  by  Note  to  give,  and  to  receive. 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  Prize, 
That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  Peoples  Eyes; 
Hearing  Applaufe  and  univerfal  Shout> 
Giddy  in  Spirit,  flill  gazing  in  a  Doubt, 
Whether  thofe  Peals  of  Praife  be  his  or  no; 
So  thrice  fair  Lady  ftand  I  even  fo, 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 

Until  eonfirm'd,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 
For.  You  fee,  my  Lord  Bajfanio,  where  I  ftand> 

Such  as  I  am;  tho'  for  my  felf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  Willi, 

To 
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To  wifh  my  felf  much  better;  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  Times  my  felf, 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  Times 
More  rich,  that  to  ftand  high  in  your  Account, 
I  might  in  Virtues,  Beauties,  Livings,  Friends, 
Exceed  Account;  but  the  full  Sum  of  me 
Is  Sum  of  nothing;   which  to  term  in  grofs, 

Is  an  unlefTon'd  Girl,  unfchooFd,  unpradis'd : 
Happy  in  this,  me  is  not  yet  fb  old 
But  me  may  learn;  happier  then  in  this, 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  (he  can  learn; 

Happieft  of  all  is9  that  her  gentle  Spirit 
Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  directed, 
As  from  her  Lord,  her  Governor,  her  King, 
My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 
Is  now  converted.     But  now  I  was  the  Lady 
Of  this  fair  Manfion,  Miftrefs  of  my  Servants, 

Queen  o'er  my  k\f9  and  even  now ;  but  now 
This  Houfe,  thefe  Servants,  and  this  fame  my  felf 
Are  yours  my  Lord,  I  give  them  with  this  Ring, 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  give  away, 
Let  it  prefage  the  Ruin  of  your  Love, 
And  be  my  Vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bujf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  Words, 
Only  my  Blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  Veins, 
And  there  is  fuch  Confufion  in  my  Powers, 
As  after  fome  Oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  Multitude, 

Where  every  fomething  being  blent  together,    * 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  Joy 
Expreft,  and  not  expreft;  but  when  this  Ring 
Parts  from  this  Finger,  then  parts  Life  from  hence; 

0  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Bajfamo's  dead. 
Ner.  My  Lord  and  Lady,  it  is  now  our  time, 

That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  Wifhes  profper, 
To  cry  Good  Joy,  good  Joy,  my  Lord  and  Lady. 

Gra.  My  Lord  Bajfamo,  and  my  gentle  Lady, 
1  wifh  you  all  the  Joy  that  you  can  wifti; 
For  I  am  fure  you  can  wifh  none  from  me: 
And  when  your  Honours  mean  to  folemnize 

H  2,  The 
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The  Bargain  of  your  Faith,  I  do  befeech  you 
Even  at  that  time  t  may  be  married  too. 

Bajf.  With  all  my  Heart,,  fo  thou  can  ft  get  a  Wife, 
Gra.  I  thank  your  Lord  111  ip,  you  have  got  me  one* 

My  Eyes,  my  Lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours: 
You  fa w  the  Miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  Maid; 

Youiov'd;  I  lov'd  forlntermiilion. 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  Lord,  thafl  you : 
Your  Fortune  flood  upon  the  Caskets  there, 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  Matter  falls : 
For  wooing  Herd,  until  I  fweat  again, 

And  fwearing  'till  my  very  Roof  was  dry 
With  Oaths  of  Love,  at  laft,  if  Promife  laft, 
I  got  a  Promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  Love,  provided  that  your  Fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  Miftrefs. 

For.  Is  this  true,  Nerijfa  ?' 
JVer.  Madam,  it  is  fo,  fo  you  ftand  pleas'd  withal. 
Bajf.  And  do  you,  Gratiano9  mean  good  Faith? 
Gra.  Yes  Faith  my  Lord. 

Bajf.  Our  Feaft  fnall  be  much  honoured  in  your  Mar* 
riage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  Boy  for  a  thoufand Ducats. 
Ner.  What,  and  ftake  down  ? 

Gra.  No,  we  fhall  ne'er  win  at  that  Sport,  and  ftake  down. But  who  comes  here?  Lorenzo  and  his  InfideH 

What,  and  my  old  Venetian  Friend,  Salanio* 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,  and  Salanio. 

Bajf.  Lorenzo  and  Salanio^  welcome  hither.; 
If  that  the  Youth  of  my  new  Intereft  here 
Have  Power  to  bid  you  welcome.    By  your  Leave 

I  bid  my  very  Friends  and  Country-men, 
Sweet  Portia,  welcome. 

For.  So  do  I,  my  Lord;  they  arc  intirely  welcome. 
Lor.  I  thank  your  Honour :  For  my  part,  my  Lord, 

My  Purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here, 
But  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the  way, 
He  did  intreat  me  paft  all  faying  nay, 
To  come  v/ith  him  along. Sal 
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Sal.  I  did  my  Lord, 

And  I  have  reafon  for  it;  Signior  Anthonio 
Commends  him  to  you. 

Bajf.  E'er  I  ope  this  Letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  Friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fick,  my  Lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  Mind; 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  Mind  :  His  Letter  there 

Will  mew  you  his  Efbte. 
Baffanio  opens  the  Letter* 

Gra.  Nerifa,  cheer  yond  Stranger,  bid  her  welcome. 

Your  Hand,  Salanio;  what's  the  News  from  Venke\ 
How  doth  that  Royal  Merchant,  good  Anthonio  ? 
I  know  he  will  be  glad  of  our  Succefs: 
We  are  the  Jajbns,  we  have  won  the  Fleece. 

SaU  I  would  you  had  won  the  Fleece  that  he  hath  loft. 
For.  There  arefome  ilirewd  Contents  in  yond  fame  Paper, 

That  Heals  the  Colour  from  Bajfamos  Cheek  : 
Some  dear  Friend  dead,  elfe  nothing  in  the  World 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  Conftitution 

Of  any  conftant  Man.  What,  worfe  and  worfe! 
With  Leave,  Bajfanio,  I  am  half  your  felf, 
And  mull:  freely  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  Paoer  brings  you. 

Bajf.  O  fwett  Portial 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'fl:  Words 
That  ever  blotted  Paper.     Gentle  Lady, 
When  I  did  firit  impart  my  Love  to  you, 
I  fr  ely  told  you,  all  the  Wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  Veins.     I  was  a  Gentleman, 
And  then  I  told  you  true;  and  yet  dear  Lady, 
Rating  my  felf  at  nothing,  you  fhall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  Braggart,  when  I  told  you 
My  State  was  nothing,  I  mould  then  have  told  youi 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing.    For  indeed 

I  have  engag'd  my  felf  to  a  dear  Friend; 
Engag'd  my  Friend  to  his  meer  Enemy, 
To  feed  my  Means.     Here  is  a  Letter,  Lady; 
The  Paper  as  the  Body  of  my  Friend, 
And  every  Word  in  it  a  gaping  Wound, 
Ifluing  Life-blood.     But  is  it  true,  Salanlol 

Have  all  his  Ventures  fail'd !  What,  not  one  hit! 
H  3  From 
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From  Tripolis*  from  Mexico,  from  England, 
From  Lisbon,  Barbery,  and  India, 

And  not  one  VefTel  *fcape  the  dreadful  Touch 
Of  Merchant-marring  Rocks? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  Lord : 
Befides,  it  mould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  Mony  to  difcharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it.   Never  did  I  know 
A  Creature  that  did  bear  the  Shape  of  Man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  Man. 
He  plies  the  Duke  at  Morning  and  at  Night, 
And  doth  impeach  the  Freedom  of  the  State, 
If  they  deny  him  Juftice.     Twenty  Merchants, 
The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  Magnificoes 
Of  greateft.  Port  have  all  perfuaded  with  him, 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  Plea 

Of  Forfeiture,  of  Juftice,  and  his  Bond. 
Jef,  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear, 

To  Tuball  and  to  Chm,  his  Country-men, 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio's  Fleih 
Than  twenty  times  the  Value  of  the  Sum 
That  he  did  owe  him;  and  I  know,  my  Lord, 
If  Law,  Authority,  and  Power  deny  not, 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 

Tor.  Is  it  your  dear  Friend  that  is  thus  in  Trouble  ? 
Bajf.  The  deareft  Friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  Man, 

The  beft  condition'd,  and  unweary'd  Spirit 
In  doing  Courtefies;  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  Honour  more  appears 
Than  any  that  draws  Breath  in  Italy. 

For.  What  Sum  owes  he  the  Jeiv\ 
Bajf.  For  me  three  thoufand  Ducats. 
Tor.  What,  no  more  ? 

Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  Bond ; 
Double  Gx  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 
Before  a  Friend  of  this  Defcription 

Shall  lofe  a  Hair  through  my  Bajfanio's  Fault. 
Firft  go  with  me  to  Church,  and  call  me  Wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  Friend; 

For  never  ftiall  you  lyQ  by  Tortious  Side 
With  an  unquiet  Soul.    You  mail  have  (Sold 

To 
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To  pay  the  petty  Debt  twenty  times  over. 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  Friend  along; 
My  Maid  Neriffa^  and  my  felf  mean  time. 
Will  Jive  as  Maids  and  Widows:  Come  away, 

For  you  mail  hence  upon  my  Wedding-day. 
Bid  your  Friends  welcome,  mow  a  merry  Cheer; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  Letter  of  your  Friend. 

Spreads.  QWeet BafTanio,  my  Ships  have  allmifcarry'd,  mj 
k3  Creditors  grow  cruely  my  Efflate  is  very  low, 

my  Bond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit;  and  fince,  in  paying  it ,  it  isimpof- 
Jtble  I  fhould  live,  all  Debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  Ty 
if  I  might  fee  yon  at  my  Death;  notwithflanding  ufe  your 
Pleafure :  If  your  Love  do  not  perfuade  yon  to  come^  let  not 

my  Letter, 

Tor,  O  Love !  difpatch  all  Bufinefs,  and  be  gone. 
Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  Leave  to  go  away, 

I  will  make  hafte;  but  'till  I  come  again, 
No  Bed  ihall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  Stay, 
Nor  Reft  be  Interpofer  'twixt  us  two.  [Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N   E  III.    Venice. 

Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler. 
Shy.  Goaler,  look  to  him :  Tell  me  not  of  Mercy. 

This  is  the  Fool  that  lends  out  Mony  Gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 

Ant.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock* 

Shy.  I'll  have  ray  Bond;  fpeak  not  againft  my  Bond: 
I  have  fworn  an  Oath  that  I  will  have  my  Bond. 

Thou  call'ft  me  Dog  before  thouhadft  a  Caufe; 
But  fince  I  am  a  Dog,  beware  my  Fangs: 
The  Duke  ihall  grant  me  Juftice.     I  do  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  Goaler,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  Abroad  with  him  at  his  Requeft. 

Ant.  I  pray  thee  hear  me  fpeak. 

Shy.  I'll  have  my  Bond;  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak: 
I'll  have  my  Bond;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more. 
I'll  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  Fool, 
To  make  the  Head,  relent,  and  figh  and  yield 
To  Chriftian  Interceffors.    Follow  not; 

H  4  III 
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I'll  have  no  freaking;  I  will  have  my  Bond.   [Exit  Shylock. 
Sola.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  Cur 

That  ever  kept  with  Men. 
Ant.  Let  him  alone, 

I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  Prayers? 
He  feeks  my  Life;  his  Reafon  well  I  know; 
I  oft  deliver'd  from  his  Forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  Moan  to  me; 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sola.  I  am  fure  the  Duke  will  never  grant  this  Forfeiture 
to  hold. 

Ant.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  Courfe  of  Law; 
For  the  Commodity  that  Strangers  have 

With  us  in  Venice*  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  Juftice  of  the  State, 
Since  that  the  Trade  and  Profit  of  the  City 
Confifteth  of  all  Nations.     Therefore  go, 
Thefe  Griefs  and  LolTes  have  fo  bated  me, 

That  I  fhall  hardly  fpare  a  Pound  of  Flefti 
To  Morrow  to  my  bloody  Creditor. 
Well,  Goaler,  on ;  pray  God  Bajfanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  Debt,  and  then  I  care  not.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.  Belmont. 

Enter  Portia,  NerifTa>  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,  and  a  Servant  of 

Portia'/. Lor.  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  Prefence, 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  Conceit 

Of  God-like  Amity,  which  appears  moft  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  Abfence  of  your  Lord : 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  Honour* 
How  true  a  Gentleman  you  fend  Relief  to, 
How  dear  a  Lover  of  my  Lord,  your  Husband, 
I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  Work, 
Than  cuftomary  Bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Por.  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good, 
Nor  fhall  not  now ;  for  in  Companions 
That  do  converfe  and  waftc  the  Time  together, 
Whofe  Souls  do  bear  an  equal  Yoke  of  Love, 
There  muft  be  needs  a  like  Proportion 
Of  lanearnents,  of  Manners*  and  of  Spirit  jj  Which 



The  Merchant  of  Venice.  565? 
Which  makes  me  think  that  this  Anthonioy 

Being  the  Bofbm-Jover  of  my  Lord, 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  Lord.     If  it  be  fo9 
How  little  is  the  Coft  I  have  beftowed 

In  purchasing  the  Semblance  of  my  Soul 
From  out  the  ftate  of  hellifh  Cruelty. 
This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  fdf; 
Therefore  no  more  of  it :  Here  are  other  things. 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  Hands, 
The  Husbandry  and  Manage  of  my  Houfe, 

Until  my  Lord's  return.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  have  toward  Heav'n  breath'd  a  fecret  Vow, 
To  live  in  Prayer  and  Contemplation, 
Only  attended  by  Nerijfa  here, 

Until  her  Husband  and  my  Lord's  return. 
There  is  a  Monaftery  two  Miles  off, 
And  there  we  will  abide.     I  do  defire  you 
Not  to  deny  this  Impofition, 
The  which  my  Love  and  fome  Neceflity 
Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor,  Madam,  with  all  my  Heart. 
I  fhall  obey  you  in  all  fair  Commands. 

For.  My  People  do  already  know  my  mind, 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  JeJJica 
In  place  of  Lord  Bajfanio  and  my  felf. 

So  fare  you  well  'till  we  Hull  meet  again. 
Lor*  Fair  Thoughts  and  happy  Hours  attend  on  you. 

Jef.  Iwifh  your  Ladyfhip  all  Heart's  Content. 
For.  I  thank  you  for  your  Wifti,  and  am  well  pleas'd 

To  wifh  it  back  on  you:  Fare  you  well,  JeJJica.  \_Ex.Je{.&Lor 
Now,  Balthazar •,  as  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true, 
So  let  me  find  thee  flill :   Take  this  fame  Letter, 
And  ufe  thou  all  the  Endeavour  of  a  Man, 
In  fpeed  to  Mantua  ;  fee  thou  render  this 

Into  my  Coufin's  Hand,  Doctor  Bellario, 
And  look  what  Notes  and  Garments  he  doth  give  thee, 

Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagin'd  fpeed 
Unto  the  Trajed:,  to  the  common  Ferry 
Which  trades  to  Venice  :  Wafte  no  time  in  Words, 
But  get  thee  gone;  I  lhall  be  there  before  thee* 

Bal,  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed.  \Exitm 

'  For. 
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For.  Come  on,  JSTerijfa,  I  have  Work  in  hand 

That  you  yet  know  not  of:  We'll  fee  oui\Husbands 
Before  they  think  of  us? 

JVer.  Shall  they  fee  us  ? 
For.  They  fhall,  IVerifa;  but  in  fuch  a  Habit, 

That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accompliihed 

With  that  we  lack.     I'll  hold  thee  any  Wager, 
When  we  are  both  Accoutred  like  Young  Men, 

I'll  prove  the  prettier  Fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  Dagger  with  the  braver  Grace, 
And  fpeak  between  the  Change  of  Man  and  Boy, 
With  a  reed  Voice;  and  turn  two  mincing  Steps 
Into  a  manly  Stride,  and  fpeak  of  Frays, 
Like  a  fine  bragging  Youth  ;  and  tell  quaint  Lies, 
Mow  honourable  Ladies  fought  my  Love, 
Which  T  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  died. 

I  could  not  do  withal :  Then  I'll  repent, 
And  wifh  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd  them. 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  Lies  I'll  tell, Then  Men  fhall  fwear  I  have  difcontinued  School 

Above  a  Twelve-month.     I  have  within  my  Mind 
A  thoufand  raw  Tricks  of  thefe  bragging  Jacks, 
Which  I  will  pra&ife. 

JVer.  Why,  fhall  we  turn  to  Men  ? 

For.  Tie,  what  a  queftion's  tha% 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  Interpreter? 

But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  Device 
When  I  am  in  my  Coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  Park  Gate;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
For  we  muft  meafure  Twenty  Miles  to  day.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Launcelot  and  Jeffica. 
Laun.  Yes,  truly  :  For  look  you,  the  Sins  of  the  Father 

are  to  be  laid  upon  the  Children  ;  therefore,  I  promife  you, 
I  fear  you.  I  was  always  plain  with  you  ;  and  fo  now  I 
fpeak  my  Agitation  of  the  Matter :  Therefore  be  of  good 

cheer;  for  truly  I  think  you  are  Damn'd:  There  is  but  one 
hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind 
of  Baftard-hope  neither. 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 
Lam.  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  Father  got 

you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew**  Daughter. 

■Nfc 
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Jef  That  were  a  kind  of  Baftard-hope  indeed;   fo  the 
Sins  of  my  Mother  mould  be  vilited  upon  me. 

Latin.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  Damn'd  both  by  Father 
and  Mother:  Thus  when  you (hun  Sjlla,  your  Father,  you  fall 
into  CharibdiSy  your  Mother  :  Well,  you  are  gone  both  ways, 

Jef  I  fhall  befaved  by  my  Husband;  he  hath  made  me 
a  Chriftian. 

Lam.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he;  we  were  Chriftians 

enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by  ano- 
ther :  This  making  of  Chriftians  will  raife  the  Price  of  Hogs ; 

if  we  grow  all  to  be  Pork-eaters,  we  fhall  not  fhortly  have  a 
Rafher  on  the  Coajs  for  Mony. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jef    I'll  tell  my  Husband,   Lmncelot,   what  you  fay: Here  he  comes. 

Lor*  I  (hall  grow  Jealous  of  you  fhortly,  Launcclot*  if 
you  thus  get  my  Wife  into  Corners, 

Jef.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo ;  Lanncelot  and 
I  are  out;  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  Mercy  for  me  in 

Heav'n,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  Daughter  :  And  he  fays, 
you  are  no  good  Member  of  the  Commonwealth;  for  in 
converting  Jews  to  Chriftians,  you  raife  the  Price  of  Pork. 

Lor.  I  fhall  anfvver  that  better  to  the  Commonwealth  than 

you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  Negro's  Belly :  The  Moor  is 
with  Child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

Laun.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  fhould  be  more  than  Rea- 
fon:  But  if  (he  be  lefsthan  an  honeft  Woman,  (he  is  indeed 
more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  Fool  can  play  upon  the  Word!  I  think 
the  bed:  Grace  of  Wit  will  fhortly  turn  into  Silence,  and  Dif- 
courfegrow  commendable  in  none  only  but  Parrats.  Go  in, 
Sirrah,  bid  them  prepare  for  Dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done,  Sir ;  they  have  all  Stomachs. 
Lor.  Goodly  Lord,  what  a  Wit-fnapper  are  you !    Then 

bid  them  prepare  Dinner. 

Lam-.  That  is  done  too,  Sir;  only  Cover  is  the  word. 
Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  Sir? 
Laun.  Notfo,  Sir,  neither;  I  know  my  Duty. 
Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  withoccafion  !  wilt  thou  (hew 

the  whole  Wealth  of  thy  Wit  in  an  inftant  ?  I  pray  thee  un- 
derftand  a  plain  Man  in  his  plain  Meaning :  Go  to  thy  Fellows, 
bid  them  cover  the  Table,  ferve  in  the  Meat,  and  we  will 
come  in  to  Dinner.  Lunn. 
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Lam.  For  the  Table,  Sir,  it  Hull  be  ferved  in ;  for  the 

Meat,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  covered ;  for  your  qoming  in  to  Din- 
ner, Sir,  why  let  it  be  as  Homours  and  Conceits  mall  govern. 

[Exit  Laiuu 
L$r.  O  dear  Difcretion,  how  his  Words  areiuited! 

The  Fool  hath  planted  in  his  Memory 
An  Army  of  good  Words;  and  I  do  know 
A  many  Fools  that  ftand  in  better  place, 
Garnifli'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  Word 

Defie  the  Matter :  How  cheer 'ft  thou^  Je/Jtca  £ 
And  now,  good  Sweet,  fay  thy  Opinion, 
How  doft  thou  like  the  Lord  Baffamo\  Wife  ? 

Jef  Paft  ail  exprefling  :  It  is  very  meet 
The  Lord  Bafttnio  live  an  upright  Life. 
For  having  luch  a  Blefling  in  his  Lady, 

He  finds  the  Joys  of  Heav'n  hereon  Earth  : And  if  on  Earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  it 

Is  reafbn  he  mould  never  come  to  Heav'n. 

Why,  if  two  gods  mould  play  fome  heav'nly  Match, 
And  on  the  Wager  lay  two  earthly  Women, 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fomething  elfe 

Pawn'd  with  the  other;  for  the  poor  rude  World Hath  not  her  Fellow. 
Lor.  Even  fuch  a  Husband 

Haft  thou  of  me,  as  fheis  for  a  Wife. 

Jef.  Nay,  but  ask  my  Opinion  too  of  that. 
Lor.  I  will  anon :  Firft  let  us  go  to  Dinner. 
Jef  Nay,  let  mepraifeyou  while  I  have  a  Stomach. 
Lor.  No,  £ray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  Table-talk ; 

Then  howfome'er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'mongft  other  things, 
I  mall  digeft  it. 

Jef  Well,  I'll  fet  you  forth.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I.     Venice. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators,  Anthonio,  BafTanio,  and 
Gratiano. 

Duke. \  T  7  H  AT,  is  Anthonio  here  ? 

VV       Ant.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  ©race? 
Duke.  1  am  forry  for  thee ;  thou  art  come  to  anfwer 

A 
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A  ftony  Adverfary,  an  inhuman  Wretch, 
Uncapable  of  Pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  Mercy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard 

Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rigorous  Courfe  ;  but  fince  he  ftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  Means  can  carry  me 

Out  of  his  Envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  Patience  to  his  Fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  fufFer  with  a  quietnefs  of  Spirit 
The  very  Tyranny  and  Rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  Court. 
Sal.  He  is  ready  at  the  Door:   He  comes,  my  Lord* 

Enter  Shylock. 
Duke.  Make  room,  and  let  him  ftand  before  our  Face. 

Shylock,  the  World  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 

That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  Fafhion  of  thy  Malice 
To  the  laft  Hour  of  a£t,  and  then  'tis  thought 
Thou'lt  ihew  thy  Mercy  and  Remorfe  more  flrange 
Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  Cruelty, 

Which  is  a  Pound  of  this  poor  Merchant's  Fle/h. 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  Forfeiture, 

But  touch'd  with  human  Gentlenefs  and  Love, 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  Principal, 
Glancing  an  Eye  of  Pity  on  his  LofTes 
That  have  of  late  fo  hudjed  on  his  back, 
Enough  to  prefs  a  Royal  Merchant  down> 
And  pluck  Commiferation  of  his  State 
From  brafly  Bofoms,  and  rough  Hearts  of  Flint, 
From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  train'd 
To  Offices  of  tender  Courtefic. 

We  all  expect  a  gentle  Anfwer,  Jew. 

Shy.  I  have  pofTefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe, And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  Due  and  Forfeit  of  my  Bond. 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  Danger  light 

Upon  your  Charter,  and  your  City's  Freedom. 
You'll  ask  me  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have A  weight  of  Carrion  Flefti,  than  to  receive 

Three  thoufand  Ducats  ?  I'll  not  anfwer  that.' 
But  fay  it  is  my  Humour,  is  it  anfwered  ? What 
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What  if  my  Houfe  be  troubled  with  a  Rap, 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  Ducats 
To  have  it  brain'd?  What,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet? 
Some  Men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  Pig, 
Some  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  Cat> 

And  others,  when  the  Bag-pipe  fings  i'th*  Nofe, Cannot  contain  their  Urine  for  affection. 

TVTafterlcfs  Paffion  fways  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loaths.    Now  for  your  Anfwer. 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  rendred 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  Pig, 
Why  he  a  harmlefs  neceflary  Cat, 
Why  he  a  woollen  Bag-pipe,  but  of  force 
Muft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  Shame, 
As  to  offend  himfelf,  being  offended  ; 
So  can  I  give  no  Reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing 
I  bear  Anthonio>  that  I  follow  thus 
A  lolling  Suit  againft  him.     Are  you  anfwered  ? 

Bajf.  This  is  no  Anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  Man, 
To  excufe  the  current  of  thy  Cruelty. 

Shy.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  Anfwer. 
Baff.  Do  all  Men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love? 
Shy.  Hates  any  Man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill? 
Bajf.  Every  Offence  is  not  a  Hate  at  firft. 
Shy.   What,   woukTft   thou  have  a  Serpent  fling  thee 

twice  ? 

Ant.  I  pray  you  think  you  queftion  with  a  Jew* 
You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  Beach, 
And  bid  the  main  Flood  bate  his  ufual  height, 
Or  even  as  well  ufe  Queftion  with  the  Wolf, 
The  Ewe  bleat  for  the  Lamb  :  When  you  behold* 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  Mountain  Pines 
To  wag  their  high  Tops,  and  to  make  no  noife 

When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  Heav'n. 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard, 
As  feek  to  foften  that,  than  which  what  harder, 
His  Jewijh  Heart.    Therefore  I  do  befeech  you 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means, 

But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 
Let  me  have  Judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  Will. 
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Bajf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  Ducats  here  is  fix. 
Shy.  If  every  Ducat  in  fix  thoufand  Ducats 

Were  in  fix  partc,  and  every  part  a  Ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,   I  would  have  my  Bond. 

Duke.  How  malt  thou  hope  for  Mercy,  rendring  none  ? 
Shy.  What  Judgment  (hall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong? 

You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  Slave, 
Which,  like  your  AfTes,  and  your  Dogs  and  Mules, 
You  ufe  in  abject  and  in  flaviih  part, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them.     Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  Marry  them  to  your  Heirs? 
Why  fweat  they  under  Burthens  ?  Let  their  Beds 
Be  madeasfoft  as  yours,  and  let  their  Pallats 
Be  feafon'd  with  fuch  Viands:  You  will  anfwer. 
The  Slaves  are  ours.     So  do  I  anfwer  you. 
The  Pound  of  Flc(h  which  I  demand  of  him, 

Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  ir. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  Law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  Decrees  of  Venice : 

I  ftand  for  Judgment ;  anfwer  ;   (hall  I  have  it? 
Duke.  Upon  my  Power  I  may  difmifs  this  Court, 

Unlefs  Bellario,  a  Learned  Doctor, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here  flays  without 
A  MefTenger  with  Letters  from  the  Doctor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  Letters,  call  the  M  efTengers. 
Bajf.  Good  cheer,  Anthonio\  What  Man,  Courage  yet: 

The  Jew  (hall  have  my  Flefh,  Blood,  Bones,  and  all, 

E'er  thou  (halt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  Blood. 
Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  Weather  of  the  Flock, 

Meeteft  for  Death  :  The  weakeft  kind  of  Fruit 
Drops  earlieft  to  the  Ground,  fo  let  me. 

You  cannot  better  be  employ 'd,  Bajfanio, 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  Epitaph. 

Enter  Nerifla  drefs'd  like  a  Lawyers  Clerk. 
Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  f Ner.  From  both. 

My  Lord,  Bellario  greets  your  Grace. 
Bajf.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  Knife  fo  earneftly? 

Shy. 
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Shy.  To  cut  the  Forfeiture  from  that  Bankrupt  there. 
Gra.  Not  on  thy  foal,  but  on  thy  Soul,  harm  Jew^ 

Thou  mak'ft  thy  Knife  keen  ;  but  no  Metal  can, 
No,  not  the  Hangman's  Ax,   bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fharp  Envy,     Can  no  Prayers  pierce  thee? 

Shy.  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  Damn'd,  inexorable  Dog, 
And  for  thy  Life  let  Juftice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almoft  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  Faith, 
To  hold  Opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  Souls  of  Animals  infufe  themfelves 

Into  the  Trunks  of  Men.     Thy  currifh  Spirit 

Govern'd  a  Wolf,  who  hang'd  for  human  Slaughter^ Even  from  the  Gallows  did  his  fell  Soul  fleet, 
And  whiPft  thou  lay  eft  in  thy  unhallowed  Dam, 

Infus'd  it  (elf  in  thee ;  for  thy  Defires 
Are  Wolfilh,  Bloody,  Starv'd,  and  Ravenous* 

Shy.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the  Seal  from  off  my  Bond, 
Thou  but  orTend'ft  thy  Lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Repair  thy  Wit,  good  Youth,  or  it  will  fall 

To  endlefs  Ruin.'    I  ftand  here  for  Law. 
Duke.  This  Letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 

A  Young  and  Learned  Doctor  in  our  Court. 
Where  is  he? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 

To  know  your  Anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him? 
Duke.  With  all  my  Heart.     Some  Three  or  Four  of  you 

Go  give  him  courteous  Conduct  to  this  place, 
Mean  time  the  Court  fhall  hear  Bellario  %  Letter. 

YOVR  Grace  pall  under  ft  and,  that  at  the  receit  of  your 

Letter  I  am  very  fie kj  But  at  the  Inftant  that  your  Mef- 
Jenger  came,  in  loving  Vifitation  was  with  me  a  young  Do- 

ctor of  Rome ,  his  Name  is  Balthafar :  /  acquainted  him 
with  the  Cafe  in  Controverfie,  between  the  Jew  and  Anthonio 

the  Merchant*  We  turnd  o*cr  many  Books  together:  He  is 
furni floed  with  my  Opinion,  which  bettered  with  his  own  Learn- 

ing* the  greatnefs  whereof  I  cannot  enough  commend,  comes 

with  him  at  my  importunity,  to  fill  up  your  Grace's  Requeft  in 
my  ftead.  I  befeech  you,  let  his  lack  of  Tears  be  no  impedi- 

ment to  let  him  lack^a  reverend  Eftimathn:   For  I  never 

knew 
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knew  fo  young  a  Bodj  with  fo  old  a  Head.  I  leave  him  to 

jour  gracious  Acceptance^  whofe  trial  jhall  better  publijh  his 
Commendation. 

Enter  Portia,  Drefs'd  like  a  Dottor  of  Laws. 
Duke.  You  hear  the  Learn'd  Bellario  what  he  writes. 

And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  Doctor  come. 

Give  me  your  hand.     Came  you  from  old  Bellario? 
Por.  I  did,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  You  are  welcome :  Take  your  Place. 

Are  you  acquainted  with  the  Difference, 
That  holds  this  prefent  Queftion  in  the  Court  ? 

Por.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  Cafe. 
Which  is  the  Merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew  ? 

Duke.  Anthonio  and  old  Shylocl^j  both  ftand  forth.' Por.   Is  your  Name  Shyloct^}. 
Shy.  Shylock^is  my  Name. 
Por.  Of  a  ftrange  Nature  is  the  Suit  you  follow. 

Yet  in  fuch  Rule,  that  the  Venetian  Law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  ftand  within  his  Danger,  do  you  not  ?     [To Anthonio./ 

Ant.  Ay,  fo  he  fays, 
Por.  Do  you  confefs  the  Bond? 
Ant.  I  do. 

Por.  Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 
Shy.  On  what  Compulfion  muft  I  ?  tell  me  that. 

Por.  The  quality  of  Mercy  is  not  ftrain*d  ; 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  Rain  from  Heav'n 
Upon  the  place  beneath.     It  is  twice  blefs'd, 
It  blefTeth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 

'Tis  Mightieft  in  the  Mightieft,  it  becomes 
The  throned  Monarch  better  than  his  Crown': 

His  Scepter  fhev/s  the  force  of  temporal  Power," 
The  Attribute  to  Awe  and  Majefty, 
Wherein  doth  fit  the  Dread  and  Fear  of  Kings ; 
But  Mercy  is  above  this  fceptred  Sway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  Hearts  of  Kings, 
It  is  an  Attribute  to  God  himfelf ; 

And  earthly  Power  doth  then  ftiew  likeft  God's, 
When  Mercy  feafons  Juftice.     Therefore,  Jew, 

Tho5  Juftice  be  thy  Plea,  confider  this, Vol  II.  I  That 
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That  in  the  courfe  of  Juftice  none  of  usv 
Should  fee  Salvation.     We  do  pray  for  Mercy, 
And  that  fame  Prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  Deeds  of  Mercy.     I  have  fpoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  Juftice  of  thy  Plea  ; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  Uriel:  courfe  of  Venice 

Muft  needs  give  Sentence  'gainft  the  Merchant  there. 
Shy.  My  Deeds  upon  my  Head.    I  crave  the  Law, 

The  Penalty  and  Forfeit  of  my  Bond. 
For.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  Mony  ? 
Bajf.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court, 

Yea,  twice  the  Sum;  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 

I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  Hands,  my  Head,  my  Heart. 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  muft  appear 
That  Malice  bears  down  Truth.     And  I  befeech  you 
Wreft  once  the  Law  to  your  Authority. 
To  do  a  great  Right,  do  a  little  Wrong, 
And  curb  this  cruel  Devil  of  his  will. 

For.  It  muft  not  be,  there  is  no  Power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  Decree  eftabliflied. 

'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  Prftfidtnt 
And  many  an  Error  by  the  fame  Example 
Will  rufh  into  the  State.     It  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  Daniel  come  to  Judgment,  yea,  a  Daniel, 
O  wife  young  Judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee  ! 

For.  I  pray  you  let  me  look  upon  the  Bond. 

Shy.  Here  'tis,  moft  Reverend  Doctor,  here  it  is. 
For.  Shylockj  there's  thrice  thy  Mony  offer'd  thee. 
Shy.  An  Oath,  an  Oath,  I  have  an  Oath  in  Heav'n. 

Shall  I  lay  Perjury  upon  my  Soul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

For.  Why,  this  Bond  is  forfeit, 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  Pound  of  Flefti,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  Merchant's  Heart.     Be  merciful, 
Take  thrice  thy  Mony,  bid  me  tear  the  Bond. 

Shy.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  Tenure. 
It  dorh  appear  you  are  a  worthy  Judge  ; 
You  know  the  Law,  your  Expofition 
Hath  been  moft  found.    I  charge  you  by  the  Law, 
/-  Whereof 
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Whereof  you  are  a  w ell- defer ving  Pillar, 
Proceed  to  Judgment.     By  my  Soul  I  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  Tongue  of  Man 
To  alter  me.     I  ftay  here  on  my  Bond. 

Ant.  Moll  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  Court 
To  give  the  Judgment. 

Por.  Why  then  thus  it  is : 
You  muft  prepare  your  Bofom  for  his  Knife. 

Shy.  O  noble  Judge  I   O  excellent  young  Man  ! 
Por.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  Law 

Hath  full  relation  to  the  Penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  Bond. 

Shy.  'Tis  very  true.     O  wife  and  upright  Judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  Looks  I 

Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  thy  Bofom. 
Shy.  Ay  his  Breaft, 

So  fays  the  Bond,  doth  it  nor,  noble  Judge  ? 
Nearer!  his  Heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Por.  It  is  fo.  Are  there  Ballances  here  to  weigh  the  Fleih  ? 
Shy.  I  have  them  ready. 
Por.  Have  by  fome Surgeon,  Shjloci(>  on  your  Charge, 

To  flop  his  Wounds,  left  he  fhould  bleed  to  Death. 
Shy.  It  is  not  nominated  in  the  Bond. 

Por.  It  is  not  fo  exprefs'd;  but  what  of  that  ? 
'Twere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  Charity. 

Shy.  I  cannot  find  it,  'tis  not  in  the  Bond. 
Por.  Come,  Merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

Ant.  But  little  :  I  am  arnrd  and  well  prepar'd. 
Give  me  your  Hand,  BaJJamo,  fare  you  well. 

Grieve  not  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you  : 
For  herein  Fortune  fhews  her  felf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  Cuftom.     It  is  ftill  her  ufe 
To  let  the  wretched  Man  out-live  his  Wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  Eye  and  wrinkled  Brow 
An  age  of  Poverty.     From  which  lingring  Penance 
Of  fuch  a  Mifery,  doth  fhe  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  Honourable  Wife ; 
Tell  her  the  Procefs  of  Anthonio's  end; 
Say  how  I  lov'd  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  Death  : 
And  when  the  Tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 
Whether  BaJf*nio  had  Rot  once  a  Love. 

I  %  Repent 
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Repent  not  you  that  you  fhalllofe  your  Friend, 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  Debt; 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 

I'll  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  Heart. 
Bajf.  AnthoniO)  I  am  married  to  a  Wife, 

Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  Life  it  felf; 
But  Life  it  felf,  my  Wife,  and  all  the  World, 

Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  Life. 
I  would  lofe  all,  I'd  facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  Devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Por.  Your  Wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that, 
If  (lie  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  Offer. 

Gra.  I  have  a  Wife  whom  I  proteft  I  love, 

I  would  flie  were  in  Heav'n,  fo  fhe  could 
Intreat  fome  Power  to  change  this  currifh  Jew. 

Ner.  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back, 
The  Wim  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  Houfe. 

Shy.  Thcfe  be  the  Chriftian  Husbands.     I  have  a  Daughter, 
Would  any  of  the  Stock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  Husband,  rather  than  a  Chriftian.        \jifide. 
We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee  pui  fue  Sentence. 

Por.  A  Pound  of  that  fame  Merchant's  Flefh  is  thine, 
The  Court  awards  it,  and  the  Law  doth  give  it. 

Shy.  Moft  rightful  Judge. 

Por.  And  you  muft  cut  this  Flefh  from  off  his  Bread", 
The  Law  allows  ir,  and  the  Court  awards  it, 

Shy.  Moil:  learned  Judge,  a  Sentence,  come  prepare. 
Por.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 

This  Bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  Blood, 
The  words  exprefly  are  a  Pound  of  Flefh. 
Then  take  thy  Bond,  take  thou  thy  Pound  of  Flefh  5 
But  in  the  cutting  ir,  if  thou  doff  fhed 
One  drop  of  Chriftian  Blood,  thy  Lands  and  Goods 
Are  by  the  Laws  of  Venice  Confifcate 
Unto  the  State  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  Judge  ! 
Mark  Jewy  O  learned  Judge ! 

Shy.  Is  that  the  Law  ? 

Por.  Thy  felf  fh alt  fee 'the  A<3 : 
For  as  thou  urgeft  Juftice,  be  afFur'd 
Thou  fhalt  have  Jufticc,  more  tjhan  thoudefireftt 

Grt* 
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Gra,  O  learned  Judge !  Mark  Jew,  a  learned  Judge  I 
Shy.  I  take  this  Offer  then,  pay  the  Bond  thrice, 

And  let  the  Chriftian  go. 
Bajf.  Here  is  the  Mony. 
Por.  Soft,  the  Jew  ihall  have  all  Juftice,  foft,  no  hafte, 

He  (hall  have  nothing  but  the  Penalty, 
Gra.  Ojewl  an  upright  Judge,  a  learned  Judge. 
Por.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  Flefh/ 

Shed  thou  no  Blood,  nor  cut  thou  Jefs  nor  more 

But  juft  a  Pound  of  Fleih  :  If  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  Ms  than  a  juft  Pound,  be  it  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  Subftance, 
Or  the  Division  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  Scruple  ;  nay,  if  the  Scale  do  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  Hair, 

Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  Goods  are  confifcate. 
Gra.   A  fecond  Darnel,  a  Daniel,  Jew. 

Now,  Infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  Hip. 
Por.  Why  doth  the  Jew  pink*  Take  thy  Forfeiture. 
Shy.  Give  me  my  Principal,  and  let  me  go. 
Bajf.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee;  here  it  is. 

Por.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  Court: 
He  fhall  have  meerly  Juftice  an4  his  Bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel. 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  Principal  ? 
Por.  Thou  ihalt  have  nothing  but  the  Forfeiture, 

To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  Peril,  Jew. 
Shy.  Why  then  the  Devil  give  him  good  of  it: 

I'll  ftay  no  longer  queftion. Por.  Tarry,  Jew, 
The  Law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you: 
It  is  enacted  in  the  Laws  of  Venice, 

If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  Alien, 
That  by  direct:,  or  indirect  Attempts, 
He  feek  the  Life  of  any  Citizen, 

The  Party  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive, Shall  feize  on  half  his  Goods,  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  State, 
And  the  Offender's  Life  lyes  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  Voice  j 
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In  which  Predicament  I  fay  thou  ftand'ft  : 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  Proceeding, 
That  indirectly,  and  dire&ly  too, 

Thou  haft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  Life 
Of  the  Defendant;  and  thou  haft  incurred 

The  Danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down  therefore,  and  beg  Mercy  of  the  Duke. 

Gra.  Beg  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy  felf : 
And  yet  thy  Wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  State, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  Cord, 

Therefore  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  State's  Charge. 
Duke,  That  thou  fhalt  fee  the  difference  of  our  Spirit, 

I  pardon  thee  thy  Life  before  thou  ask  it : 

For  half  thy  Wealth,  it  is  Amhomo's; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  State, 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  Fine. 

Por.  Ay,  for  the  State,  not  for  Anthonio, 
Shy.  Nay,  take  my  Life  and  all,  pardon  not  that*. 

You  take  my  Houfe  when  you  do  take  the  Prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  Houfe  :  You  take  my  Life 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Por.   What  Mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthomo? 

Gra.  A  Halter  gratis^  nothing  elky  for  God's  fake. 
Ant.  So  pleafe  my  Lord,  the  Duke,  and  all  the  Court, 

To  quit  the  Fine  for  one  half  of  his  Goods, 
I  am  content,  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  Death,  unto  the  Gentleman 
That  lately  ftole  his  Daughter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  Favour 
He  prefently  become  a  Chriftian ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  Gift 

Here  in  the  Court  of  all  he  dies  pofTefs'd 
Unto  his  Son  Lorenz*o,  and  his  Daughter. 

Duke.  He  fh all  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  Pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

Por.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  f  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 
Shy.  I  am  content. 
Por.  Clerk,  draw  a  Deed  of  Gift. 
Shy.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence  I 

I  am  not  well;  fend  the  Deed  after  rae, 
And  T  will  f7gn  it.  Dnke* 
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Duke,  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra.  In  Chrift'ning  thou  malt  have  two  Godfathers. 
Had  I  been  Judge,  thou  fhould'jfl:  have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  Gallows,  not  to  the  Fonr.       [Exit  Shy. 

Duke.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  with  me  home  to  Dinner. 
For.  I  humbly  do  defire  your  Grace  of  Pardon ; 

I  mull:  away  this  Night  toward  Farina,  ( 
And  it  is  meet  I  presently  fet  forth. 

Duke,  I  am  forry  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
Anthonioy  gratifie  this  Gentleman ; 
For  in  my  mind  you  are  much  bound  to  hwm. 

\_Exit  Du!<e  and  his  Train. 
Bajf.  Moft  worthy  Gentleman  !  I  and  my  Friend 

Hive  by  your  Wifdom  been  this  Day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  Penalties,  in  lieu  whereof 
Three  thoufand  Ducats,  due  unto  the  Jew, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  Pains  withal. 

Ant,  And  ftand  indebted  over  and  above 

In  Love  and  Service  to  you  evermore. 
For.  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisfied, 

And  I  delivering  you,  am  fatisfied, 
And  therein  do  account  my  felf  well  paid; 
My  Mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you  know  me  when  we  meet  again. 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Bajf.  Dear  Sir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further. 
Take  fome  Remembrance  of  us  as  a  Tribute, 
Not  as  a  Fee:  Grant  me  two  things ;  I  pray  you 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

For,  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 

Give  me  your  Gloves,  I'll  wear  them  for  your  fake, 
And  for  your  Love  I'll  take  this  Ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  I'll  take  no  more, 
And  you  in  love  (hall  not  deny  me  this. 

Bajf.  This  Ring,  good  Sir,  alas  it  is  a  Trifle; 
I  will  not  fhame  my  felf  to  give  you  this. 

For,  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this, 
And  now  methinks  I  .have  a  mind  to  it. 

Bajf,  There's  more  depends  on  this  than  on  the  value : 
The  deareft  Ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you, 

I  4  And 
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And  find  it  out  by  Proclamation  ; 
Only  for  this  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

For.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  Offers; 
You  taught  me  firfl:  to  beg,  and  now,  methinks, 

LYou  teach  me  how  a  Beggar  ihould  be  anfwer'd. 
Bajf.  Good  Sir,  this  Ring  was  given  me  by  my  Wife ; 

And  when  fhe  put  it  on?  (he  made  me  vow 
fThat  I  ihould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  -  nor  Jofe  it. 

For.  That  'fcufe  ferves  many  Men  to  fave  their  Gifts ; 
And  if  your  Wife  be  not  a  mad  Woman, 

And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  Ring, 
She  wou'd  not  hold  out  Enmity  for  ever 
For  giving  it  to  me.     Well,  Peace  be  with  you.         [Exit* 

Anth.  My  Lord  Bajfiinio,  let  him  have  the  Ring. 
Let  his  Defervings,  and  my  Love  withal, 

Be  valued  againft  your  Wife's  Commandment. 
Bajf.  Go,  Gratiano^  run  and  overtake  him, 

Give  him  the  Ring,  and  bring  him,  if  thou  canft, 

JJ  nto  Anthonio's  Houfe:  Away,  make  hafte»         \ExitGxz* 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently, 
And  in  the  Morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont ;  come,  Anthonio.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

For*  Enquire  the  Jew's  Houfe  out,  give  him  this  Deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it ;    we'll  away  to  Night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  Husbands  home : 
cThis  Deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'erta'en : 
My  Lord  Bajfanio,  upon  more  advice, 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  Ring,  and  doth  intreat 
Your  Company  at  Dinner. 

For.  That  cannot  be. 

His  Ring  do  I  accept  moft  thankfully, 
And  fo  I  pray  you  tell  him  :   Furthermore, 
I  pray  you  (hew  my  Youth  old  Shylock^s  Houfe. 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 

I'll  fee  if  I  can  get  my  Husband's  Ring 
Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. Pon 
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Por.  Thou  may 'ft,  I  warrant.   We  mall  have  old  fwearing, 
That  they  did  give  the  Rings  away  to  Men; 

But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  out-fwear  them  too  : 
Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come,  good  Sir,  will  you  (hew  me  to  thisHoufe? 

[Exeunt. 

A  C  T   V.     SCENEI, 

SCENE  Belmont. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeffica. 

Lor.  ̂ TpH  E  Moon  mines  bright.     In  fuch  a  Night  as  this, 
X    When  the  fweet  Wind  did  gently  kifs  the  Trees, 

And  they  did  make  no  noife  ;  in  fuch  a  Night, 
Trojlus  methinks  mounted  the  Trojan  Wall, 

Andjigh'd  his  Soul  toward  the  Grecian  Tents,   • 
WheTe  Vrejfed  lay  that  Night. 

JeJ.  In  fuch  a  Night, 

Did  Thisby  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  Dew, 
And  faw  the  Lion's  Shadow  e'er  himfelf, 
And  ran  difmay'd  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  Willow  in  her  Hand 

Upon  the  wide  Sea-banks,  and  waft  her  Love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage* 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night, 

Medea  gather 'd  the  Inchanted  Herbs 
That  did  renew  old  zs£fon. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  Jeffica  Ileal  from  the  wealthy  Jewy 
And  with  an  unthrift  Love  did  run  from  Venice* 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night 

Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well, 
Stealing  her  Soul  with  many  Vows  of  Faith, 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  pretty  Jeffica  (like  a  little  Shrew) 
Slander  her  Love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

M 
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Jef.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  Body  come : 

But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  Man. 
Enter  Mejfenger. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  faft,  in  filence  of  the  Night? 
Mef.  A  Friend. 
Lor.  A  Friend!  what  Friend?  Your  Name,  I  pray  you, 

Friend  ? 

Mef  Stephano  is  my  Name,  and  I  bring  word 
My  Mittrefs  will  before  the  break  of  Day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  She  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  Crofles,  where  fhe  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  Wedlock  Hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her? 

Mef.  None  but  a  holy  Hermit  and  her  Maid. 

I  pray  you  is  my  Matter  yet  return'd  ? Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him; 
But  go  we  in  I  pray  thee,  Jeffica^ 
And  ceremonioufiy  let  us  prepare 
Some  Welcome  for  the  Mittrefs  of  the  Houfe. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Lnun.  Soh,  fola;  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola. 
Lor.  Who  calls? 

Laun.  Sola,  did  you  fee  Mr.  Lorenzo  and  Mrs  Lorenz>o  ? 
Sola,  fola. 

Lor.  Leave  hollowing,  Man :  Here, 
Laun,  Sola,  where?  where? 
Lor.  Here. 

Launt  Tell  him,  there's  a  Poft  come  from  my  Matter, 
with  his  Horn  full  of  good  News;  my  Matter  will  be  here 

e'er  Morning. 
Lor,  Sweet  Love,  let's  in,  and  there  expect  their  coming. 

And  yet  no  matter:  Why  iliould  we  go  in? 
My  Friend  Stephano,  fignifie,  I  pray  you, 
Within  the  Houfe,  your  Miftrefs  is  at  hand, 
And  bring  your  Mufick  forth  into  the  Air. 
How  fweet  the  Moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  Bank ; 
Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  Muftck 

Creep  in  our  Ears;  [oft  Stilnefs,  and  the  yght 
Become  the  touches  of  fweet  Harmony.     ▼ 

Sit,  Jejficay  look  how  the  Floor  of  Heav'n 

Is  thick  inlay'd  with  Patterns  of  bright  Gold ; 

There's 

mwrimiC' 
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There's  not  the  fmalleft  Orb  which  thou  behold'ft, 
But  in  his  Motion  like  an  Angel  fings, 

Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  Cherubim; 
^uclTHarmony  is  in  immortal  Souls; 
But  whilft  this  muddy  Vefture  of  Decay 
Doth  grofly  clofe  us  in  it,  we  cannot  hear  it. 
Come  hoe,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  Hymn, 
With  fweeteft  Touches  pierce  your  Miftrefs  Ear, 
And  draw  her  Home  with  Mufick. 

Jef.  I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  Mufick. 
Mufick* 

Lor.  The  Reafon  is,  your  Spirits  are  attentive; 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanron  Herd, 
Or  Race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  Colts, 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 
Which  is  the  hot  Condition  of  their  Blood; 

If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  Trumpet  found, 
Or  any  Air  of  Mufick  touch  their  Ears, 
You  mall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  fland; 

Their  favage  Eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  Gaze 
By  the  fweet  Power  of  Mufick.    Therefore  the  Poet 
Did  fain  that  Orpheus  drew  Trees,  Stones,  and  Floods, 
Since  naught  fo  ftockifh,  hard,  and  full  of  rage, 
But  Mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  Nature: 
The  Man  that  hath  no  Mufick  in  himfelf, 

Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  Concord  of  fweet  Sounds, 
Is  fit  for  Treafons,  Stratagems,  and  Spoils; 
The  Motions  of  his  Spirit  are  dull  as  Night, 
And  his  ArTe&ions  dark  as  Erebus: 
Let  no  fuch  Man  be  trufted.  Mark  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Per.  That  Light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  Hall: 
How  far  that  little  Candle  throws  his  Beams; 
So  mines  a  good  Deed  in  a  naughty  World. 

Ner.  When  the  Moon  (hone  we  did  not  fee  the  Candle. 
For.  So  doth  the  greater  Glory  dim  the  Ufs; 

\  Subftitute  mines  brightly  as  a  King 
Jntil  a  King  be  by;  and  then  his  State 
Empties  it  (dfy  as  doth  an  inland  Brook 
Into  the  Main  of  Waters.  Mufick,  hark  I  \_Mufic\. Ner. 
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Ner.  It  is  the  Mufick,  Madam,  of  your  Houfe. 
Por.  Nothing  is  good,  I  fee,  without  itefped : 

Methinks  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  Day. 
Ner.  Silence  beftows  that  Virtue  on  it,  Madam. 
Por.  The  Crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  Lark, 

When  neither  is  attended ;  and  I  think 

The  Nightingale,  if  (lie  mould  fing  by  Day, 
When  every  Goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  Mufician  than  the  Wren. 

How  many  things  by  Seafon  ftafon'd  are 
To  their  right  Praife  and  true   Perfection? 
Peace,  how  the  Moon  deeps  with  Endimiony 

And  would  not  be  awak'd ! 
Mufick^  ceafes. 

Lor.  That  is  the  Voice, 

Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  of  Portia* 
Por.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  Man  knows  the  Cuckow3 

by  the  bad  Voice. 
Lor.  Dear  Lady,  welcome  Home. 

Por.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  Husband's  welfare, 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  Words. 

Are  they  return'd? 
Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet  ; 

But  there  is  come  a  Meffenger  before, 
To  fignifie  their  coming. 

Por.  Go  in,  Nerijfa> 
Give  Order  to  my  Servants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence, 

$  Nor  you  Lorenzo,  JeJJica  nor  you. 
A  Tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  Husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  a.  Trumpet; 
We  arc  no  Tell-tales,  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Por.  This  Night  methinks  is  but  the  Day-light  fick; 

It  looks  a  little  paler;  'tis  a  Day, 
Such  as  the  Day  is  when  the  Sun  is  hid. 
Enter  Baffanio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  And  their  Followers* 
Bajf.  We  mould  hold  Day  with  the  Antipodes, 

If  you  would  walk  in  Abfence-of  the  Sun. 
Por.  Let  me  give  Light,  but  let  me  not  be  light  J 

For  a  light  Wife  doth  make  a  heavy  Husband, And 
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And  never  be  Bajfanio  fo  from  me ; 
But  God  fort  all :  You  are  welcome  Home,  my  Lord. 

Bajf.  I  thank  you,  Madam,  give  welcome  to  my  Friend ; 
This  is  the  Man,  this  is  Anthomo, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

For.  You  mould  in  all  Senfe  be  much  bound  to  him; 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 

Ant.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
For.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  Houfe; 

It  muft  appear  in  other  ways  than  Words; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this , breathing  Courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  Moon  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong; 

In  Faith  I  gave  it  to  the  Judge's  Clerk:  [To  Nerifla. 
Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it  for  my  part. 
Since  you  do  take  it,  Love,  fo  much  at  Heart. 

For.  A  Quarrel,  hoe,  already ;  what's  the  Matter  ? 
Gra.  About  a  Hoop  of  Gold,  a  paltry  Ring 

That  flie  did  give  me,  whofe  Poefie  was 

For  all  the  World  like  Cutler's  Poetry 
Upon  a  Knife ;  Love  me,  and  leave  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  Poefie  or  the  Value? 
You  fwore  to  me  when  I  did  give  it  you, 

That  you  would  wear  it  'till  the  Hour  of  Death, 
And  that  it  fhould  lye  with  you  in  your  Grave; 

Tho*  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  Oath?, 
You  fhould  have  been  refpe&ive,  and  have  kept  it. 

Gave  it  a  Judge's  Clerk !  but  well  I  know 
The  Clerk  will  ne'er  wear  Hair  on's  Face  that  had  it. 

Gra.  He  will,  and  if  he  live  to  be  a  Man. 
Ner.  If!  if  a  Woman  live  to  be  a  Man. 

Gra.  Now  by  this  Hand  I  gave  it  to  a  Youth, 
A  kind  of  Boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  Boy, 

No  higher  than  thy  felf,  the  Judge's  Clerk, 
A  prating  Boy  that  begg'd  it  as  a  Fee: 
I  could  not  for  my  Heart  deny  it  him. 

For.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you  > 

To  part  fo  (lightly  with  your  Wife's  firft  Gift, 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  Oaths  upon  your  Finger, 
And  fo  riveted  with  Faith  unto  your  Flefh. 
I  gave  my  Love  a  Ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
1  Never 
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Never  to  part  with  it;  and  here  he  ftands,* I  dare  be  (worn  to  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  Finger  for  the  Wealth 
That  the  World  matters.     Now  in  Faith,  Gratiano^ 
You  ̂ ive  your  Wife  too  unkind  a  Caufe  of  Grief; 
And  'twere  to  me  I  mould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  Hand  off, 
And  fwear  I  loft  the  Ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  Lord  Bajfanio  gave  his  Ring  away 

Unto  the  Judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
Deferv'd  it  too;  and  then  the  Boy,  his  Clerk, 
That  took  fome  Pains  in  Writing,  be  begg'd  mine, 
And  neither  Man  nor  Mafter  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  Rings. 

Por,  What  Ring  gave  you  my,  my  Lord? 

Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  receiv'd  of  me. 
Bajf.  If  I  could  add  a  Lie  unto  a  Fault, 

I  would  deny  it;  but  you  fee  my  Finger 
Hath  not  the  Ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por.  And  even  fo  void  is  your  f alfe  Heart  of  Truth. 

By  Heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  Bed 
Until  I  fee  the  Ring. 

Ncr.  Nor  I  in  yours,  'till  I  again  fee  mine. 
Bajf.  Sweet  Portia^ 

If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  Ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  Ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  Ring, 
You  would  abate  the  Strength  of  your  Difpleafure. 

Por.  If  you  had  known  the  Virtue  of  the  Ring, 
Or  half  her  Worthinefs  that  gave  the  Ring, 
Or  your  own  Honour  to  contain  the  Ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  Ring* 
What  Man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 

If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  Terms  of  JZeal,  wanted  the  Modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  Ceremony  i 

Ner'tffa  teaches  me  what  to  believe; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  Woman  had  the  Ring. 
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B*Jf.  No,  by  mine  Honour,  Madam,  by  my  Soul, 

No  Woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  Doctor, 
Which  did  refufe  three  thoufand  Ducats  of  me, 

And  begg'd  the  Ring;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
And  fuffer'd  him  to  go  difjpleas'd  away; 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  Life 
Of  my  dear  Friend.  What  mould  I  fay,  fweet  Lady? 

I  was  inforc'd  to  fend  it  after  him  ; 
I  was  befet  with  Shame  and  Courtefie; 

My  Honour  would  not  let  Ingratitude 
So  much  befmear  it.     Pardon  me,  good  Lady, 
And  by  thefe  bleffed  Candles  of  the  Night, 

Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  Ring  of  me,  to  give  the  worthy  Doctor. 

Por.  Let  not  that  Doctor  e'er  come  near  my  Houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  Jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me: 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you, 

I'll  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have, 
No,  not  my  Body,  nor  my  Husband's  Bed; 
Know  him  I  mall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lye  not  a  Night  from  Home;  watch  me  like  Argosi 
If  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alone, 
Now  by  mine  Honour,  which  is  yet  mine  cwn, 

I'll  have  the  Doctor  for  my  Bedfellow. 
Ner.  And  I  his  Clerk;  therefore  be  well  advis'd 

How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  Protection. 
Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo;  let  me  not  take  him  then ; 

For  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  Clerk's  Pen. 
Ant.  I  am  th*  unhappy  Subject  of  thefe  Quarrels. 
Por.  Sir,  grieve  not  you, 

You  are  welcome  notwithftanding. 
Bajf.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  Wrong, 

And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  Friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  Eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  my  felf   

Por.  Mark  you  but  that  ! 
In  both  mine  Eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf, 
In  each  Eye  one ;   fwear  by  your  double  fe!£ 
And  there's  an  Oath  of  Credit! 
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Bajf.  Nay,  but  hear  me : 

Pardon  this  Fault,  and  by  my  Soul  I  fwcar, 
I  never  more  will  break  an  Oath  with  thee. 

Ant.  I  once  did  lend  my  Body  for  thy  Wealth,  [ToBafT, 

Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  Husband's  Ring  [To  Por. 
Had  quite  mifcarry'd.  I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  Soul  upon  the  Forfeit,  that  your  Lord 
Will  never  more  break  Faith  advifedly. 

Par.  Then  you  fhall  be  his  Surety;  give  him  this, 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Ant.  Here  Lord  Bajfanio,  fwear  to  keep  this  Ring. 

BaJJ.  By  Heav'n  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  Doctor. 
Por.  I  had  it  of  him:  Pardon  me,  Baffanio; 

For  by  this  Ring  the  Doctor  lay  with  me. 
Ner.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano^ 

For  that  fame  fcrubbed  Boy,  the  Doctor's  Clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  laft  Night  did  lye  with  me. 

Gra,  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  High-ways 
In  Summer,  where  the  Ways  are  fair  enough : 

What,  are  we  Cuckolds  e'er  we  have  deferv'd  it? 
Por.  Speak  not  fo  groily ;  you  are  all  amaz'd; 

Here  is  a  Letter,  read  it  at  your  Leifure; 
It  comes  from  Padua  from  Bellario : 

There  you  fhall  find  that  Portia  was  the  Doctor, 
Neriffa  there  her  Clerk.  Lorenzo  here, 
Shall  witnefs  I  fet  forth  as  foon  as  you, 

And  but  even  now  return'd :  I  have  not  yet Entred  my  Houfe.  Anthonio^  you  are  welcome, 
And  I  have  better  News  in  ftore  for  you 
Than  you  expect;  unfeal  this  Letter  foon, 
There  you  fhall  find  three  of  your  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  Harbour  fuddenly. 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  ftrange  Accident 
I  chanced  on  this  Letter. 

Ant.  I  am  dumb. 

Bajf.  Were  you  the  Doctor;  and  I  knew  you  not? 
Gra.  Were  you  the  Clerk  that  is  to  make  me  Cuckold  I 
Ner.  Ay,  but  the  Clerk  that  never  means  to  do  it^ 

Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  Man. 
Bajf.  Sweet  Doctor,  you  fhall  be  my  Bedfellow; 

When  I  am  abfent,  then  lye  with  my  Wife. 

Ant. 
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Ant*  Sweet  Lady,  you  have  given  me  Life  and  Livings 

For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  Ships 
Are  fafely  come  to  Rhodes. 

Tor.  How  now,  Lorenz,o\ 
My  Clerk  hath  fome  good  Comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  Ay,  and  111  give  them  him  without  a  Fee. 
There  do  1  give  to  you  and  JtffiM* 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  fpecial  Deed  of  Gift, 

After  his  Death,  of  all  he  dies  pofTefs'd  of. 
Lor.  Fair  Ladies,  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 

Of  ftarved  People. 
Per.  It  is  almoft  Morning, 

And  yet  I  am  fure  you  are  not  fatisfy'd 
Of  thefe  Events  at  full.  Let  us  go  in, 
And  charge  us  there  on  Interrogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo :  the  firfl  Interrogatory 
That  my  JVeriJfa  (hall  be  fworn  on,  is, 

Whether  'till  the  next  Night  (he  had  rather  ftay, 
Or  go  to  Bed,  now  being  two  Hours  to  Day. 
But  were  the  Day  come,  I  fhould  wifh  it  dark, 

'Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Doctor's  Clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  Nerijfa%  Ring,  [Exeunt. 

Vol.  II.  K 
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and  partly  in  the  Fore  ft  of  Arden. 



CM 

m 
%&}&  }&MmMM%i$&M%&mw% 

As  you  Like  it. 
ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE    an  Orchard. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam, 

ORLANDO. 

S  I  remember,  j4dam>  it  was  upon  this  Faftii- 

on  bequeathed  me  by  Will,  but  a  poorThou- 
fand  Crowns,  and,    as  thou  fay'ft,   charged 
my  Brother  on  his  Blefling  to  breed  me  well; 
and  there  begins  my  Sadnefs:   My  Brother 

Jaques  he  keeps  at  School,  and  Report  ("peaks 
goldenly  of  his  Profit  ,•  for  my  part  he  keeps  me  ruftica-Jy 
at  home,  or,  to  fpeak  more  properly,  (lays  me  here  at  home 
unkept ;  for  call  you  that  Keeping  for  a  Gentleman  of  my 
Birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  Stalling  of  an  Ox?    His 
Horfes  are  bred  better,  for  befides  that  they  are  fair  with 
their  Feeding,  they  are  taught  their  Manage,  and  to  that  end 
Riders  dearly  hired  :   But  I,  hi*  Brother,  gain  nothing  un- 

der himbutgrowrh,  for  the  which  his  Animals  on  h's  Dung- 
hills are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I.     Befides  this  Nothing 

that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  Something  that  Narure 
gave  me,  his  Countenance  feems  to  take  from  me.     He  lets 
me  feed  with  his  Hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  Brother,  and 
as  much  as  in  him  lyes,  mines  my  Gentility  with  my  Edu- 

cation.    This  is  it,  Adamy  that  grieves  me,  and  the  Spirit 
of  my  Father,  which  I  think  is  within  me,  begins  to  mutiny 

K  3 
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againfl:  this  fervitude.     I  will  no  longer  endure  it,  tho*  yet 
I  know  no  wife  Remedy  how  to  avoid  it; 

Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  Mifter,  your  Brother. 
Or  la.  Go  apart,  Adamy  and  thou  (halt  hear  how  he  will 

fhake  me  up. 
OIL  Now,  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 
Orla.  Nothing :  I  am  not  taughf  to  make  any  thing. 
OIL  What  mar  you  then,  Sir? 
Orla.  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which 

God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  Brother  of  yours,  with  Idlc- 
aefs. 

OIL  Marry,  Sir,  be  better  employ'd,  and  be  naught  a while. 

Orla.  Shall  I  keep  your  Hogs,  and  eat  Husks  with  them? 
What  Prodigal  Portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I  mould  come  to 
fuch  Penury? 

OIL  Know  you  where  you  are,  Sir? 
Orla.  O,  Sir,  very  well;  here  in  your  Orchard. 
OIL  Know  you  before  whom,  Sir? 
Orla.  Ay,  better  than  him  I  am  before  knows  me.  I 

know  you  are  my  eldeft  Brother,  and  in  the  gentle  Condi- 
tion of  Blood  you  mould  fo  know  me  :  The  Courtefie  of 

Nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  Firft  Born  ; 
but  the  fame  Tradition  takes  not  away  my  Blood,  were  there 
twenty  Brothers  betwixt  us;  I  have  as  much  of  my  Father 
in  me,  as  you;  albeit,  I  confefs  your  coming  before  me  is 
nearer  to  his  Reverence. 

OIL  What  Boy ! 
Orla.  Come,  come,  elder  Brother,  you  arc  too  young 

in  this. 

OIL  Wilt  thou  lay  Hands  on  me,  Villain? 
Orla.  I  am  no  Villain  :  I  am  the  Youngeft  Son  of  Sir 

Rowland  de  Boys ;  he  was  my  Father,  and  he  is  thrice  a 
Villain  that  fays  fuch  a  Father  begot  Villains.  Wert  thou  not 
my  Brother,  I  would  not  take  this  Hand  from  thy  Throat, 

•till  this  other  had  pull'd  out  thy  Tongue  for  faying  fo;  thou 
haft  raird  on  thy  felf. 

Adam.  Sweet  Mafter,  be  patient,  for  your  Father's  Re- membrance, be  at  Accord. 
OIL  Let  me  go,  I  fay. 

Orla. 
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Or l*.  I  will  not  'till  I  pleafe :  You  Hull  hear  me.  My  Fa- 
ther charg'd  you  in  his  Will  to  give  me  good  Education : 

You  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  Peafant,  obfcuring  and  hiding 
from  me  all  Gentkman-like  Qualities ;  the  Spirit  of  my  Fa- 

ther grows  ftrong  in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it : 
Therefore  allow  me  fuch  Exercifes  as  may  become  a  Gentle- 

man, or  give  me  the  poor  Allottery  my  Father  left  me  by 
Teilament,  with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  Fortunes. 

Oli.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg  when  that  is  fpent? 
Well,  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with 
you  :  You  ihall  have  fome  part  of  your  Will,  I  pray  you 
leave  me. 

Orla.  I  will  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes  me  for 

my  good. 
Oli.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  Dog. 
Adam.  Is  old  Dog  my  Reward?  Mofttrue,  I  have  loft 

my  Teeth  in  your  Service:  God  bewihmy  old  Mafter,  he 
would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word.       [Exit  Orl.  and  Adam. 

Oli.  Is  it  even  fo?  Begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ?  I  will 
Phyfick  your  Ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand  Crowns 
neither.     Holla,  Dennis  ! 

Enter  Dennis. 

Den.  Calls  your  Worfhip  ? 

Oli.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  Wreftlcr,  here  to  fpeak with  me? 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  impor- 
tunes accefs  to  you. 

Oli.  Call  him  in  ;  'twill  be  a  good  way ;  and  to  morrow 
the  Wreftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Char.  Good  morrow  to  your  Worfliip. 

Oli.  Good  Monfieur  Charles,  what's  the  new  News  at the  new  Court? 

Char.  There's  no  News  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the  old 
News;  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  baniih'd  by  his  younger Brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  loving  Lords  have 
put  themfelves  into  a  voluntary  Exile  with  him,  whofe 
Lands  and  Revenues  enrich  the  new  Duke,  therefore  he  gives 
them  good  leave  to  wander. 

Oli.  Can  you  tell  if  Rofalind,  the  Duke's  Daughter,  be 
baniih'd  with  her  Father} 

K  4.  Cha. 
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Cha.  O  no ;  for  the  Duke's  Daughter  her  Coufin  fo  loves 
her,  being  ever  from  their  Cradles  bred  together,  that  (he 
would  have  followed  their  Exile,  or  have  died  to  flay  be- 

hind her;  (he  is  at  the  Court,  and  no  lefs  beloved  of  her 

Unklc,  than  his  own  Daughter,  and  never  two  Ladies  loved 
as  they  do. 

OIL  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Cha.  They  fay  he  is  already  in  the  Foreft  of  Arden,  and 
a  many  merry  Men  with  him ;  and  there  they  live  like  the 

old  Robin  Hood  of  England',  they  fay  many  young  Gentle- 
men flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fket  the  time  carelefly  as 

they  did  in  the  golden  World, 
OIL  What,  you  wreftle  to  morrow  before  the  new  Duke? 
Cha.  Marry  do  I,  Sir,  and  I  come  to  acquaint  you  with 

a  matter :  I  am  given,  Sir,  fecretly  to  understand,  that  your 
younger  Brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofition  to  come  in 

difguis'd  againft  me  to  try  a  Fall;  to  morrow,  Sir,  I  wreftle 
for  my  Credit,  and  he  that  efcapes  me  without  fome  broken 
Limb,  (hall  acquit  him  well;  your  Brother  is  but  young 
and  tender,  and  for  your  love  I  would  be  loath  to  foil  him, 
as  I  muft  for  mine  own  Honour  if  he  come  in  ;  therefore 

out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  with- 
al, that  either  you  might  ftay  him  from  his  intendment,  or 

brook  fuch  Difgrace  well  as  he  fhall  run  into,  in  that  it  is  a 
thing  of  his  own  fearch,  and  altogether  againft  my  will. 

OIL  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Love  to  me,  which 
thou  (halt  find  I  will  mod  kindly  requite:  I  had  my  felf 

notice  of  my  Brother's  purpofe  herein,  and  have  by  under- 
hand means  laboured  to  difluade  him  from  it;  but  he  is 

refolute.  I  tell  thee,  Charles,  he  is  the  ftubborneft  young 
FeJow  of  France,  full  of  Ambition,  an  envious  Emulator  of 

every  Man's  good  Parts,  a  fecret  and  villanous  Contriver 
againft  me  his  natural  Brother;  and  therefore  ufe  thy  Dif- 
cretion,  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his  Neck  as  his  Finger. 

And  tnou  wert  beft  look  to't;  for  if  thou  doft  him  any 
flight  Difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  himfelf  on 
thee,  he  will  practice  againft  thee  by  Poifon,  to  entrap 

thee  by  fome  treacherous  Device,  and  never  leave  thee  'till 
he  hath  ta'en  thy  Life  by  fome  indirect  means  or  other :  For 
I  affjre  thee,  and  almoft  with  Tears  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  not 

one  fo  young  and  fo  villanous  this  day  living.     I  fpeak  but brotherly 
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brotherly  of  him;  but  fhould  I  Anatomize  him  to  thee,  as 
he  is,  I  mud  blufti  and  weep,  and  thou  rauft  look  pale 
and  wonder. 

Cha*  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you :  If  he  come 

to  morrow,  I'll  give  him  his  Payment;  if  ever  he  go  alone 
again,  I'll  never  wreftie  for  Prize  more ;  and  fo  God  keep 
your  Worfhip.  [Exit. 

OIL  Farewel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftir  this  (Same- 
fter :  I  hope  I  mall  fee  an  end  of  him,  for  my  SouJ,  yet  I 

know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than  he;  yet  he's  gentle, 
never  fchoord,  and  yet  learned,  full  of  noble  Device,  of 
all  forts  enchantingly  beloved,  and  indeed  fo  much  the  Heart 
of  the  World,  and  efpecially  of  my  own  People,  who  beft 
know  him,  that  I  am  altogether  mifprifed;  but  it  ftiall  not 
be  fo  long,  this  Wreftler  ihall  clear  all :  Nothing  remains, 

but  that  I  kindle  the  Boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about. 

[Exit. 
SCENE    II.      The  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

CeL  I  pray  thee,  Rofalindy  fweet  my  Coz,  be  merry. 

'  Rof.  Dear  Celia,  I  mow  more  Mirth  than  I  am  Miftrefs 
of,  and  would  you  yet  were  merrier ;  unlefs  you  could  teach 

me  to  forget  a  banifh'd  Father,  you  muft  nor  learn  me  how 
to  remember  my  extraordinary  Pleafure. 

CeL  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the  full  weight 
that  I  love  thee;  if  my  Unkle,  thy  banifhed  Father,  had 
banifhed  thy  Unkle,  the  Duke  my  Father,  fo  thou  hadfl: 
been  ftill  with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my  Love  to  take 

thy  Father  for  mine;  fo  would'ft  thou,  if  the  truth  of 
thy  Love  to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  temper'd,  as  mine  is  to thee, 

Rof.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  Condition  of  my  Eflate,  to 
rejoyce  in  yours. 

CeL  You  know  my  Father  hath  no  Child  but  I,  nor  none 
is  like  to  have,  and  truly  when  he  dies,  thou  (halt  be  his 
Heir;  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  Father  per- 

force, I  will  render  thee  again  in  Affection ;  by  mine  Ho- 
nour I  will,  and  when  I  break  that  Oaths  let  me  turn  Mon- 

fter:  Therefore,  my  fweet  Rofe>  my  dear  Rofc,  be  merry. 

Rof. 
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Rof.  From  henceforel  will,  Coz,  and  devife  Sports:  Let 

me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  Love*? 
CeL  Marry,  I  prethee  do,  to  make  Sport  withal  5  but 

love  no  Man  in  good  earntft,  nor  no  furtherin  Sport  neither, 
than  with  fafety  of  a  pure  blufti  thou  may  ft  in  Honour  come 
off  again. 

Rof  What  (ball  be  the  Sport  then? 
CeL  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  Houfewife  Fortune 

from  her  Wheel,  that  her  Gifts  may  henceforth  be  beftowed 
equally. 

Rof  I  would  we  could  do  fo;  for  her  Benefits  are  migh» 
tily  mifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  Woman  doth  moil 
miftake  in  her  Gifts  to  Women. 

CeL  *Tis  true,  for  thofe  that  fhe  makes  honeft,  (he  makes 
very  ill-favourcdly. 

Rof  Nay,  now  thou  goeft  from  Fortune's  Office  to  Na- 
tures :  Fortune  reigns  in  Gifts  of  the  World,  not  in  the 

Lineaments  of  Nature. 
Enter  Clown. 

CeL  No ;  when  Nature  hath  made  a  fair  Creature,  may 

flie  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  Fire  ?  Tho'  Nature  hath  gi- 
ven us  Wit  to  flout  at  Fortune,  hath  not  Fortune  fent  in  this 

Fool  to  cut  off  this  Argument  ? 
Rof.  Indeed,  Fortune  is  there  too  hard  for  Nature,  when 

Fortune  makes  Nature's  Natural,  the  cutter  off  of  Nature's 
Wit. 

CeL  Peradventure  this  is  not  Fortune's  Work  neither,  but 
Nature's,  who  perceiving  our  natural  Wits  too  dull  to  reafon 
of  fuch  Goddefles,  hath  fent  this  Natural  for  our  Whet- 
ftone:  For  always  the  Dulnefs  of  the  Fool,  is  the  Whetftone 
of  the  Wits.     How  now,  whither  wander  you? 

Go,  Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  Father. 
CeL  Were  you  made  the  Meffenger  ?  (you. 
Go.  No  by  mine  Honour,  but  I  was  bid  to  come  for 
Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  Oath,  Fool  ? 
Go.  Of  a  certain  Knight,  that  fwore  by  his  Honour 

they  were  good  Pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  Honour  the 

Muftard  was  naught :  Now  I'll  ftand  to  it,  the  Pancakes 
were  naught,  and  the  Muftard  was  good,  and  yet  was  not 
the  Knight  forfworn, 

t  Cek 
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CeL  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  Heap  of  your  Know- 

ledge? 
Rof.  Ay  marry,  now  unmuzzle  your  Wifdom. 
Clo.  Stand  you  both  forth  now;  ftroke  your  Chins,  and 

fwear  by  your  Beards  that  I  am  a  Knave. 
CeL  By  our  Beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 
Clo.  By  my  Knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were;  but  if  you 

fwear  by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not  forfwom  ;  no  more 
was  this  Knight  fwearing  by  his  Honour,  for  he  never  had 
any;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fworn  it  away,  before  ever  hefaw 
thofe  Pancakes,  or  that  Muftard. 

CeL  Prethee,  who  is  that  thou  mean'ft  ? 
Clo.  One  that  old  Frtdrickjyouv  Father  loves. 

Rof  My  Father's  Love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough  ; 
fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for  Taxation  one 
of  thefe  Days. 

Clo.  The  more  pity  that  Fools  may  not  fpeak  wifely,  what 
wife  Men  do  fooliihly. 

CeL  By  my  Troth  thou  fay'ft  true ;  for  fince  the  little 
Wit  that  Fools  have  was  filene'd,  the  little  Foolery  that 
wife  Men  have  makes  a  great  Shew :  Here  comes  Monfieur 
Le  Ben. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rof.  With  his  Mouth  full  of  News. 
CeL  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  Pigeons  feed  their 

(Young. 

Rof.  Then  (hall  we  be  News-cram'd. 
CeL  All  the  better,  we  (hall  be  the  more  marketable. 

Bon- jour  Monfieur  le  Beu,  what  News? 
Le  Ben.  Fair  Princefs, 

You  have  loft  much  Sport. 
CeL  Sport ;  of  what  Colour? 
Le  Beu.  What  Colour,  Madam  ?  How  (hall  I  anfwer 

you? 
Rof.  As  Wit  and  Fortune  wilL 
Clo.  Or  as  the  Deftinies  decrees. 
QL  Well  faid,  that  was  laid  on  with  a  Trowel. 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  Rank-— 
Rof.  Thou  lofeft  thy  old  Smell. 
Le  Beu.  You  amafe  me,  Ladies :  I  would  have  told  you 

of  good  Wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  Sight  of.  ' 
Rof. 
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Rof  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  Wreftling. 
Le  Ben.  I  will  tell  you  the  Beginning,  and  if  it  pleafe 

your  Ladyihips,  you  may  fee  the  End,  for  the  beftis  yet  to 
do,  and  here  where  you  are,,  they  are  coming  to  perform 
it. 

Cel.  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 
Le  Ben.  There  comes  an  old  Man  and  his  three  Sons. 

Cel.  I  would  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  Tale. 
Le  Ben.  Three  proper  young  Men  of  excellent  Growth 

and  Prefence. 

Rof  With  Bills  on  their  Necks:  Be  it  known  unto  all 
Men  by  thefe  Prefents. 

Le  Beu.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  wreftled  with  Charles 

the  Duke's  Wreftler,  which  Charles  in  a  Moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  Ribs,  that  there  is  little  Hope 

of  Life  in  him :  So  he  ferv'd  the  fecohd,  and  fo  the  third  i 
Yonder  they  lye,  the  poor  old  Man  their  Father,  making 
fuch  pitiful  Dole  over  them,  that  all  the  Beholders  take  his 
Part  with  weeping. 

Rof.  Alas. 
Clo.  But  what  is  the  Sport,  Monfieur,  that  the  Ladies  have 

loft? 

Le  Ben.  Why  this  is  that  I  fpeak  of. 
Clo.  Thus  Men  grow  wifer  every  Day.  It  is  the  firft 

time  that  ever  I  heard  of  breaking  of  Ribs  was  Sport  for 
Ladies. 

CcL  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 
Rof  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  this  broken  Mu- 

fick  in  his  Sides?  Is  there  yet  another  doats  upon  Rib-break- 
ing? Shall  we  fee  this  wreftling,  Coufin? 

Le  Ben.  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here,  for  here  is  the  Place 
appointed  for  wreftling,  and  they  are  ready  to  perform 
it. 

Cel.  Yonder  fure  they  are  coming:  Let  us  now  ftay  and 
fee  it. 

Flour ijh.     Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando,  Charles, 
and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Come  on,  fince  the  Youth  will  not  be  entreated, 
His  own  Peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 

Rof  Is  yonder  the  Man? 
Le 
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Le  Beu.  Even  he,  Madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young;  yet  he  looks  fuccefsfully. 

Duke.  How  now,  Daughter  andCoufin; 

Are  you  crept  hither  to  fee  the  Wreftling  ? 

Rof  Ay,  my  Liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 
Duke.  You  will  take  little  Delight  in  it,  I  can  tell  you, 

there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  Man:  In  Pity  of  the  Challenger's 
Youth,  I  would  fain  difluade  him,  but  he  will  not  be  en- 

treated. Speak  to  him,  Ladies,  fee  if  you  can  move  him. 
Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  £*&w. 

Duke.  Do  fo;  I'll  not  be  by. 
Le  Beu.  Monfieur  the  Challenger,  the  Princefs  calls  for 

you. Or  la.  I  attend  her  with  all  Refpe6r,  and  Duty. 

Rof.  Young  Man,  have  you  challenged  Charles  the  Wreft- ler? 
Orla.  No,  fair  Princefs ;  he  is  the  general  Challenger,  I 

come  but  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  Strength  of  my 
Youth. 

Cel.  Young  Gentleman,  your  Spirits  are  too  bold  for  your 

Years :  You  have  feen  cruel  Proof  of  this  Man's  Strength.  If 
you  faw  your  felf  with  your  Eyes,  or  knew  your  felf  with 

your  Judgment,  the  fear  of  your  Adventure  would  coun- 
sel you  to  a  more  equal  Enterprife.  We  pray  you  for  your 

own  Sake  to  embrace  your  own  Safety,  and  give  over  this 
Attempt. 

Rof.  Do,  young  Sir,  your  Reputation  fhall  not  therefore 
be  mifprifed;  we  will  make  it  our  Suit  to  the  Duke,  that 
the  Wreftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orla.  I  befeech  you  punifh  me  not  with  your  hard 
Thoughts,  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty  to  deny  fo 
fair  and  excellent  Ladies  any  thing  :  But  let  your  fair  Eyes 
and  gentle  Willies  go  with  me  to  my  Trial,  wherein  if  I 

be  foil'd,  there  is  but  one  fham'd  that  was  never  Gracious; 
if  kill'd,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  fo:  I  (hall  do 
my  Friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  lament  me ;  the 
the  World  no  Injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing;  only  in  the 

World  I  fill  up  a  Place,  which  may  be  better  fupply'd  when 
I  have  made  it  empty. 

Rof.  The  little  Strength  I  havea  I  would  it  were  with 

you. Cel.  And  mine  to  eek  out  hers. 

Rof. 
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Rof.  Fare  you  well;  pray  Heav'n  I  be  deceiv'd  in  you.' 
Cel.  Your  Heart's  Defires  be  with  you. 
Char.  Come,  where  is  this  young  Gallant,  that  is  Co  de- 

firoiis  to  lye  with  his  Mother  Earth? 
Orla.  Ready  Sir,  but  his  Will  hath  in  it  a  more  modeft 

working. 

Duke.  You  fliall  try  but  one  Fall. 
Char.  No,  I  warrant  your  Grace  you  (hall  not  entreat 

him  to  a  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded  him  from 
afirft. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after ;  you  mould  not  have 
mock:  before ;  but  come  your  ways. 

Rof.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpccd9  young  Man. 
Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  Fel- 

low by  the  Leg.  [TheyWrefile. 
Rof  Oh  excellent  young  Man. 
Cel.  If  I  had  a  Thunderbolt  in  mine  Eye,  I  can  tell 

who  (hould  down.  [Shout* 
Duke.  No  more,  no  more.  [Charles  is  thrown. 
Orla.  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace,  I  am  not  yet  well 

breathed. 

Duke.  How  do'ftthou,  Charles* 
Le  Beu.  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Bear  him  away. 

What  is  thy  Name,  young  Man  ? 

OrU.  Orlando,  my  Liege,  the  youngeft  Son  of  Sir  Row- 
land de  Boys. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  hadft  been  Son  to  fome  Man  elfe; 

The  World  cfteem'd  thy  Father  honourable, 
Bur  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  Enemy: 

Thou  fhould'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  Deed, Hadft  thou  defcended  from  another  Houfe. 

But  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  Youth, 
I  would  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  Father. 

[Exit  Duk$. 
Cel.  Were  I  my  Father,  Coz,  would  I  do  this  f 
Orla.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowlands  Son, 

His  youngeft  Son,  and  would  not  change  that  Calling 
To  be  adopted  Heir  to  Frederick? 

Rof.  My  Father  lov'd  Sis  Rowland  as  his  Soul, 
And  all  the  World  was  of  my  Father's  Mind.* 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  Man  his  Son,  I 
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I  ftiould  have  given  him  Tears  unto  Entreaties, 
E'er  he  mould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

CeL  Gentle  Coufin, 

Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him ; 

My  Father's  rough  and  envious  Difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  Heart.  Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd, 
If  you  do  keep  your  Promifes  in  Love, 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  Promife, 
Your  Miftrefs  ftiall  be  happy; 

Rof.  Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me ;  one  out  of  Suits  with  Fortune, 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  Hand  lacks  Means, 
Shall  we  go,  Coz? 

CeL  Ay ;  fare  you  well,  fair  Gentleman. 
Orla.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you?  My  better  Parts 

Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  here  ftands  up 
Is  but  a  Quintine,  a  more  livelefs  Block. 

Rof.  He  calls  us  back:  my  Pride  fell  with  my  Fortunes, 

I'll  ask  him  what  he  would.  Did  you  call  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  Enemies. 

CeL  Will  you  go,  Coz  ? 
Rof.  Have  with  you:  fare  you  well.   [Ex.  Rof.  and  CeL 
Orla.  What  Paflion  hangs  thefe  Weights  upon  my  Tongue? 

I  cannot  fpeak  to  her;  yet  fhe  urg'd  Conference. Enter  Le  Beu. 
O  poor  Orlando  !  thou  art  overthrown 
Or  Charles,  or  fomerhing  weaker  matters  thee. 

Le  Ben.  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  Friendfhip  counfel  you 
To  leave  this  Place  :  Albeit  you  have  defervM 
High  Commendation,  true  Applaufe,  and  Love ; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  Condition, 
That  he  mifconfters  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous ;  what  he  is  indeed 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Orla.  I  thank  you  Sir,  and  pray  you  tell  me  this, 
Which  of  thefe  two  was  Daughter  to  the  Duke, 
That  here  was  at  the  Wreftling? 

Le  Beu.  Neither  his  Daughter,  if  we  judge  by  Manners, 
But  yet  indeed  the  taller  is  his  Daughter; 
The  other  is  Daughter  to  the  baniuVd  Duke, 

And 
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And  here  detain'd  by  her  ufurping  Uncle* 
To  keep  his  Daughter  Company,  whofe  Loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  Bond  of  Sifters: 

But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 

Hath  ta'en  Difpleafure  'gainft  his  gentle  Neice, 
Grounded  upon  no  other  Argument, 
But  that  the  People  praife  her  for  her  Virtues, 

And  pity  her  for  her  good  Father's  fake; 
And  on  my  Life  his  Malice  'gainft  the  Lady 
Will  fuddenly  break  forth.  Sir,  fare  you  well, 
Hereafter  in  a  better  World  than  this, 
I  mail  defire  more  Love  and  Knowledge  of  you.       {Exit* 

Orla.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you :   Fare  you  well ! 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  Smoke  into  the  Smother; 

From  Tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  Tyrant  Brother  .• 
But  heavily  R$falind !  [Exit. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Cclia  ̂ WRofalind. 

Cel.  Why  Coufin,  why  Rofalwd;  Cupid  have  Mercy;  not 
a  word ! 

Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  Dog, 
Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft  away  upon 

Curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me ;  come,  lame  me  with  Rea- 
fons. 

Rof.  Then  there  were  two  Coufins  laid  up,  when  the  one 

mould  be  lam'd  with  Reafons,  and  the  other  mad  without 
any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  Father? 

Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  Child's  Father.  Oh  how 
full  of  Briers  is  this  working-Day-world. 

Cel.  They  are  but  Burs,  Coufin,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
Holiday  Foolery;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  Paths,  our 
very  Petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Rofo  I  could  make  them  off  my  Coat;  thefe  Burs  are  in 
my  Heart. 

Cel.  Hem  them  away. 

Rof.   I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry  Hem,  and  have  him." 
Cel.  Come,  come,  wreftle  with  thy  Affections 

Rof. 
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Rof.  O  they  take  the  Part  of  a  better  Wreftler  than  my ftlf.  .       . 

Cel.  O,  a  good  Wifli  upon  you;  you  will  try  in  time  in 

defpightof  a  Fall;  but  turning  thefe  Jeftsout  of  Service,  let 

us  talk  in  good  earned  :  Is  it  poflible  on  fuch  a  fudden  you 

ihould  fall  into  fo  ftrange  a  liking  with  old  Sir  Rowlands 
youngeft  Son? 

Rof  The  Duke  my  Father  lov'd  his  Father  dearly. 
Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  ihould  love  his  Son 

dearly  ?  By  this  kind  of  Chafe  I  Ihould  hate  him,  for  my 

Father  hated  his  Father  dearly;  yet  I  hate  not  Orlando. 

Rof  No  Faith,  hate  him  not  for  my  Sake. 

Cel.  Why  ftiould  I  not?  Doth  not  he  defervc  well? Enter  Duke  with  Lords. 

Rof  Let  me  love  him  for  that,  and  do  you  love  him, 
Becaufe  I  do.     Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Cel.  With  his  Eyes  full  of  Anger. 

Duke.  Miftrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafefl  hafte, 
And  get  you  from  our  Court. 

Rof.  Me,  Uncle ! 
Duke.  You,  Coufin. 

Within  thefe  ten  Days  if  that  thou  beeft  found 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  twenty  Miles, 
Thou  dieft  for  it. 

Rof  I  do  befeech  your  Grace 
Let  me  the  Knowledge  of  my  Fault  bear  with  me  ; 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  Intelligence, 
Or  have  Acquaintance  with  my  own  Defires, 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
As  I  do  truft  I  am  nor,  then  dear  Uncle, 

Never  fo  much  as  in  a  Thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  Traitors, 
If  their  Purgation  did  confift  in  Words^ 
They  are  as  innocent  as  Grace  it  felf; 
Let  it  fuffice  thee  that  I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof  Yet  your  Miftruft  can  not  make  me  a  Traitor; 
Tell  me  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  Father's  Daughter,  there's  enough.1 
Rof.  So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  Dukedom,1 

So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  baniuYd  him; 
Vol.  II.  L  Treafon 
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Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  Lord, 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  Friends, 

What's  that  to  me,  my  Father  was  no  Traitor: 
Then  good  my  Liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much, 
To  think  my  Poverty  is  treacherous. 

CeL  Dear  Soveraign  hear  me  (peak. 
Duke.  Ay  Celia,  we  ftaid  her  for  your  fake, 

Elfe  had  (he  wuh  her  Father  rang'd  along. 
CeL  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  ftay; 

I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her, 
But  now  I  know  her;  if  fhe  be  a  Traitor, 
Why  fo  am  I;  we  ftill  have  flept  together, 

Rofe  at  an  Inftant,  learn'd,  plaid,  eat  together, 
And  wherefoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled  and  infeparabie. 

Duke,  She  is  too  fubtile  for  thee,  and  her  Smoothnefs, 
Her  very  Silence,  and  her  Patience, 
Speak  to  the  People,  and  they  pity  her : 
Thou  art  a  Fool,  fhe  robs  thee  of  thy  Name, 
And  thou  wilt  fhow  more  bright,  and  feem  more  virtuous 
When  fhe  is  gone;  then  open  not  thy  Lips, 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  Doom, 

Which  I  have  paft  upon  her ;  me  is  banifh'd. 
CeL  Pronounce  that  Sentence  then  on  me,  my  Liege, 

I  cannot  live  out  of  her  Company. 
Duke.  You  are  a  Fool;  you  Neice  provide  your  felf, 

If  you  out-flay  the  time,  upon  mine  Honour, 
And  in  the  Greatnefs  of  my  Word,  you  die. 

\Exit  Duke,  (frc. 

CeL  O  my  poor  Rofalind,  whither  wilt  thou  go? 
Wilt  thou  change  Fathers?  I  will  give  thee  mine: 

I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I  am. 
Rofl  I  have  more  Caufe. 
CeL  Thou  haft  not,  Coufin, 

Prethee  be  cheerful;  know'ft  thou  not  the  Duke 
Hath  baniuVd  me  his  Daughter  ? 

Rof.  That  he  hath  not. 
CeL  No,  hath  not?  RofalindhcVs  then  the  Love 

Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  pne: 
Shall  we  be  fundred  ?  Shall  we  part,  fweet  Girl? 
No,  let  my  Father  feek  another  Heir. 

Therefore 
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Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  may  fly, 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us, 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  Charge  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  Griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out : 

For  by  this  Heav'n,  now  at  our  Sorrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  canft,  Til  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof.  Why,  whither  mail  -we  go  \ 
CeL  To  feek  my  Uncle  in  the  Foreft  of  Arden* 
Rof  Alas,  what  Danger  will  it  be  to  us, 

Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far ! 
Beauty  provoketh  Thieves  fooner  than  Gold. 

CeL  I'll  put  my  felf  in  poor  and  mean  Attire, 
And  with  a  kind  of  Umber  fmutch  my  Face, 
The  like  do  you,  fo  (hall  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  ftir  AfTailants. 

Rof.  Were  it  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  Points  like  a  Man; 

A  gallant  Curtelax  upon  my  Thigh, 
A  Bore-fpear  in  my  Hand,  and  in  my  Heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  Woman's  Fear  there  will; 
We'll  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  martial  Outfide, 
As  many  other  manniih  Cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  Semblances. 

CeL  What  (hall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  Man  ? 

Rof.  I'll  have  no  worfe  a  Name  than  Jove's  own  Page, 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Ganimedi 

But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? 
CeL  Something  that  hath  a  Reference  to  my  State : 

No  longer  Celia,  but  Alien*. 
Rof.  But  Coufin,  what  if  we  affaid  to  (leal 

The  clownifh  Fool  out  of  your  Father's  Court : Would  he  not  be  a  Comfort  to  our  Travel  1 

CeL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  World  with  me, 
Leave  me  alone  t6  woo  him;  let's  away, 
And  get  our  Jewels  and  our  Wealth  together; 
Devife  the  fittefjk  time,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  from  Purfuit  that  will  be  made 

After  my  Flight:  Now  go  we  in  Content 
To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Banilhrnent.  \_ExsHnt* 

Li  ACT 
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ACT   II.     SCENE    L 

SCENES  Foreft. 

Enter  Duke  Senior ,  Amiens,  <*W  m>0  or  thee  Lords 
like  Forcfters. 

Duke  feVTOW  my  Co-mates,  and  Brothers  in  Exile* 
JlN   Hath  not  old  Cuftom  made  this  Life  more 

fweet 

Than  that  of  painted  Pomp  ?  Are  not  thefe  Woods 
More  free  from  Peri]  than  the  envious  Court  ? 

Here  feel  we  not  the  Penalty  of  Adam, 

The  Seafon's  Difference,  as  the  Icie  phang 
And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  Winter's  Wind; 
Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  Body, 

Even  'till  I  fhrink  with  Cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay, 
JThjsjs  no  Flattery :  Thefe  are  Counfellors 

That  feelingly  perfuadejne  wnatT  anfT^ 
~Sweefare"~trie  Ufes  of "AdveriityT~ 
Which  like  the  Toad,  ugly  and  venemous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  Jewel  in  his  Head: 
And  this  our  Life  exempt  from  publick  Haunt, 
Finds  Tongues  in  Trees,  Books  in  the  running  Brooks* 
Sermons  in  Stones,  and  Good  in  every  thing. 

Amien.  I  would  not  change  it ;  happy  is  your  Grace 
That  can  tranflate  the  Stubbornnefs  of  Fortune 

Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  Style. 
Duke  Sen.  Come,  mail  we  go  and  kill  us  Venifon? 

And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dapled  Fools, 
Being  native  Burghers  of  this  defart  City, 
Should  in  their  own  Confines  with  forked  Heads, 

Have  their  round  Haunches  goar'd. 
i  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 

The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that, 
And  in  that  kind  (wears  you  do  more  ufurp, 
Than  doth  your  Brother  that  hath  baniuVd  you  s 
To  Day  my  Lord  of  Amiens*  and  my  felf, 
Did  fteal  behind  him  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  Oak,  whofe  antick  Root  peeps  out 

Uponi 
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Upon  the  Brook  that  brawls  along  this  Wood, 
To  the  which  Place  a  poor  fequeftred  Stag 
That  from  the  HunterS~"Aim  had  ta'en  a  Hurt* 
Did  come  to  lanjmiuT;  and  indeed,  my  Lordp 

The  wretchedAnimal  heav'd  forth  fuch  Groans, 
That  their  Difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  Coat 
Almoft  to  burfting,  and  the  big  round  Tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  Nofe 
In  piteous  Chafe ;  and  thus  the  hairy  Fool, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholly  Jaques, 

Stood  on  th'  extreamefr.  Verge  of  the  fwift  Brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  Tears. 

Duke  Sen.  But  what  faid  Jaques\ 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  Spectacle? 

i  Lor  dm  O  yer,  into  a  thoufand  Similies.  \ 
Firft,  for  his  Weeping  ;nto  the  needlefs  Stream; 

Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  ma¥'ft  aTeftament 
As  Worldlings  do,  giving  thy_Sum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.   Then  being  alone, 
Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  Friends; 

3Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  Mifery  dothpart 
^TheFlux  of  Company ;"  Anon  a  careTelsHerd  \A 

Fuir^TthTPafture,  jumps  along  by  him,  cUf/UX- 
And  never  flays  to  greet  him:  Ay,  quoth  Jaques^ 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greazy  Citizens, 

*Tis  juft  the  Fafhion;  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  Bankrupt  there? 
Thus  mod:  inve&ively  he  pierceth  through 
The  Body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 
Yea,  and  through  this  our  Life,  fwearing  that  we 

Are  meer  Ufurpers,  Tyrants ;  and  what's  worfe, 
To  fright  the  Animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 

In  their  affign'd  and  native  dwelling  Place. 
Duke  Sen.   And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  Contemplation? 
2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 

Upon  the  fobbing  Deer. 
Duke  Sen.  Show  me  the  Place, 

I  lovejto^c^gejiim  in^hejeJl^ejTFks, 
For  then  JiejsjfuJljrfMatter. 

z  Lord.  I'll  bring  you  to  him  ftraight.  [Exeunt. 
L3  SCENE 
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SCENE    II.  The  Palace. 

Enter  Duke  with  Lords. 

Duke.  Can  it  be  poffible  that  no  Man  faw  them? 
It  cannot  be  ;  fome  Villains  of  my  Court 
Are  of  Confent  and  Sufferance  in  this. 

r   Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  Ladies,  her  Attendants  of  her  Chamber, 
Saw  her  abed,  and  in  the  Morning  early 

They  found  the  Bed  untreafur'd  of  their  Miftrefs. 
2  Lord.  My  Lord,  the  roynifh  Clown,  at  whom  fo  oft 

Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing  : 
Hifpcria,  the  Princefs  Gentlewoman, 

ConfeUes  that  fhe  fecretly  o'er-heard 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Coufin  much  commend 
The  Parts  and  Graces  of  the  Wrefller 

That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finowy  Chaxks, 
And  ihe  believes  where-ever  they  are  gone, 
That  Youth  is  furely  in  their  Company. 

Duke.  Send  to  his  Brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither, 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  Brother  to  me, 

I'll  make  him  find  him;  do  this  fuddenly, 
And  let  not  Search  and  Inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefe  foolifh  Runaways.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Oliver'*  Houfe. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

OrU.  Who's  there? 
Adam.  What  my  young  Matter,  oh  my  gentle  Matter, 

Oh  my  fweet  Matter,  O  you  Memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland*.  Why,  what  make  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous?  Why  do  People  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant? 
Wny  would  you  be  (o  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  Prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  Piaife  is  come  too  fwiftly  Home  before  you, 
Know  you  not,  Matter,  to  fome  kind  of  Men 
Their  Graces  ferve  them  but  as  Enemies; 

No 
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No  more  do  yours;  your  Virtues,  gentle  M after 
Are  fan&ified  and  holy  Traitors  to  you : 
Oh  what  a  World  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it ! 

Or  la.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
Adam.  O  unhappy  Youth, 

Come  not  within  thefe  Doors;  within  this  Roof 

The  Enemy  of  all  your  Graces  lives : 
Your  Brother   no,  no  Brother,  yet  the  Son, 
Yet  not  the  Son,  I  will  not  call  him  Son, 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  Father, 

Hath  heard  your  Praifes,  and  this  Night  he  means 
To  burn  the  Lodging  where  you  ufe  ta  lye, 
And  you  within  it;  if  he  fail  of  that 
He  will  have  other  Means  to  cut  you  off; 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  Practices: 
This  is  no  Place,  this  jhkmfe  is  but  a  Butchery; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orla.  Why,  whither  Adam  wouldft:  thou  have  me  go? 
Adam.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 
Orla.  What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my  Food, 

Or  with  a  bafe  and  boiftrous  Sword  enforce 

A  thievifh  living  on  the  common  Road? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can; 
I  rather  will  fubjed  me  to  the  Malice 
Of  a  diverted  Blood,  and  bloody  Brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo,  I  have  five  hundred  Crowns, 

The  thrifty  Hire  I  fav'd  under  your  Father, 
Which  I  did  ftore  to  be  my  foitcr  Nurfe, 
When  Service  fhould  in  my  old  Limbs  \y^  lame, 
And  unregarded  Age  in  Corners  thrown ; 
Take  that,  and  he  that  doth  the  Ravens  feed, 
Yea  providently  caters  for  the  Sparrow, 
Be  Comfort  to  my  Age;  here  is  the  Gold, 
All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  Servant, 

Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  frrong  and  lufty, For  in  my  Youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  Liquors  in  my  Blood, 
Nor  did  I  with  unbalhful  Forehead  woo 

^He  Means  of  Weaknefs  and  Debility; 
L  4  Therefore 
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Therefore  my  Age  is  as  a  tufty  Winter, 
Frofty,  but  kindly ;  let  me  go  with  you, 

I'll  do  the  Service  of  a  younger  Man 
In  all  your  Bufinefs  and  Necellities. 

Orla.  Oh  good  old  Man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  Service  of  the  antick  World; 
When  Service  fweat  for  Duty,  not  for  Need! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  Fafhion  of  thefe  times, 
tWhere  none  will  fweat,  but  for  Promotion, 
And  having  that,   do  choak  their  Service  up, 
Even  with  the  having ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee ; 

But  poor  old  Man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  Tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  BlofTom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  Pains  and  Husbandry ; 

But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together, 
And  e'er  we  have  thy  youthful  Wages  fpenr, 
We'll  light  upon  fome  fetled  low  Content. 

Adam.  Mafter  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  Iaft  Gafp  with  Truth  and  Loyalty. 
From  feventeen  Years  'till  now  almoil:  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  Years  many  their  Fortunes  fe^k9 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  Week; 
Yet  Fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 

Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  Matter's  Debter.       [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  I V.  The  Forejt. 

Enter  Rofalind  in  Boys  Cloaths  for  Ganimed,  Celia  drefi  like 
a  Shepherdefs  for  Aliena,  and  Clown. 

Rof.  O  Jupiter,  how  merry  are  my  Spirits  ? 
Clo.  I  care  not  for  my  Spirits,  if  my  Legs  were  not 

weary. 

Rof  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  difgrace  my  Man's  Ap- 
parel, and  cry  like  a  Woman ;  but  I  mull:  comfort  the  weak- 

er Veflel,  as  Doublet  and  Hofe  ought  to  (how  it  felf  Cou- 
rageous to  a  Petticoat ;  therefore  Courage,  good  Aliena. 

CeL  I  pray  you  bear  with  me,  I  can  go  no  further. 
Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than  bear 

you;  yet  I  fhould  bear  no  Crofs  if  I  did  bear  you,  for  I 
think  you  have  no  Mony  in  your  Purfe. 
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Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  Foreft  of  Arden. 
Clown.  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden^  the  more  Fool  I,  when 

I  was  at  home  I  was  in  a  better  Place;  but  Travellers  muft 
be  content. 

Enter  Corin  And  Silvius. 

Rof.  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchftone ;  look  you  who  comes 
here,  a  young  Man  and  an  old,  in  folemn  talk. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftill. 
SiL  O  Corin^  that  thou  kncw'ft  how  I  do  love  her. 

Cor.  I  partly  guefs,  for  I  have  lov'd  e'er  now. 
SiL  No  Conn,  being  old,  thou  can'ftnot  guefs, 

Tho'  in  thy  Youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  Lover, 
As  ever  fighjLuPon  a  Midnight  Pillow; 

But  it  thy  Love  wereJ  ever  like  tcTmine, As  lure  I  think  did  never  Man  love_  fq; 
How  many  Actions  molt  ridiculous 
Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  Fantafie? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

SiL  Oh  thou  didd  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartily  ; 
If  thou  remembreft  not  the  flighted  Folly 
That  ever  Love  did  make  thee  run  into, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd ; 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 

^WejLIYJng  jhy  Hearexin  thy  Miftrefs  Praife, 
.^Ihou  haftnot  loTcL 

OrutKou  haft  not  broke  from  Company, 
Abruptly  as  my  Paflion  now  makes  me, 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
0  Phebe>  Phebe,  Phebe.  [ExhSil. 

Rof.  Alas  poor  Shepherd !  fearching  of  thy  Wound, 
1  have  by  hard  Adventure  found  mine  own. 

Clo.  And  I  mine;  I  remember  when  I  was  in  Love,  I 

broke  my  Sword  upon  a  Stone,  and  bid  him  take  that  for 
coming  a  Nights  to  Jane  Smile ;  and  I  remember  the  Kif- 

fing  of  her  Batlet,  and  the  Cow's  Dugs  that  her  pretty 
chopt  Hands  had  milk'd  ;  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of  a 
Peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  Cods,  and 
giving  her  them  again,  faid  with  weeping  Tears,  wear  thefe 
for  my  fake;  we  that  are  true  Lovers  run  into  ftrange  Ca- 

pers ;  but  all  is  Mortal  in  Nature,  fo  is  all  Nature  in  Love, 
mortal  to  Folly.* 
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Rof.  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer  than  thou  art  ware  of. 
Clo.  Nay,  I  mall  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  Wit,  'till   I 

break  my  Shins  againft  it. 

Rof  Jove  I  Jove!  this  Shepherd's  Paffion Is  much  upon  my  Fafhion. 
Clo.  And  mine,  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with  me. 
CeL  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yond  Man, 

If  he  for  Gold  will  give  us  any  Food, 
I  faint  almoft  to  Death* 

Clo.  Holla ;  you  Clown. 

Rof.  Peace  Fool,  he's  not  thy  Kinfman. Cor.  Who  calls? 
Clo.  Your  Betters,  Sir. 
Cor.  Elfe  they  are  wretched. 
Rof*  Peace  I  fay ;  good  Even  to  you,  Friend. 
Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 
Rof.  I  prethee,  Shepherd,  if  that  Love  or  Gold 

Can  in  this  defert  Place  buy  Entertainment ; 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  our  felves,  and  feed ; 

Here's  a  young  Maid  with  Travel  much  opprefled, And  faints  for  Succour. 

Cor.  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her, 
And  wifh  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  Fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her ; 
But  I  am  a  Shepherd  to  another  Man, 
And  do  not  Iheer  the  Fleeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  Matter  is  of  churlifti  Difpofition, 

And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  Heav'n 
By  doing  Deeds  of  Hofpitality : 
Befides,  his  Coat,  his  Flocks,  and  Bounds  of  feed 

Are  now  on  Sale,  and  at  our  Sheep-coat  now, 
By  reafon  of  his  abfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on;  but  what  is,  come  fee, 
And  in  my  Voice  moll  welcome  mail  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he  that  (hall  buy  his  Flock  and  Pafture  ? 

Cor.  That  young  Swain  thai  you  faw  here  but  e'er  while, 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  Honefty, 
Buy  thou  the  Cottage,   Pafture,  and  the  Flock, 
And  thou  ftiait  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

CeL 
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Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  Wages; 

I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could 
Wafte  my  time  in  it. 

Qor.  Affuredly  the  thing  is  to  be  fold ; 
Go  with  me,  if  you  like  upon  Report, 
The  Soil,  the  Profit,  and  this  kind  of  Life, 

I  will  your  very  faithful  Feeder  be, 
And  buy  it  with  your  Gold  right  fuddenly.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  others. 

SONG. 

Vnder  the  greeenhood  Tree, 
Who  loves  to  lye  with  me% 

And  turn  his  merry  JVote, 

Vnto  the  fiveet  Bird*s  Throat ; 
Come  hither^  come  hither  ̂   come  hither ', 

Here  Jhall  he  fee  no  Enemy , 
But  Winter  and  rough  Weather. 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pretheee,  more. 
Ami.  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  Mounfieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  I  thank  it;  more,  I  prethee,  more, 

I  can  fuck  Melancholy  out  of  a  Song, 
As  a  Weazel  fucks  Eggs :  More,  I  prethee,  more. 

Ami.  My  Voice  is  rugged,  I  know  I  cannot  pleafe  you. 
Jaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me, 

I  do  defire  you  to  fing; 

Come,  come,  another  Stanzo:  Call  you 'em  Stanzo's  ? 
Ami.  What  you  will,  Mounfieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  Names,  they  owe  me  no- 

thing.   Will  you  fing  ? 
Ami.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  my  felf. 
Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  Man,  Til  thank  you; 

but  that  they  call  Complement  is  like  th'  Encounter  of  two 
Dog-Apes.  And  when  a  Man  thanks  me  heartily,  me- 
thinks  I  have  given  him  a  Penny,  and  he  renders  me  the 
beggarly  Thanks.  Come  fing,  and  you  that  will  not,  hold 
your  Tongues. 

Ami% 
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Ami.  Well,  Til  end  the  Song.  Sirs,  cover  the  while  5 

the  Duke  will  Dine  under  this  Tree;  he*hath  been  all  this 
day  to  look  you. 

Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him. 
He  is  too  difputable  for  my  Company  : 
I  think  of  as  many  Matters  as  he,  but  I  give 

Heav'n  thanks,  and  make  no  Boaft  of  them*     - 
Come,  warble,  come. 

SONG. 

Who  doth  Ambition  JJiun, 

And  loves  to  lye  i'th*  Sun, 
Seeking  the  Food  he  eats, 

And  pleas* d  with  what  he  gets ; 
Come  hither y  come  hither,  come  hither ; 

Here  foallyou  fee,  no  Enemy* 
But  Winter  and  rough  Weather, 

Jaq.  I'll  give  you  a  Verfe  to  this  Note, 
That  I  made  yefterday  in  defpight  of  my  Invention* 

Ami.  And  I'll  fing  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pafs, 
That  any  Man  turn  Afs  ; 
Leaving  his  Wealth  and  Eafe% 
Aftubborn  Will  to  pleafe, 

Ducdame,  Ducdame,  Ducdame; 
Here  jhall  he  fee,  grofs  Fools  as  he, 
And  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Ami.  What's  that  Ducdame  ? 

Jay.  'Tis  a  Greek  Invocation,  to  call  Fools  into  a  Circle. 
I'll  go  deep  if  I  can ;  if  I  cannot,  Til  rail  againft  all  the  Firft- 
born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke, 
His  Banquet  is  prepar'd.  [Extant. 

SCENE    VI. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  Mafter,  I  can  go  no  further: 
O  I  die  for  Food  !  Here  lye  I  down* And 
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And  meafure  out  my  Grave*     Farewel,  kind  Mafter. 

Orl.  Why  how  now,  Adam  I   no  greater  Heart  in  thee? 
Live  a  little,  comfort  a  little,  cheer  thy  felf  a  little. 
If  this  ungouth  Foreft  yield  any  thing  Savage, 
I  will  either  be  Food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  Food  to  thee: 
Thy  Conceit  is  nearer  Death,  than  thy  Powers. 
For  my  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  Death  a  while 

At  the  Arm's  end  :  I  will  be  here  with  thee  prefently, 
And  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat, 
I  will  give  thee  leave  to  die.     But  if  thou  dieft 
Before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  Labour; 

Well  faid,  thou  look'ft  cheerly. 
And  I'll  be  with  thee  qurekly  ;  yet  thou  Xit^i 
In  the  bleak  Air.     Come,  I  will  bear  thee 
To  fome  Shelter,  and  thou  malt  not  die 
For  lack  of  a  Dinner; 
If  there  live  any  thing  in  this  Defart. 
Cheerly,  good  Adam.  [Exeunt*. 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Duke  Sen.  and  Lords.  [A  Table  fet  out* 

Duke  Sen.  I  think  he  be  transform'd  into  a  Beaft, For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  Man. 

i  Lord.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence, 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  Song. 

Duke  Sen.  If  he,  compact  of  Jars,  grow  Mufical, 
We  mall  have  fhortly  Difcord  in  the  Spheres: 
Go  feek  him,  tell  him  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques. 
i  Lord.  He  faves  my  Labour  by  his  own  approach. 
Duke  Sen.  Why  how  now,  Monfieur,  what  a  Lifeisthir, 

That  your  poor  Friends  muft  woo  your  Company? 
What,  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  Fool,  a  Fool,  I  met  a  Fool  i'th'  Foreft, 
A  motley  Fool ;  a  miferable  World  ! 
As  I  do  live  by  Food,  I  met  a  Fool, 

Who  laid  him  down,  and  bask'd  him  in  the  Sun, 
And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 
In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  Fool, 
©ood  morrow,  FoqJ,  quoth  I :  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, Call 
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Call  me  not  Fool,  'till  Heav'n  hath  fent  me  Fortune  ; 
And  then  he  drew  a  Dial  from  his  Poak, 

And  looking  on  it,  with  lack-luftre  Eye, 
Says,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  Clock : 
Thus  we  may  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags : 

'Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 
And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven, 
And  fo  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe, 
And  then  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  Tale.     When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  Fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  Lungs  began  to  crow  like  Chanticleer, 
That  Fools  mould  be  fo  deep  contemplative  : 
And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intermiffion, 
An  hour  by  his  Dial.     O  noble  Fool, 

A  worthy  Fool.     Motley's  the  only  wear. Duke  Sen.  What  Fool  is  this  ? 

Jaq.  O  worthy  Fool;  one  that  hath  been  a  Courtier, 
And  fays,  if  Ladies  be  young  and  fair, 
They  have  the  Gift  to  know  it :  And  in  his  Brain, 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  Bisket 

After  a  Voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  places  cram'd With  Obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 

In  mangled  Forms.     O  that  I  were  a  Fool, 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  Coat. 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  (halt  have  one. 

Jac.  It  is  my  only  Suit, 
Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  Judgment* 
Of  all  Opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  Wife.     I  muft  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  Charter  as  the  Wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe,  for  fo  Fools  have; 
And  they  that  are  moft  gauled  with  my  Folly, 
They  moft  muft  Laugh:  And  why,  Sir,  muft  they  fo? 

The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  Parifh  Church,* 
He  that  a  Fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 

Doth  very  foolifli ly,  altho'  he  fmart. 
Seem  fenfelefs  of  the  Bob.     If  not, 

The  wife  Man's  Folly  is  Anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandring  Glances  of  a  Fool. 
Inveft  me  in  the  motley,  give  me  leave 

To 
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To  fpeak  my  Mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 

Cleanfe  the  foul  Body  of  th'infe&ed  World, 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  Medicine. 

Duke  Sen.  Fie  on  thee,  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft  do, 

Jaq.  What,  for  a  Counter,  would  I  do,  but  good  ? 
Duke  Sen.  Mod  mifchievous  foul  Sin,  in  chiding  Sin : 

For  thou  thy  felf  haft  been  a  Libertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifli  Sting  it  felf, 

And  all  th'  imboffed  Sores,  and  headed  Evils, 
That  thou  with  licenfe  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 

Would'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  World. 
Jaq.  Why  who  cries  out  on  Pride, 

That  can  therein  tax  any  private  Party : 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 

'Till  that  the  weary  very  means  do  ebb. 
What  Woman  in  the  City  do  I  name, 
When  that  I  fay  the  City  Woman  bears 
The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  Shoulders? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay  that  I  mean  her, 
When  fuch  a  one  as  fhe,  fuch  is  her  Neighbour? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  Function, 

That  fays  his  Bravery  is  not  on  my  coft, 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him,  but  therein  futes 
His  Folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  Speech, 
There  then,  how  then,  what  then,  let  me  fee  wherein 

My  Tongue  hath  wrong'd  him ;  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf ;  if  he  be  free, 
Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild  Goofe  flies 

Unclaim'd  of  any  Man.     But  who  comes  here? Enter  Orlando. 
Orla.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orla.  Nor  (halt  not,  'till  Neceflity  be  ferv'd. 
Jaq.  Of  what  kind  (hould  this  Cock  come? 

Duke  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  Man,  by  thy  Diftrefs  ? 
Or  elfe  a  rude  Defpifer  of  good  Manners, 

That  in  Civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 
Orl.  You  touch'd  my  Vein  at  firft,  the  thorny  Point 

Of  bare  Diftrefs,  that  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  (hew 
Of  fmooth  Civility  ;  yet  am  I  Inland  bred, 
And  know  fome  Nurture:  Bur,  forbear,  I  fay, 

He 
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He  did  that  touches  any  of  this  Fruit,     * 

'Till  I  and  my  Affairs  are  anfwered. 
Jncj.  And  you  will  not  be  anfwered  with  Reafor^ 

I  mull  die. 

Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have  ? 
Your  Gentlenefs  fliall  force,  more  than  your  Force 
Move  us  to  Gentlenefs. 

Orla.  I  almoft  die  for  Food,  and  let  me  have  it. 
Duke  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  Table. 

Orla.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  Pardon  me,  I  pray  you, 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  Savage  here, 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  Countenance 

Of  ftern  commandment.     But  whate'eryou  are 
That  in  this  Defart  inacceflible, 

Under  thejfhade  of  melancholy  Boughs, 
XoTe  and  negle&  the  creeping  Hours  or  lime ; 

If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  Days; 
If  ever  been  where  Bells  have  knoll'd  to  Church; 
If  ever  fate  at  any  good  Man's  Feaft ; 

^jy^ever  from  your  Eye-lids  wip'd  a  Tear, 
AnSxnow  what -tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied  ; 
XeTt&entieneis  my  Wrong  enforcement  be, 
In  the  which  hope  I  blum  and  hide  my  Sword. 

Duke  Sen*  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  better  Days,' 
And  have  with  holy  Bell  been  knoll'd  to  Church, 
And  fate  at  good  Mens  Feafts,  and  wip'd  our  Eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  Pity  hath  engendredj^ 
And  therefore  firyoiTcTown  in  gentlenefs, 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniftred. 

Orla.  Then  but  forbear  your  Food  a  little  while^ 
Whiles,  like  a  Doe,  I  go  to  find  my  Fawn, 
And  give  it  Food.     There  is  an  old  poor  Man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  weary  ftep 

Limp'd  in  pure  Love ;  'till  he  be  firfl:  fuffie'd, 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  Evils,  Age  and  Hunger^ I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 

And  we  will  nothing  wafte  'till  you  return. 

Orla*  I  thank  ye,  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good  Comfort. 

[Exit. 
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Duke  Sen*  Thoii  feefr.  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy : 

This  wide  and  universal  Theatre 

Prefents  more  woful  Pageants  than  the  Scene 
Wherein  we  play. 

Jaq.  All  the  World's  a  Stage,- 
And  all  the  Men  and  Women  meerly  Players; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  Entrances, 

And"bne  Man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts ; 
His  [ScTTBeing  (even  Ages.     At  firft  the  Infant, 

Mewling  and  puking  in  the  Nurfe's  Arms  : 
Then,  the  whining  School-boy  with  his  Satchel, 
And  mining  Morning-face,  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  School.     And  then  the  Lover, 
Sighing  like  Furnace,  with  a  woful  Ballad 

Made  to  his  Miftrefs's  Eye-brow.     Then  a  Soldier, 
Full  of  ftrange  Oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  Pard, 
Jealous  in  Honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  Quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  Reputation, 

Even  in  the  Canon's  Mouth.     And  then  the  Juftice 
In  fair  round  Belly,   with  good  Capon  lin'd, 
WithJEyes  fevere,  and  Beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wiTe~Saws,  and  modern  Inftances, 
And  fo  he  plays  his  parr.     The  fixth  Age  fhifts 

Into  the  lean  and  ilipper'd  Pantaloon, 
With  Spectacles  on  Nofe,  and  Pouch  on  fide; 

His  youthful  Hofe  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  fhrunk  Shank,  and  his  big  manly  Voice 
Turning  again  toward  childifh  trebble  Pipes, 
And  whiftles  in  his  found.     Laft  Scene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Hiftory, 
Is  fecond  Childifh nefs,  and  meer  Oblivion, 

Sans  Teeth,  fans  Eyes,  fans  Tafte,  fans  every  thing. 
Enter  Orlando  with  Adam. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome :  Set  down  your  venerable  Burther, 
and  let  him  feed. 

Orla.  I  thank  you  moil  for  him. 
Adam.  So  had  you  need, 

I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  felf. 
Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  too:  I  will  not  trouble  you, 

As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  Fortunes. 
Give  usfome  Mufick,  and  good  Coufin,  fing. 

Vol.  II.  M  SONG 
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SONG.     * 
Blow,  blow,  thou  Winter  Wind, 

Thou  art  not  Jo  unkind,  as  Marts  Ingratitude  ; 
Thy  Tooth  is  not  Jo  keen,  becaufe  thou  art  not  feen, 

Altho*  thy  Breath  be  rude. 
Heigh  ho,  fing  heigh  ho,  unto  the  green  Holly-, 
Mofi  Friendjhip  is  feigning;  mofl  Loving  meer  Folly  : 

Then  heigh  ho,  the  Holly, 
This  Life  is  mofi  Jolly, 

Friez,e,  Frieze,  thou  bitter  Sky »  that  do fl  not  bite  fo  nigh 
As   Benefits  forgot  : 

Tho*  thou  the  Waters  warp,  thy  Sting  is  not  fo  Jharp, As  Friend  remembred  not, 

Heigh  ho,  fing,  dec. 

Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowland's  Son, 
As  you  have  whifper'd  faithfully  you  were, 
And  as  mine  Eye  doth  his  Effigies  witnefs, 

Mofl  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  Face, 
Be  truly  welcome  hither.     I  am  the  Duke 

That  lov'd  your  Father :  The  refidue  of  your  Fortune, 
Go  to  my  Cave  and  tell  me.     Good  old  Man, 
Thou  art  right  Welcome,  as  thy  Mafter  is ; 
Support  him  by  the  Arm ;  give  me  your  Hand, 
And  let  me  all  your  Fortunes  underftand.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    III.     SCENE    L 

SCENE   the  Talace. 

Enter  Duke,  Lords,  and  Oliver. 

■D/^.^VTOT  fee  him  flnce  ?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be : 
JlN    But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  Mercy, 

I  fliould  not  feek  an  abfent  Argument 
Of  my  Revenge,  thou  prefent:  But  look  to  it, 

Find  out  thy  Brother  wherefoe'er  he  is, 
Seek  him  with  Candle ;  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
Within  this  Twelve-month,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  Living  in  our  Territory. 

Thy 
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Thy  Lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hands, 

'Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  Brother's  Mouth, 
Of  what  we  think  againfi:  thee, 

OH.  Oh  that  your  Highnefs  knew  my  Heart  in  this : 

I  never  lov'd  my  Brother  in  my  Life. 
Duke.  More  Villain  thou.     Well,  pufh  him  out  of  Doors, 

And  let  my  Officers  of  fuch  a  nature, 
Make  an  Extent  upon  his  Houfe  and  Lands: 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.-  [_Exemu 

S  C  E  N  E    II.     The  Forefl. 
Enter  Orhndo. 

Orla.  Hang  there  my  Verfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  Love, 
And  thou  thrice  Crowned  Queen  of  Night  furvey, 
With  thy  chafi:  Eye,  from  thy  pale  Sphere  above, 
Thy  Huntrefs  name,  that  my  full  Life  doth  fway. 
O  Rofalind,  thefe  Trees  fhall  be  my  Books, 

And  in  their  Barks  my  Thoughts  I'll  Character, 
That  every  Eye,  which  in  this  Forefl;  looks, 

Shall  fee  thy  Virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Run,  run,  Orlando,  carve  on  every  Tree, 
The  fair,  the  chafr,  and  unexpreffive  fhe.  [Exit. 

Enter  Coren  and  Clown. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this'Shepherd's  Life,  Mr.  Touchflone? 
Clown.  Truly,  Shepherd,  in  refpeel:  of  it  felf,  it  is  a  good 

Life;  but  in  refpect  that  it  is  a  Shepherd's  Life,  it  is  naught. 
In  refpeel:  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very  well ;  but  in  re- 

fpeel: that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile  Life.  Now  in  refpeel 
it  is  in  the  Fields,  it  pleafeth  me  well  5  but  in  refpeel:  it  is 
not  in  the  Courr,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare  Life,  look 
you,  it  fits  my  Humour  well;  but  as  there  is  no  more  plen- 

ty in  it,  it  goes  much  againft  my  Stomach.  Has't  any  Phi- 
lofophy  in  thee,  Shepherd  ? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know  the  more  one  fickens,  the 
worfe  at  eafe  he  is :  And  that  he  that  wants  Mony,  Means, 
and  Content,  is  without  three  good  Friends.  That  the 
Property  of  Rain  is  to  wet,  and  Fire  to  burn :  That  good 
Pafture  makes  fat  Sheep ;  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the  Night, 
is  the  lack  of  the  Sun  :  That  he  that  hath  learned  no  Wit 

'Mi  by 
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by  Nature,  nor  Art,  may  complain  of  good  Breeding,  or comes  of  a  very  dull  Kindred. 

Clown.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  Philofopher. 
Was'c  ever  in  Court,  Shepherd? Cor.  No  truly. 

Clown.  Then  thou  art  Damn'd. 
Cor.  Nay,  I  hope-   

Clown,  Truly  thou  art  Damn'd,  like  an  ill-roaftcd  Egg,  all on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court  \  Your  reafon. 
Clown.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  never 

faw'ft  good  Manners;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  Manners, then  thy  Manners  muft  be  wicked;  and  Wickednefs  is  Sin, 
and  Sin  is  Damnation  :  Thou  art  in  a  parlous  State,  Shep- herd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchftone  :  Thofe  that  have  good 
Manners  at  the  Court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  Country,  as 
the  Behaviour  of  the  Country  is  moft  mockable  at  the  Court. 
You  told  me,  you  Salute  not  at  the  Court,  but  you  Kifs 
your  Hands;  that  Courtefie  would  be  uncleanly,  if  Courtiers 
were  Shepherds. 

Clown.  Inftance,  briefly;  come,  inftance. 
Cor.  Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  Ewes,  and  their  Fels, 

you  know,  are  greafie. 
Clown.  Why,  do  not  your  Courtiers  Hands  fweat?  And 

is  not  the  Greafe  of  Mutton  as  wholfome  as  the  Sweat  of  a 

Man?  Shallow,  (hallow,  a  better  Inftance,  I  fay:  Come. 
Cor.  Befides,  our  Hands  are  hard. 
Clown.  Your  Lips  will  feel  them  thefooner*  Shallow  again : 

A  more  founder  Inftance>  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  furgery  of 
our  Sheep;  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  Tar?  The  Courtiers 
Hands  are  perfumed  with  Civet. 

Clown,  Moft  (hallow,  Man  :  Thou  Worms-meat,  in  re- 
fpecl:  of  a  good  piece  of  Fleih  indeed ;  learn  of  the  Wife 
and  Perpend:  Civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  Tar;  the 
very  uncleanly  Flux  of  a  Car.  Mend  the  Inftance,  Shep- 
herd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  Courtly  a  Wit  for  me;  I'll  reft. 
Clown.  Wilt  thou  reft  Damn'd?  God  help  thee,  (hallow, 

Man  j  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor* 
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Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  Labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat;  get 

that  I  wear;  owe  no  Man  Hate,  envy  no  Man's  Happinefs; 
glad  of  other  Mens  good,  content  with  my  harm;  and  the 
greateft  of  my  Pride,  is  to  fee  my  Ewes  graze,  and  my 
Lambs  fuck. 

Clown.  That  is  another  fimple  Sin  in  you,  to  bring  th^ 

Ewes  and  the  Rams  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your  Li- 
ving by  the  Copulation  of  Cattle,  to  be  a  Bawd  to  a  Bell- 

weather,  and  to  betray  a  She-Lamb  of  a  Twelve-month  to 
a  crooked  Pated  old  Cuckoldly  Ram,  out  of  all  reafonable 

Match.  If  thou  be'fl  not  Damn'd  for  this,  the  Devil  him- 
felf  will  have  no  Shepherds;  I  cannot  fee  how  thou  mould'ft 
Tcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  Mr.  Ganimed,  my  new  Miftrefs's  Bro- ther. 

Enter  Rofalind  with  a  Paper. 

Rof.  From  the  Eaft  to  Weftern  Inde, 
No  Jewel  is  like  Rofalind, 

Her  Worth  being  mounted  on  the  Wind, 
Through  all  the  World  bears  Rofalind. 

All  the  Pictures  fair  eft  Lind9 
Are  but  black^to  Rofalind; 

Let  no  Face   be  kept  in  mind, 
But  the  moft  fair  Rofalind. 

Clown.  I'll  Rhime  you  fo,  eight  years  together;  dinners, 
and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted  :  It  is  the  right 
Butter-womens  rank  to  Market. 
Rof  Out  Fool. 
Clown.  For  a  tafte. 

If  a  Hart  doth  lacf^  a  Hind, 
Let  him  fee \  out  Rofalind* 

If  the  Cat  will  after  Kind, 
So  be  fure  will  Rofalind. 

Winter  Garments  muft  be  lind, 
So  muft  fender  Rofalind. 

They  that  Reap  muft  fin af  and  bind. 
Then  to  Cart  with  Rofalind. 

Sweeteft  Meat  hath  fowreft  Rind, 
Such  a  Nut  is  Rofalind. 

M  3  W 
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He  that  fweeteft  Rofe  'will  find, 
Muft  find  Loves  prick*  and  Rofalind. 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  Verfcs;  why  do  you  infed 
your  felf  withriiemjL 

:oj.  Peace,  you  dull  Fool,  I  found  them  on  a  Tree. 
*  Clown.  Truly,  the  Tree  yields  bad  Fruit. 
Rof.  Ill  graft  it  with  you,  and  then  I  (hall  grafF  it  with 

a  Mcdler  ;  than  it  will  be  the  earlieft  Fruit  i'th'  Country; 
for  you'll  be  rotten  e'er  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's  the  right Vertue  of  the  Medler. 

Clown.  You  have  faid ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let  the 
Foreft  judge. 

Enter  Celia  with  a  Writing. 
Rojl  Peace,  here  comes  my  Sifter  reading,  ftand  afide. 

Cel.    Why  fliould  this  a  Dcfart  be  ? 
For  it  is  unpeopled.     No ; 

Tongues  Fll  hang  on  every  Tree, 
That  Jball  civil  Sayings  JIjow. 

Some,  how  brief  the  Life  of  Alan 
Runs  his  erring  Pilgrimage, 

That  the  fly 'etching  of  a  Span, 
Buckles  in  his  fum  of  *dge. 

Some  of  violated  Vows, 

'Twixt  the  Souls  of  Friend  and  Friend, 
But  upon  the  fair  eft  Boughs, 

Or  at  every  Sentence  end, 
Will  I  Rofalinda  write  ; 

Teaching  all  that  read,  to  know 
This  Ouintejfenee  of  every  fprite, 

Heaven  would  in  little  flow. 

Therefore  Heaven  Nature  charg'd, 
That  one  Body  Jhould  be  fill  d 

With  all  the  Graces  wide  enlarged; 
Nature  prefently  diftiWd 

Helen V  Cheeks,  but  not  her  Heart, 

Cleopatra'.?  Afajefty; 
c         Atalanta3.;  j  better  part ; 

Sad  Lucretia'i  Modefty. 
Thus  Rofaliijd  of  many  parts, 

By  heav'nly  Synod  was  devised, 

Of 
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Of  many  Faces,  Eyes  and  Hearts, 
To  have  the  touches  dear  eft  prizJd. 

Heavn  would  that  fie  thefe  Gifts  fbould  havey 
And  I  to  live  and  die  her  Slave. 

Rof.  O  moft  gentle  Jupiter  f  what  tedious  Homily  of 
Love  have  you  wearied  your  Parifhioners  withal,  and  never 

cry'd,  Have  Patience,  good  People  ? 
Cel.  How  now,  back  Friends,  Shepherd  go  off  a  little  : 

Go  with  him,  Sirrah. 

C{ou>n.  Come,  Shepherd,  let  us  make  an  Honourable  Re- 

treat, tho*  not  with  Bag  and  Baggage,  yet  with  Scrip  and 
Scrippage.  \_Exit  Cor.  and  Clown. 

Cel.  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  Verfes  ?     . 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too,  for  fome 
of  them  had  in  them  more  Feet  than  the  Verfes  would  bear. 

Cel.  That's  no  matter;  the  Feet  might  bear  the  Verfes. 
Rof  Ay,  but  the  Feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 

themfclves  without  the  Verfe,  and  therefore  flood  lamely  in 
the  Verfe. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy 

Name  mould  be hang'd  and  carv'd  upon  thefe  Trees? 
Rof.  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  before 

you  came :  For  look  here  what  I  found  on  a  Palm-tree ;  I 

was  never  fo  berhim'd  fince  Pjthagoras\  time,  that  I  was  an 
Irijh  Rat,  which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Tro  you,  who  hath  done  this? 
Rof  Is  it  a  Man  ? 
Cel.  And  a  Chain  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  Neck  : 

Change  you  colour  ? 
Rof.  I  prethee  who  ? 
Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  Friends  to 

meet;  but  Mountains  may  be  remov'd  with  Earhquakes, and  fo  encounter. 

Rof  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 
Cel.  Is  it  poftible  ? 

Rof  Nay,  I  prethee  now,  with  moft  petitior  ary  vch  - 
mence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  moft  wonde  ful  won- 
derful, and  yet  again  wonderiul,  and  after  that  out  of .  11 

hoping. 
-      M  4  Rof 
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Rof  Good  my  Complexion,  doft  thou  think,  though  I 

am  caparifon'd  like  a  Man,  I  have  a  Doublet  and  a  Hofe  in 
my  difpofition?  One  inch  of  delay  more,  is  a  South  Sea  of 
difcovery.  I  prethee  tell  me,  who  is  it,  quickly,  and  fpeak 

apace  ?  I  would  thou  could'ft  fhmmer,  that  thou  might'ft 
pour  this  concealed  Man  out  of  thy  Mouth,  as  Wine  comes 

out  of  a  narrow  mouth'd  Bottle;  either  too  much  at  once, 
or  none  at  all.  I  prethee  take  the  Cork  out  of  thy  Mouth, 
that  I  may  drink  thy  tidings. 

CeL  So  you  may  put  a  Man  in  your  Belly, 

Rof  Is  he  of  God's  making?  What  manner  of  Man? 
Is  his  Head  worth  a  Hat?  or  his  Chin  worth  a  Beard? 

CeL  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  Beard, 
Rof.  Why  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  Man  will  be  thank- 

ful; let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  Beard,  if  thou  delay  me 
not  the  knowledge  of  his  Chin. 

CeL  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  trip'd  up  the  Wreftler's 
Heels,  and  your  Heart,  boih  in  an  inftant, 

Rof  Nay,  but  the  Devil  take  mocking ;  fpeak,  fad  Brow, 
and  true  Maid. 

CeL  Pfaith,  Coz,  'tis  he, 
Rof  Orlando  f 
CeL  Orlando* 

Rof  Alas  the  day,  what  mall  I  do  with  my  Doublet  and 
Hofe  ?  What  did  he  when  thou  faw'ft  him?  What  faid  he? 
How  look'dhe?  Wherein  went  he?  What  makes  he  here? 
Did  he  ask  for  me  ?  Where  remains  he?  How  parted  he 
with  thee?  And  when  (halt  thou  fee  him  again?  Anfwcr 
me  in  one  word. 

CeL  You  muft  borrow  me  Gargantuan  Mouth  firft;  *tis 
a  Word  too  great  for  any  Mouth  of  this  Age's  fize:  To  fay 
ay  and  no  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to  anfwer  in  a 
Catechifm. 

'  Rof  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Foreft,  and  in 

Man's  Apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  freihly  as  he  did  the  day  he wreftled  ? 

CeL  It  is  as  eafie  to  count  Atoms  as  to  refolve  the  Pro- 

pofitions  of  a  Lover ;  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  finding  him, 
and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance*     I  found  him  under  a 

Tree  like  a  dropp'd  Acorn, 

Rof 
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Rof.  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jove's  Tree,  when  it  drops forth  fuch  Fruit.  , 
Cel.  Give  me  Audience,  good  Madam. 
Rof.  Proceed. 

CeL  There  lay  he  ftretch'd  along  like  a  wounded 
Knight. 

Rof.  TW  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  becomes 
the  Ground. 

Cry.  Cry  halia,  to  thy  Tongue,  I  prethee;  it  curvets  un- 
feafonably.     He  was  furniuVd  like  a  Hunter. 

Rof.  O  ominous,  he  comes  to  kill  my  Heart, 
CeL  I  would  ting  my  Song  without  a  burthen,  thou 

bring'ft  me  out  of  tune. 
Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  Woman,  when  I  think  I 

muft  fpeak  :  Sweet,  fay  on. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

CeL  You  bring  me  out.     Soft,  comes  he  not  here? 

Rof.  'Tis  he,  (link  by,  and  note  him. 
Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  Company;  but  good  faith,  I 

had  as  iief  have  been  my  felt  alone. 
Orla.  And  (o  had  I;  but  yet,  forfafhion  fake, 

I  thank  you  too,  for  your  Society. 

Jaq.  God  b'w'  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 
Orla.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  Strangers. 
Jaq.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  Trees  with  writing  Love- 

Songs  in  their  Baiks. 
Orla.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  of  my  Verfes  with  read- 

ing them  ill-favouredly. 

Jaq.  Rofalind  is  your  Love's  name? 
Orla.  Yes,  Juft. 
Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  Name. 
Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you  when  Hie 

was  Chriften'd. 
Jaq.  What  Stature  is  fhe  of? 
Orla.  Juft  as  high  as  my  Heart. 
Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  Anfwers;  have  you  not  been 

acquainted  with  Goldfmiths  Wives,  and  conn'd  them  out  of 
Rings. 

Orla.  Not  fo  :  But  I  anfwer  you  right,  painted  Cloth, 
from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  Queftions  ? 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  Wit ;  I  think  it  was  made  of 

Ata- 
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Atalanta'%  Heels.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and  we 
two  will  rail  againft  our  Miftrefs  the  World,  and  all  our 
Mifery. 

Orla.  I  will  chide  no  Brother  in  the  World  but  my  felf, 
againft  whom  I  know  no  faults. 

Jaq.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  Love. 

Orla.  'Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  beft  Virtue : 
I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  Fool,  when  I 
found  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  Brook,  look  but  in,  and  you mall  fee  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  mail  fee  mine  own  Figure. 
Orla.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  Fool,  or  a  Cypher. 

Jaq.  I'll  ftay  no  longer  with  you;  farewel,  good  Signior 
Love.  [Exit. 

Orla.  I  am  glad  of  your  Departure :  Adieu,  good  Mon- 
iieur  Melancholy. 

Rof  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  Laquey,  and  under 
that  Habit  play  the  Knave  with  him  :  Do  you  hear,  Forefter. 

Orla.  Very  well,  what  would  you  ? 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  Clock  ? 
Orla.  You  mould  ask  me  what  time  o'  day ;  there's  no Clock  in  the  Foreft. 

Rof.  Then  there  is  no  true  Lover  in  the  Foreft,  elfe  figh- 
ing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would  deted:  the 
lazy  Foot  of  Time,  as  well  as  a  Clock. 

Orla.  And  why  not  the  fwift  Foot  of  Time  ?  Had  Hot 
that  been  as  proper? 

Rof.  By  no  means,  Sir;  Time  travels  in  divers  Places, 

with  divers  Perfons;  I'll  tell  you  who  Time  ambles  withal, 
who  Time  trots  withal,  who  Time  gallops  withal,  and  who 
he  ftands  ftill  withal. 

Orla.  I  prethee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 
Rof  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  Maid,  between 

the  Contract:  of  her  Marriage,  and  the  Day  it  is  Solemniz'd: 
If  the  interim  be  but  a  fennighr,  Time's  pace  is  fo  hard  that 
it  feems  the  length  of  feven  years. 

Orla.  Who  ambles  Time  withal  ? 

Rof  With  a  Prieft  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich  Man  that 
hath  not  the  Gout;  for  the  one  deeps  eafily  becaufe  he  can- 

not 
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not  ftudy,  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  he  feels  no 
pain  :  The  one  lacking  the  burthen  of  lean  and  wafteful 
Learning;  the  other  knowing  no  burthen  of  heavy  tedious 
Penury.     Thefe  Time  ambles  withal. 

Orla.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 
Rof.  With  a  Thief  to  the  Gallows :  For  though  he  go 

as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon  there. 
Orla.  Whom  flays  it  ftill  withal  ? 
Rof.  With  Lawyers  in  the  Vacation ;  for  they  fleep  be- 

tween Term  and  Term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
Time  moves, 

Orla.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  Youth  ? 
Rof.  With  this  Shepherdefs,  my  Sifter;  here  in  the  Skirts 

of  the  Foreft,  like  Fringe  upon  a  Petticoat. 
Orla.  Are  you  Native  of  this  Place  ? 
Rof.  As  the  Cony  that  you  fee  dwell  where  me  is  kind- 

led. 

Orla.  Your  Accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many;  but  indeed,  an  old  re- 
ligious Unkle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in  his 

Youth  an  Inland  Man,  one  that  knew  Coutfhip  too  well ; 
for  there  he  fell  in  Love.  I  have  heard  him  read  many  Le- 

ctures againft  it.  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  Woman,  to  be 

touch'd  with  fo  many  giddy  OiFences  as  he  hath  generally 
tax'd  their  whole  Sex  withal. 

Orla.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  Evils  that 
he  laid  to  the  Charge  of  Women  ? 

Rof  There  were  none  Principal,  they  were  aH  like  one 

another,  as  half-pence  are,  every  one's  fault  feeming  mon- 
ftrous,  'till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

Orla.  I  prethee  recount  fome  of  them. 
Rof  No;  I  will  not  call:  away  my  Phyfick,  but  on  thofe 

that  are  Sick.  There  is  a  Man  haunts  the  Foreft,  that 
abufes  our  young  Plants  with  carving  Rofalind  on  their 
Barks;  hangs  Odes  upon  Hawthorns,  and  Elegies  on  Bram- 

bles; all,  forfooth,  deifying  the  Name  of  Rofalind.  If 
I  could  meet  that  Fancy- monger,  I  would  give  him  fome 
good  Counfel,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Quotidian  of  Love 
upon  him. 

Orla, 
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Or  la.  I  am  he  that  is  fo  Love-ihak'd;  I  pray  you,  tell  me your  Remedy. 

Rof  There  is  none  of  my  Unkle's  Marks  upon  you ;  he 
taught  me  how  to  know  a  Man  in  Love;  in  which  Cage  of 
Rufhes,  I  am  fure  you  are  not  Prifoner. 

Orla.  What  were  his  Marks? 

Rof  A  lean  Cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  Eye  and 
funken,  which  you  have  not;  an  unqueftionable  Spirit, 
which  you  have  not ;  a  Beard  neglected,  which  you  have 
not ;  but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  Amply  your  having  no 

Beard,  is  a  younger  Brother's  Revenue  ;  Then  your  Hofe 
ihould  be  ungarter'd,  your  Bonnet  unhanded,  your  Sleeve 
unbutton'd,  your  Shoo  untied,  and  every  thing  about  you 
demonftrating  a  carelefs  Defolation;  but  you  are  no  fuch 
Man,  you  are  rather  Point  device  in  your  Accoutrements, 
as  loving  your  felf,  than  feeming  the  Lover  of  any  other. 

Orla.  Fair  Youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe  I 
Love. 

Rof.  Me  believe  it  ?  You  may  as  foon  make  her  that  you 
love  believe  it,  which  I  warrant  fhe  is  apter  to  do,  than  to 
confefs  fhe  does;  that  is  one  of  the  Points,  in  the  which 
Women  ftill  give  the  Lie  to  their  Confciences.  But  in  good 
footh,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  Verfes  on  the  Trees,  where- 

in Rofalind  is  fo  admired? 
Orla.  I  fwear  to  thee,  Youth,  by  the  white  Hand  of  Ro- 

falind, I  am  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 
Rof.  But  are  you  fo  much  in  Love,  as  your  Rhimes  fpeak? 
Orla.  Neither  Rhime  nor  Reafon  can  exprefs  how  much. 
Rof  Love  is  meerly  a  Madnefs,  and,  I  tell  you,  deferves 

as  well  a  dark  Houfe,  and  a  Whip,  as  mad  Men  do :  And 
the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  puniiVd  and  cured,  is,  that 
the  Lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  Whippers  are  in  love 
too  :  Yet  I  profefs  curing  it  by  Counfel. 

Orla.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo? 
Rof  Yes  one,  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to  imagine 

me  his  Love,  his  Miftrefs:  and  I  fet  him  every  day  to  woo 
me.  At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moonifh  Youth, 
grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable,  longing,  and  liking, 
proud,  fantaftical,  apifh,  fliallow,  inconftant,  full  of  Tears, 
full  of  Smiles ;  for  every  Paffion  fomething,  and  for  no  Paf- 
fion  truly  any  thing,  as  Boys  and  Women  arc  for  the  moft 

pare 
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part  Cattle  of  this  Colour;  would  now  like  him,  now  loath 
him;  then  entertain  him,  then  forfwear  him;  now  weep  for 
him,  then  fpit  at  him;  that  Idrave  this  Suitor  from  his  mad 
Humour  of  Love,  to  a  living  Humour  of  Madnefs,  which 
was  to  forfwear  the  full  Stream  of  the  World,  and  to  live 

in  a  Nook  meerly  Monaftick;  and  thus  I  cur'd  him,  and 
this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  walh  your  Liver  as  clear  as 

a  found  Sheep's  Heart,  that  there  mall  not  be  one  Spot  of 
Love  in't. 

Or  la.  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  Youth. 
Rof.  I  would  cure  you  if  you  would  but  call  me  Rofa- 

lindy  and  come  every  Day  to  my  Cote,  and  woo  me. 
Orla.  Now  by  the  Faith  of  my  Love,  I  will ;  tell  me 

where  it  is. 

Rof  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  mew  it  you;  and  by 
the  way  you  (hall  tell  me  where  in  the  Foreft  you  live: 
Will  you  go  ? 

Orla.  With  all  my  Heart,  good  Youth. 
Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalind:  Come  Sifter, 

will  you  go  ?  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.- 

Enter  Clown,  Audrey  and  [aques. 

Clo.  Come  apace,  good  Audrey,  I  will  fetch  up  your 
Goats,  Audrey \  and  now,  Audrey,  am  I  the  Man  yet?  Doth 
my  fimple  Feature  content  you  ? 

Aud,  Your  Features,  Lord  warrant  us ;  what  Features  ? 
Clo.  I  am  here  with  thee,  and  thy  Goats,  as  the  moft 

capricious  Poet  honeft  Ovid  was  among  the  Goths, 
Jaq.  O  Knowledge  ill  inhabited,  worfe  than  Jove  in  a 

Thatch't  Houfe. 

Clo.  When  a  Man's  Verfes  cannot  be  underftood,  nor  a 
Man's  good  Wit  feconded  with  the  forward  Child,  Under- 
ftanding;  it  ftrikes  a  Man  more  dead  than  a  great  Reckon- 

ing in  a  little  Room  ;  truly,  I  would  the  Gods  had  made 
thee  Poetical. 

And.  I  do  not  know  what  Poetical  is ;  is  it  honeft  in 
Deed  and  Word;  is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

C/o.  No  truly;  for  the  trueft  Poety  is  the  moft  feigning, 
and 
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and  Lovers  are  given  to  Poetry;  and  what  they  fwear  in 
Poetry,  may  be  faid  as  Lovers,  they  do  feign. 

And.  Do  you  wifh  then  that  the  Gods  had  made  me 
Poetical  ? 

Go.  I  do  truly;  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me  thou  art  honeft: 
now  if  thou  wert  a  Poer,  I  might  have  fome  hope  thou 
didft  feign. 

And.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft? 

Clo.  No  truly,  unlefs  thou  were  hard-favour'd;  forHo- 
nefty  coupled  to  Beauty,  is  to  have  Honey  a  Sauce  to  Su- 

gar. Jaq.  A  material  Fool. 
And,  Well,  I  am  not  fair,  and  therefore  I  pray  the  Gods 

make  me  honeft. 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  call:  away  Honefty  upon  a  foul  Slut, 
were  to  put  good  Meat  into  an  unclean  Difh. 

Aud.  I  am  not  a  Slut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  I  am 
foul. 

Clo.  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  Foulnefs;  Slut- 
tifhnefs  may  come  hereafter  :  But  be  it  as  it  may  be,  I 
will  marry  thee;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir  Oli- 

ver Mar-text>  the  Vicar  of  the  next  Village,  who  hath  pro- 

mis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  Place  of  the  Foreft,  and  to  couple us. 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  Meeting. 
And.  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  Joy. 
Clo.  Amen.  A  Man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful  Heart, 

ftagger  in  this  Attempt;  for  here  we  have  no  Temple  but 

the  Wood,  no  Aflembly  but  Horn-beafts.  But  what  tho'? 
Courage.  As  Horns  are  odious,  they  are  neceffary.  It  is 

faid,  many  a  Man  knows  no  End  of  his  Goods;  right  .*  ma- 
ny a  Man  has  good  Horns,  and  knows  no  End  of  them. 

Well,  that  is  the  Dowry  of  his  Wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own 
getting;  Horns?  even  fo—  poor  Men  alone   -no,  no,  the 
nobleft  Deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  Rafcal :  Is  the  fingle 

Man  therefore  bleiTed?  No.  As  a  wall'dTown  is  more  wor- 
thier than  a  Village,  fo  is  the  Forehead  of  a  married  Man 

more  honourable  than  the  bare  Brow  of  a  Batchelor ;  and 
by  how  much  Defence  is  better  than  no  Skill,  fo  much  is  a 
Horn  more  precious  than  to  want. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  Sir  Oliver :  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  you  are  well 
met.     Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  Tree,  or  (hall 
we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel?  * 

Sir  OIL  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  Woman  ? 
Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  Gift  of  any  Man. 
Sir  OIL  Truly  (he  muft  be  given,  or  the  Marriage  is  not 

lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed !  I'll  give  her. 
Clo.  Good  Even,  good  M.  What  ye  call't:  How  do  you 

Sir,  you  are  very  well  met :  Godild  you  for  your  laft  Com- 
pany, I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  even  a  Toy  in  Hand  here 

Sir:  Nay;  pray  be  covered. 
Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  Motley* 
Clo.  As  the  Ox  hath  his  Bow,  Sir,  the  Horfe  his  Curb, 

and  the  Falcon  his  Bells,  fo  Man  hath  his  Defire;  and  as 
Pigeons  bill,  fo  Wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

Jaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  Man  of  your  Breeding,  be 
married  under  a  Buih  like  a  Beggar?  Get  you  to  Church, 
and  have  a  good  Prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  Marriage  is; 
this  Fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as  they  join  Wain- 
fcot,  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  fhrunk  Pannel,  and  like 
Timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  Mind,  but  I  were  better  to  >5be  mar- 
ried of  him  than  of  another;  for  he  is  not  like  to  marry  me 

well;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be  a  good  Excufe 
for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  Wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me, 
And  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Clo.  Come,  fweet  Audrey, 
We  mull;  be  married,  or  we  muft  live  in  bawdry : 
Farewel  good  Mr.  Oliver ;   not  O  fweet  Oliver,   O  brave 
Oliver,  leave  me  not  behind  thee:  But  wind  away,  begone 
I  fay,  I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 

Sir  OH.  *Tis  no  matter;  ne'er  a  fantaftical  Knave  of  them 
all  mall  flout  me  out  of  my  Calling.  [Exennt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 
Cel.  Do  I  prethee,  but  yet  have  the  Grace  to  confidcr 

that  Tears  do  not  become  a  Man. 

Rof  But  have  I  not  Caufe  to  weep  ? 
Cel.  As  good  Caufe  as  one  would  defire, 

Therefore  weep. 
Rof  His  very  Hair 

Is  of  the  difTembling  Colour* 
Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas  %  t  r 

Marry,  his  KifTes  are  Judas's  own  Children. 
Rof  I 'faith  his  Hair  is  of  a  good  Colour. Cel.  An  excellent  Colour  : 

Your  Chefnut  was  ever  the  only  Colour. 

Rof.  And  his  Killing  is  as  full  of  Sanctity, 
As  the  touch  of  holy  Bread. 

Cel.  He  hath  bought  a  Pair  of  chafte  Lips  of  Diana,  a  Nun 

of  Winter's  fifterhood  KifTes  not  more  religioufly;  the  very 
Ice  of  Chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  Morn- 
ing, and  comes  not  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  certainly  there  is  no  Truth  in  him. 

Rof  Do  you  think  fo.? 
Cel.  Yes,  I  think  he  is  not  a  Pick-purfe,  nor  a  Horfe- 

ftealer;  but  for  his  Verity  in  Love,  I  do  think  him  as  con- 

cave as  a  cover'd  Goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  Nut. 
Rof.  Not  true  in  Love  § 
Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in,  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 
Rof  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright  he  was. 
Cel.  Was,  is  not,  is ;  befides,  the  Oath  of  a  Lover  is  no 

ftronger  than  the  Word  of  a  Tapfter;  they  are  both  the 
Confirmer  of  falfe  Reckonings ;  he  attends  here  in  the  Foreft 
on  the  Duke  your  Father. 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  Yefterday,  and  had  much  queftion 
with  him:  He  askt  me  of  what  Parentage  I  was;  I  told  him 

of  as  good  as  he;  fohe  laugh'd,  and  let  me  go.  But  what 
talk  wc  of  Fathers,  when  there  [s  fuch  a  Man  as  Orlando*. 
•  Cel. 
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Cel.  O  that's  a  brave  Man,  he  writes  brave  Verfes,  fpeaks 
brave  Words,  fwears  brave  Oaths,  and  breaks  them  bravely, 
quite  travers  athwart  the  Heart  of  his  Lover,  as  a  puifny 
Tilter,  that  fpurs  hisHorfe  but  on  one  Side,  breaks  his  Staff 

like  a  noble  Goofe;  but  all's  brave  that  Youch  mounts,  and 
Folly  guides:  Who  comes  here? 

Enter  Corin* 

Cor.  Miftrefs  and  Mafter,  you  have  oft  enquired 

After  the  Shepherd  that  complain'd  of  Love, 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  Turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  Shepherdefs 
That  was  his  Miftrefs, 

Cel.  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 
Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  Pageant  truly  plaid 

Between  the  pale  Completion  of  true  Love, 
And  the  red  Glow  of  Scorn  and  proud  Difdain; 
Go  hence  a  little  and  I  (hall  conduct  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it» 

Rof.  O  come  let  us  remove, 
The  Sight  of  Lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  Love: 
Bring  us  to  this  Sight,  and  you  fhall  fay 

I'll  prove  a  bufie  Actor  in  their  Play,  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 
Sil.  Sweet  Phebe  do  not  fcorn  me,  do  not,  Phebe  \ 

Say  that  you  love  me  not,  bu^Jayjiotfo 
In  bitterncfsj  the  common  Executioner^ 

"Whofe !  Heart  th'  accuftom'd  Sight  of  Death  makes  hard* Falls  not  theAx  upon  the  humbled  Neck, 
But^rlFbegs  Pardon;  Will  yon  Werner  h* 

"■"'han  he  that  dieTand  lives  by  bloody  Drops  ? Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Corin* 
Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  Executioner* 

I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee: 
Thou  tell'ft  me  there  is  Murther  in  mine  Eyesj 
'Tis  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That^ves  that  are  the  frail'ft  and  fofteft  things. 
Who  fljkt  their  coward  Gates  on  Atomies, 
Should  U  caird  Tyrants,  Butchers,  Murtherers, 
Vot.  II.  N  Now, 
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Now,   I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  Heart, 
And  it  mine  Eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee : 
Now  counterfeit  to  fwound,  why  now,  fall  down, 
Or  if  thou  car/ft  not,  oh  for  Shame,  for  Shame, 
Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  Eyes  are  Murtherers. 
Now  fhew  the  Wound  mine  Eye  hath  msde  in  thee; 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  Pin,  and  there  remains 

Some  Scar  of  it;  lean  but  upon  a  Rufh,  s       /; 

The  Cicatrice  and  capable.ImpreiTure  pXlp&WZ* 
Thy  Palm  fome  Moment  keeps:  But  now  mine  Eyes 
Wnich  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not; 
Nor,  I  am  fare,   is  there  no  fuch  force  in  Eyes 
That  can  do  hurt. 

Sil.  O  dear  Phebe, 

If  ever,  as  that  ever  may  be  near, 
You  met  in  fome  frefh  Cheek  the  Power  of  Fancy, 
Then  mail  you  know  the  Wounds  invisible 
That  Love's  keen  Arrows  make. 

Phe.  But  'till  that  time 
Come  thou  not  near  me;  and  when  that  time  comes, 
Afflnffc  me  with  thy  Mocks,  pity  me  not, 

As  'rill  that  time  I  fhall  not  pity  thee. 
Rof.  And  why  I  pray  you,  who  might  be  your  Mother 

That  you  infult,  exult,  and  all  at  once 
Over  the  wretched?  What  though  you  have  no  Beauty, 
As  by  my  Faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  Candle  may  go  dark  to  Bed: 
Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs? 
Why  what  means  this?  Why  do  you  look  on  me? 
I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  Ordinary 

Of  Nature's  Sale-work  ?  'ods  my  little  Life, 
I  think  fhe  means  to  tangle  mine  Eyes  too : 
No  Faith,  proud  Miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it, 

'Tis  not  your  inky  Brows,  your  black  filk  Hair, 
Your  bugle  Eye-balls,  nor  your  Cheek  of  Cream 
That  can  entame  my  Spirits  to  your  Worfhip. 
You  foolifh  Shepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 
Like  foggy  South,  purling  with  Wind  and  Rain, 
Y  >u  are  a  trnufand  times  a  properer  Man 

Than  (he  a  Woman.    'Tis  fuch  Fools  as  you 
That  makes  the  World  full  of  ill-favour 'd  Children : 

'Tis 
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'Tis  not  her  Glafs,  but  you  that  flatters  her, 
And  out  of  you  (lie  fees  her  fclf  more  proper 
Than  any  of  her  Lineaments  can  mow  her. 
But  Miftrefs,  know  your  k\fy  down  o )  your  Kne?s, 

And  thank  Heav  n,  fading,  for  a  good  Man's  Love; 
For  I  muff,  tell  you  friendly  in  your  Ear, 
Sell  what  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  Markets. 
Cry  the  Man  Mercy,  love  him,  take  his  Offer, 
Foul  ismoft  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  Scoffer : 
So  take  her  to  thee,  Shephtrd,  fare  you  well. 

Phe.  Sweet  Youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  Year  together; 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide  than  this  Mn  woo. 

Rof,  He's  falln  in  love  with  your  Foulnefs,  and  (he'll 
Fall  in  love  with  my  Anger.     If  it  be  fo,  as  faff 

As  (he  anfwers  thee  with  frowning  Looks,  I'll  fauce 
Her  with  bitter  Words :  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phe.  For  no  Ill-will  I  bear  you. 
Rof.  I  pray  you  do  not  fail  in  love  with  me, 

For  I  am  falfer  than  Vows  made  in  Wine; 

Befides,  I  like  you  not.    If  you  will  know  my  Houfe, 

'Tis  at  the  Tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by : 
Will  you  go,  Sifter?  Shepherd,  ply  her  hard: 
Come  Sifter;  Shepherdefs,  look  on  him  better, 

And  be  not  proud ;  tho*  all  the  World  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  Sight  as  he. 
Come  to  our  Flock.  [Exit. 

Phe.  Deed  Shepherd,  now  I  find  thy  Saw  of  Might, 
Who  ever  Jov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  firft  Sight? Sil.   Sweet  Phebe. 

Phe.  Hah:  What  fayft  thou,  Silvitts\ 
Stl.  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 
Phe.  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvias. 
SiL  Where-ever  Sorrow  is,  Relief  would  be  .• 

If  you  do  forrow  at  my  Grief  in  Love, 
By  giving  Love,  your  Sorrow  and  my  Grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Phe.  Thou  haft  my  Love;  is  not  that  neighbourly?' 
SiL  I  would  have  you. 
Phe.  Why  that  were  Covetoufnefs. 

SilviHs,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee ; 
And  yet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  Love; 

N  1  But 
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But  fince  that  thou  canfl  talk  of  Love  To  well, 
Thy  Company,  which  crft  was  irkfome  to  me* 

I  will  endure;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too: 
But  do  not  look  for  further  Recompence, 

Than  thine  own  Gladnefs  that  thou  art  imploy'd. 
StL  So  holy  and  fo  perfect  is  my  Love, 

And  fuch  a  Poverty  of  Grace  attends  it, 
That  I  (hall  think  it  a  moll:  plenteous  Crop 
To  glean  the  broken  Ears  after  the  Man 

That  the  main  Harveft  reaps  .*  Lofe  now  and  then 
A  fcattered  Smile,  and  that  I'll  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'/l  thou  the  Youth  that  fpoke  to  me  e'er  while? 
Sil.  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft, 

And  he  hath  bought  the  Cottage  and  the  Bounds 
Tint  the  old  Carlot  once  was  Mailer  pf. 

Phe.  Think  not  I  love  him,  tho'  I  ask  for  him  ; 
3Tis  but  a  peevifh  Boy,  yet  he  talks  well, 
But  what  care  I  for  Words?  Yet  Words  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them  pleafes  thofe  that  hear  : 

"TTTs  a  pretty  Youth,  not  very  pretty; 
But  fure  h  's  proud*  and  yet  his  j?ride  becomes  him; 
He'll  makt  a  proper  ManT~The  beil  thing  in  him~ Is  his  Complexion;  and  fafler  than  his  Tongue 
Did  make  Offence,  his  Eye  did  heal  it  up  : 

H^  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  Years  he's  tall; 
His  Leg  is  but  fo  fo,  and  yet  'tis  well; 
There  was  a  pretty  Rednefs  in  his  Lip, 
A  little  riper,  and  more  lully  red 

Than  that  mix'd  in  his  Chtek;  'twas  juft  the  Difference 
Betwixt  th;  conftant  Red  and  mingled  Damask. 

There  be  fome  Women,  Sihws,  had  they  mark'd  him 
In  Parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  Love  with  him;  but  for  my  part 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not;  and  yet 
I  have  more  Caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him : 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me? 

He  faid  mine  Eyes  were  black,  arid  my  Hair  black, 

And  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me; 
I  marvel  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again, 
But  that's  all  one;  Omittance  is  no  Quittance, 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  Letter, 
And  thou  fhalt  bear  it,  wilt  thou, Silviusl  &6 
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Sil.  Phebe,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Phe.   I'll  write  it  ftraight; 
The  Matter's  in  my  Head,  and  in  my  Heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  palling  fhort: 
Go  with  me,  Silvias.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE  the  Foreji. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Jaques. 

Jaq.  T  Prithee,  pretty  Youth,  let  me  be  better  acquainted 
X  with  thee. 

Rof.  They  fay  you  are  a  melancholly  Fellow. 
Jaq.  I  am  fo ;  I  do  love  it  better  than  Laughing. 
RoJ.  Thofe  that  are  in  Extremity  of  either,  are  abomina- 

ble Fellows,  and  betray  themfelves  to  every  modern  Cenfure, 
worfe  than  Drunkards. 

Jaq .  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 
RoJ.  Why  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  Poft. 
Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  Scholars  Melancholly,  which  is 

Emulation;  nor  the  Muficians,  which  is  fantaftical;  nor  the 

Courtiers,  which  is  proud;  nor  the  Souldiers,  which  is  am- 
bitious; nor  the  Lawyers,  which  is  political ;  nor  the  Ladies, 

which  is  nice;  nor  the  Lovers,  which  is  all  thefe;  but  it  is 
a  Melancholly.  of  mine,  own,  compounded  of  many  Simples, 
extracted  from  many  O^jeds,  and  indeed  the  fundry  Con- 

templations of  Travels  in  which  my  often  Rumination  wraps 
me  in  a  mod  humorous  Sadnefs. 

Rof.  A  Traveller !  by  my  Faith  you  have  great  Reafon 
to  be  fad:  I  fear  you  have  fold  your  own  Lands,  to  fee  o- 
therMens;  then,  tohavefeen  much,  and  to  have  nothing,  is 
to  have  rich  Eyes  and  poor  Hands. 

Jaq.  Yes,  I  have  gain'd  Experience. Enter  Orlando. 

Rof.  And  your  Experience  makes  you  fad :  I  had  rather 
have  a  Fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  Experience  to  mike  me 
fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Orla.  Good  Day,  and  Happinefs,  dear  Rojalmd. 
N  1  Jaq. 
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Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b'w'y  you,  and  you  talk  in  blank Verfe.  \  [Exit. 
Rof  Farewell  Monfieur  Traveller;  look  you  lifp,  and  wear 

ftran^e  Suits;  difable  all  the  Benefits  of  your  own  Country; 
be  out  of  lo  e  with  your  Nativity,  and  almoft  chide  God 
for  making  you  that  Countenance  you  are,  or  I  will  fcarce 
think  you  have  fwam  in  a  Gondallo.  Why  how  now  Or* 
Undo,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while?  You  a  Lover? 
And  you  ferve  me  fuch  another  Trick,  never  come  in  my 
Sight  more. 

Or  la.  My  fair  Rofalind,  I  come  within  an  Hour  of  my 
Promife. 

Rof  Break  an  Hour's  Promife  in  Love?  He  that  will  di- 
vide a  Minute  into  a  thoufand  Parts,  and  break  but  a  Part 

of  the  tho  jfandth  Part  of  a  Minute  in  the  Affairs  of  Love,  it 

may  be  fa  id  of  him,  that  Cupd  hath  clapt  him  o'th* 
Shoulder,  but  I'll  warrant  him  Heart-whole. 

Orla.  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Nay,  ar  d  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
Sig-  r,  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  Snail. Orla.   Of  a   Snail  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  of  a  Snail;  for  tho'  he  comes  {lowly,  he  carries 
his  H  >ufe  on  his  Head  :  A  better  Jointure,  I  think,  than  you 
m&:  a  Woman;  befides  he  brings  his  Deftiny  with  him. 

Orla.  Whac's  that/ 
Rof.  Why  Horns;  w  hich  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  behol- 

ding to  your  Wives  for;  but  he  comes  armed  in  his  For- 
tune, and  prevents  the  Slander  of  his  Wife. 

Orla.  Virtue  is  no  Horn-maker  ;  and  my  Rofalwdis  vir^ 
tuou*. 

Rof  And  I  am  your  Rofalind. 
Cel.  h  pkafe*  him  to  call  you  fo;  but  he  hatha  Rofalind 

of  a  bener  Leer  ihan  you. 
Rof,  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me;  for  now  lam  in  aHoly- 

dav  Humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent:  What  would 

you  fay  to  me  now,  and  I  were  your  very,  very  Rofa* 
lind. 

Orla.  I  v/ould  kifs  before  I  fpoke. 
Rof  Nzy,  you  were  better  fpeak  fir  ft,  and  when  you 

were  gravell'd  for  lack  of  matter*  you  might  take  Occafion 
to 
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to  kifs.  Very  good  Orators,  when  they  are»out,  they  will 
fpit;  and  for  Lovers  lacking,  God  warn  us,  matter,  the 
cieanlieft  Shift  is  to  kifs. 

Orla.  How  if  the  Kifs  be  denied? 

Rof  Then  fhe  puts  you  to  Entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  Matter. 

Orla,  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved  Mi- 
ftrefs? 

Rof  Marry  that  fhould  you  if  I  were  your  Miftrefs,  or  I 
mould  think  my  Honefty  ranker  than  my  Wit. 

Orla.  What,  of  my  Suit? 
Rof  Net  out  of  your  Apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your 

Suit. 

Am  not  I  your  Rofalind  f 
Orla.  I  take  feme  Joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  I  would  be 

talking  of  her. 
Rof.  Well,  in  her  Perfon,  I  fay  I  will  not  have  you. 
Orla.  Then  in  mine  own  Perfon  I  die. 

Rof.  No  Faith,  die  by  Attorney;  the  poor  World  is  al- 
moft  fix  thoufand  Years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there  was 

not  any  Man  died  in  his  own  Perfon,  videlicet,  in  a  Love 
Caufe  .•  Troilm  had  his  Brains  dauYd  out  with  a  Grecian 
Club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before,  and  he  is  one 

of  the  Patterns  of  Love.  Leander,  he  would  have  liv'd  many 
a  fair  Year,  tho'  Hire  had  turn'd  Nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
a  hot  Midfummer-night;  for,  good  Youth,  he  went  but 
forth  to  warn  in  the  >Hellefpont,  and  being  taken  with  the 

Cramp,  was  drewn'd ;  and  the  foolifh  Chroniclers  of  that 
Age,  found  it  was  Hero  of  Sefios.  But  thefe  are  all  Lies, 
Men  have  died  from  time  to  time,  and  Worms  have  eaten 
them,  but  not  for  Love. 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of  this  Mind, 
for  I  proteft  her  Frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof.  By  this  Hand  it  will  not  kill  a  Flie;  but  come  now 
I  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming-on  Difpofition; 
and  ask  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Orla.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes  Faith  will  I,  Fridays  and  SatHrdays,  and  aJL 
Orla.  And  wilt  thou  have  me? 

Rof  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 
N  4  Orla. 
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Orla.  What  faift  thou? 

Rof.  Are  you  not  good? 
Orla.  I  hope  fo. 
Rof.  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a  good 

thing  ?  Come,  Sifter,  you  fhall  be  the  Prieft,  and  marry 
us.  Give  me  your  Hand,  Orlando  :  What  do  you  fay 
Sifter. 

Orla.  Pray  thee  marry  us. 
Cel.   I  cannot  fay  the  Words, 
Rof  You  muft  begin,  Will  you  Orlando. 
CtL  Go  to  ;  will  you  Orlando  have  to  Wife  this  Rofa- 

lind ? 
Orla.  I  will. 

Roj.  But  when, 
Orla.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  fhe  can  marry  us. 
Rof.  Then  you  muft  fay,  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for 

Wife, 

Orla.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  Wife. 
Rof.  I  mi^ht  ask  you  for  your  Commiflion, 

But  I  do  take  thee  Orlando  for  my  Husband:  There's  a 
Girl  goes  before  the  Prieft,  and  certainly  a  Woman's  Thought runs  before  her  Actions. 

Orla.  So  do  all  Thoughts;  they  are  wing'd. 
Rof.  Now  tell  me  how  long  you  would  have  her,  after 

you  have  poffrft  her  ? 
Orla.  For  ever  and  a  Day. 
Rof.  Say  a  Day  without  the  ever:  No,  no,  Orlando,  Men 

are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when  they  wed:  Maids 
are  May  when  they  are  Maids,  but  the  Sky  changes  when 
they  are  Wives;  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barbary 
Cock-Pigeon  over  his  Hen,  more  clamorous  than  a  Parrot  a- 
gainft  Rain;  more  new-fangled  than  an  Ape;  more  giddy  in 
my  Defires  than  a  Monkey  ;  I  will  weep  for  nothing  like 
Diana  in  the  Fountain,  and  I  will  do  that  when  you  are 

difpos'd  to  be  merry  ;  I  will  laugh  like  a  Hyen,  and  that 
wh^n  thou  art  inclin'd  to  fleep. 

Orla.   But  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo  ? 
Rof.  By  my  Life  (he  will  do  as  I  do. 
Orla.  O  but  (he  is  wife. 

Rof  Ox  elfe  fhe  could  not  have  the  Wit  to  do  this;  the 

wijTer3 
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wifer,  the  way  warder:  Make  the  Doors  upon  a  Woman's 
Wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  Cafement;  fhut  that,  and  'twill 
out  at  the  Key- hole;  flop  that,  it  will  fly  with  the  fmoak 
out  at  the  Chimney. 

Or  la.  A  M.in  that  had  a  Wife  with  fuch  a  Wit,  he  might 
fay,   Wit  whirher  wilt? 

R  f.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till  you  met 
your  Wife's  Wit  goir-g  to  your  Neighbour's  Btd. Orla.  And  what  Wit  could  Wit  have  to  excufe  that? 

Rof.  fvLrry  to  fay,  (he  came  to  feek  you  there:  Youfhall 
never  find  her  without  her  Anfwer,  unlefs  you  take  her 
without  her  Tongue.  O  that  Woman,  that  cannot  make  her 

fault  her  Husband's  occafion,  let  her  never  nurfe  her  Child 
her  fdf,  for  fhe  will  breed  ic  like  a  Fool. 

OrU.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalmd,  I  will  leave  thee. 
Rof.  Alas,  dear  Love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 
Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  Dinner,  by  two  a  Clock  I 

will  be  with  thee  again. 
Rof.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways;  I  knew  what  you 

would  prove,  my  Friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I  thought 

no  lefs;  that  flattering  Tongue  of  yours  won  me;  'tis  but 

one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  Death:  Two  o'tb/  Clock  is  your hour? 

OrU.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind. 
Rof  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earnefT,  and  fo  God 

mend  me,  and  by  all  the  pretty  Oaths  that  are  not  dangerous, 
if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  Promife,  or  come  one  minute 
behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the  moll:  pathetical  Break- 
Promife,  and  themoft  hollow  Lover,  and  the  moft  unworthy 
of  her  you  call  Rofalind,  that  may  be  chofen  out  of  the  grofs 
Band  of  the  Unfaithful ;  therefore  beware  my  Cenfure,  and 
keep  your  Promife. 

Orla.  With  no  lefs  Religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeed 
my  Rofalind;  fo  adieu. 

Rof.  Well,  Time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all  fuch 
Offenders,  and  fet  Time  try.     Adieu.  [Exit  Orla. 

Cel.  You  have  Amply  mifus'd  our  Sex  in  your  Love-prate : 
we  muft  have  your  Doublet  and  Hofe  pluck'd  over  your 
Head,  and  fhew  the  World  what  the  Bird  hath  done  to  her 
own  Neft*  •  a 
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Rof.  O  C02,  Coz,  Cos,  my  pretty  little  Ccz,  that  thou 

didftknow  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  Love;  but  it  can- 
not be  founded  :  My  -Affection  hath  an  unknown  bottom, 

like  the  Bay  of  Portugal. 
Cel  Or  rather  bottomlefs,  that  as  faft  as  you  pour  Affe- 

ction in,  it  runs  out. 
Rof  No,  that  fame  wicked  Baftard  of  Venus,  that  was 

begot  of  Thought,  conceiv'd  of  Spleen,  and  born  of  Mad- 
cefs,  that  blind  rafcaliy  Boy,  that  abufes  every  ones  Eyes, 
becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  Judge,  how  deep  I 

am  in  Love  ,•  1*11  tell  thee,  Aliena,  I  cannot  be  out  of  the 
fight  of  Orlando :  I'll  go  find  a  Shadow,  and  figh  'till  he 
ccme. 

Cel.  And  Til  fleep.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Jaques,  Lords,  and  Forefters. 
Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  kilFd  the  Deer  I 
Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke  like  a  Roman  Con- 
queror, and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  Deer's  Horns  upon 

his  Head,  for  a  branch  of  Victory;  have  you  no  Song,  Fo- 
refter,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

For.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it :  *Tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fo  it 
make  noife  enough. 

Mufick,  Song. 

What  Jhall  he  have  that  kjWd  the  Beer  f 
His  Leather  Skin  and  Horns  to  wear ; 

Then  ling  him  home,  the  reft  floall  bear  this  burthen ; 
Take  thou  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  Horn, 
It  was  a  Creft  eer  thou  waft  born, 
Thy  Fathers  Father  wore  it,_ 
And  thy  Father  bore  it, 
The  Horn,  the  Horn,  the  lufty  Horny 
Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  Scorn.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III,        . 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  a  Clock? 
And  here  much  Orlando. 

Cel.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  Love  and  troubled  Brain* 
Enter  Sylvius. 

He  hath  ta'en  his  Bow  and  Arrows,  and  is  gone  forth 
To  deep :  Look  who  comes  here. 

SyL  My  Errand  is  to  you,  fair  Youth, 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this  : 
I  know  not  rhe  Contents,  but,  as  I  guefs, 
By  the  Item  Brow,  and  wafpifh  Action 
Which  (he  did  ufe  as  (he  was  Writing  of  it, 
It  bears  an  angry  tenure  ;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  aguiltlefs  MefTenger. 

Rof  Patience  her  felf  would  ftartle  at  this  Letter, 
And  play  the  Swaggerer;  bear  this,  bear  all. 
She  fays  I  am  not  fair,  that  I  lack  Manners, 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  (he  could  not  love  me 

Were  Man  as  rare  as  Phenix:  'Od's  my  will, 
Her  Love  is  not  the  Hare  that  I  did  hunt, 
Why  writes  (he  fo  to  me  ?  Well,  Shepherd,  well, 
This  is  a  Letter  of  your  own  device. 

SyL  No,  I  proteit,  I  know  not  the  Contents, 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Rof  Come,  come,  you  are  a  Fool, 

And  turn'd  into  the  extremity  of  Love. 
I  faw  her  Hand,  (he  has  a  leathern  Hand, 

A  Free-ftone  coloured  Hand;  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  Gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  Hands: 
She  has  a  Hufwife's  Hand,  but  that's  no  matter; 
I  fay,  (he  never  did  invent  this  Letter, 

This  is  a  Man's  Invention,  and  his  Hand.       \ 
SyL  Sure  it  is  hers. 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  Stile, A  Stile  for  Challengers;  why,  (he  defies  me, 

Like  Turk^  to  Chriftian ;  Womaa's  gentle  Brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rudd  Invention, Such 
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Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  Effe& 
Than  in  their  Countenance;  will  you  hearvthe  Letter? 

Syl.  Sopleafeyou,  for  I  never  hea*d  it  yet; 

Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  Cruelty. 
Rof.  She  Phebes me;  matk  how  the  Tyrant  writes. 

[Reads/|  Art  thou  God,  to  Shepherd  turnd, 
That  a  Maiden  s  Heart  hath  burrid  ? 
Can  a  Woman  rail  thus. 

SyU  Call  you  this  Railing  ? 
Rof.  [Reads/]  Wny,  thy  Godhead  laid  apart, 

War'fi  thou  with  a  Woman  s  Heart  \ 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  Railing? 
Whiles  the  Eye  of  Man  did  woo  me, 
That  could  do  no  Vengeance  to  me* 
Meaning  me  a  Bealt. 
If  the  Scorn  of  jour  bright  Eyne 
Have  power  to  raife  Juch  Love  in  mine, 
Alack*  in  me,  what  firange  effetb 
Would  they  work-in  mild  Ajpetl  ? 
Whiles  yon  chide  me,  I  did  love, 
How  then  might  your  Prayers  move\ 
He  that  brings  this  Love  to  thee, 
Little  knows  this  Love  in  me  : 

And  by  him  Jeal  up  thy  Mind, 
Whether  that  thy  Touth  and  Kind 
Will  the  faithful  Offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make ; 
Or  elfe  by  him  my  Love  deny, 
And  then  fllfludy  how  to  die. 

SyL  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 
CeL  Alas,  poor  Shepherd ! 
Rof  Do  you  pity  him?  No,  he  deferves  no  pity:  Wilt 

thou  Jove  fuch  a  Woman  ?  What  to  make  thee  an  Inftru- 

ment,  and  play  falfe  Strings  upon  thee?  Not  to  be  endured. 
Well,  go  your  way  to  her,  for  I  fee  Love  hath  made  thee 
a  tame  Snake,  and  fay  this  to  her,  That  if  me  love  me,  I 
charge  her  to  love  thee  :  If  (he  will  not,  I  will  never  have 
her,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for  her.  If  you  be  a  true  Lover, 
hence,  and  not  a  word ;  for  here  comes  more  Company, 

\_Exit.  SyU. 

Enter 
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Enter  Oliver. 

OIL  Good  morrow,  fair  ones:  Pray  you,  if  you  know, 
Where  in  the  Purlews  of  this  Foreft  ftands 

A  Sheep-coat,  fenc'd  about  with  Olive-trees. 
Cel.  Weft  of  this  place  down  in  the  Neighbour  bottom, 

The  rank  of  Oilers,  by  the  murmuring  Stream 
Left  on  your  R.ight-hand,  bring  you  to  the  place; 
But  at  this  hour  the  Houfe  doth  keep  it  klf^ 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  Eye  may  profit  by  a  Tongue, 
Then  ihould  I  know  you  by  Defcription, 
Such  Garments,  and  fuch  Years  ;  The  Boy  is  fair, 
Or  female  Favour,  and  bellows  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifter:  But  the  Woman  low, 
And  browner  than  her  Brother.    Are  not  you 
The  Owner  of  the  Houfe  I  did  enquire  for? 

Cel.   T    is  no  boaft,  being  ask'd,  to  fay  we  are. 
O  >.   Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both, 

And  to  that  Youth  he  calls  his  Rofalind, 
He  fends  this  blooey  Napkin.     Are  you  he? 

Rof.  I  am;  what  muft  we  underftand  by  this? 
Oli.  Some  of  my  Shame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 

Whit  Man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 

This  Handkerchief  was  ftain'd. 
Cel.  I  pray  you  tell  it. 
Oli.  When  Jaft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you, 

He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour;  and  pacing  through  the  Foreft, 
Chewing  the  Food  of  fweet  and  bitter  Fancy, 
Lo  v/hat  befel !  he  threw  his  Eye  afide, 
And  mark  what  Object  did  prefent  it  felf 

Under  an  old  Oak,  whofe  Boughs  were  mofs'd  with  Age, 
And  high  Top  bald  with  dry  Antiquity; 

A  wretched  ragged  Man,  o'er-grown  with  Hair, 
Lay  ileeping  on  his  Back ;  about  his  Neck 

A^jgreenjin^gUed^Snake  had  wreath'd  it  fdfy 

Who~with  her  Head,  Jjjjgble  in  threats,  approach'd The  opening  of  his  Mouth;  but  fuddenly 
Seeing  Orlando,  it  jujnlinkjj  it  felf, 
And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 

Into 
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Into  a  Bum,  under  whofe  Bufhes  (hade 
A  Lionefs,  with  Udders  all  drawn  dry, 
Lay  couching  Head  on  Ground,  with  Catlike  watch 

When  that  the  fleeping  Man  mould  ftir;  for 'tis 
The  Royal  Difpofition  of  that  Beaft 
To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead; 
This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  Man, 
And  found  it  was  his  Brother,  his  elder  Brother: 

Cel.  O  I  have  heard  him  (peak  of  that  fame  Brother, 
And  he  did  render  h;m  the  moft  unnatural, 

That  iiv'd  amonp.fi:  Men. 
Oli.  And  well  he  might  fo  do, 

For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But  to  Orlando;  did  he  leave  him  there 

Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  Lionefs : 
OH.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  Back,  and  purpos'd  fo; 

But_Kind..efs  nobler  ever  than  Revenge, 
And  Nature  ihonger  than  his  juft  Occafion, 
Made  him  give  Battel  to  the  Lionefs, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him,  in  which  hurtling 

From  miferable  Slumber  I  awak'd. 
Cel.  Are  you  his  Brother  ? 

Rof.'  Was't  you  he  refcu'd  ? 
Cel.  Was't  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 
Oli.  *Twas  I;  but  'tis  not  I;  I  do  not  ftiame 

To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fince  my  Converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloody  Napkin  ? 
Oli.  By  and  by. 

When  from  the  firft  to  laft,   betwixt  us  two, 

Tears  our  recountments  had  moft  kindly  bath'd, As  how  I  came  into  that  defart  Place. 

In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gave  me  frefh  Array  and  Entertainment, 

Committing  me  unto  my  Brother's  Love, 
Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  Cave, 

There  ftrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  Arm 
The  Lionefs  had  torn  fome  Flefh  away, 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  fainted, 

And  cry'd  in  fainting  upon  Rofolind. Brief, 
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Brief,  I  recover 'd  him,  bound  up  his  Wound, 
And  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  flrong  at  Heart, 
He  fent  me  hither,  Stranger  as  I  am, 
To  tell  this  Story,  that  you  might  excufe 
His  broken  Promife,  and  to  give  this  Napkin, 

Dy'd  in  his  Blood,  unto  the  Shepherd  Youth, 
That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why,   how  now  Ganimed>  fweet  Gammed? 
Oli.  Many  will  faaaon  when  they  do  looj^Q"  Blood. 

Cel.  There  is  no  more  in  it  :  Coufin  GammeZl~ 
Oli.  Look,  he  recovers. 
Rof  I  would  I  were  at  home. 
Cel.  Well  lead  you  thither. 

I  pray  you  take  him  by  the  Arm. 
Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  Youth;  you  a  Man? 

You  lack  a  Man's  Heart. 
Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it. 

Ah,  Sirra,  a  body  would  think  this  was  well  counterfeited, 
I  pray  you  tell  your  Brother  how  well  I  counterfeited  : 
Heigh-ho. 

Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great  Tefti- 
mony  in  your  Complexion,  that  it  was  paffion  of  Earneft. 

Rof.  Counterfeit,  I  allure  you. 
Oli.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to  be 

a  Man. 

Rof.  So  I  do  :   But  i'faith,  I  fhould  have  been  a  Woman 
by  right. 

Cel.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler;  pray  you  draw 
homewards ;  good  Sir,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I ;  for  I  muft  bear  anfwer  back. 
How  you  excufe  my  Brother,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  I  fhall  devife  fomething  ;  but  I  pray  you  commend 
my  counterfeiting  to  him:  Will  you  go  ?  [Exemt. 

ACT 
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A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENES  For  eft. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

C/0.  \T7E  mall  find  a  time,   Audrey,   patience,   gentle 
VV     Audrey. 

Aud.  Faith  the  Prieft  was  good  enough,   for  all  the  old 

Gentleman's  faying, 
Clo.  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a  mod  vile  Mar' 

text.  But  Audrey,  there  is  a  Youth  here  in  the  Foreft  lays 
claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis ;  he  hath  nolntereft  in  me  in 
the  World;  here  comes  the  Man  you  mean. 

Enter  William. 

Clo.  It  is  Meat  and  Drink  to  me  to  fee  a  Clown ;  by  my 
troth,  we  that  have  good  Wits  have  much  to  anfwer  for : 
we  mall  be  flouting;  we  cannot  hold. 

Will.  Good  Ev'n,  Audrey. 
Aud.  God  ye  good  Ev'n,  William* 
Will.  And  good  Ev'n  to  you,  Sir. 
Clo.  Good  Ev'n,  gentle  Friend.    Cover  thy  Head,  cover 

thy  Head ;    nay,  prethee  be  cover*d.     How  old  are  you, 
Friend? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 
Clo.  A  ripe  Age :  Is  thy  Name  William  t 
Will.  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  Name.     Was't  born  i'th'  Forcfl:  here  ? 
Will.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 
Clo.  Thank  God:  A  good  anfwer: 

Art  Rich  ? 

Will.  'Faith,  Sir,  fo,  to. 
Clo.  So,  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good;  and 

yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  fo,  fo. 
Art  thou  wife  ? 

Will.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  a  pretty  Wit. 

Clo.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  well :  I  do  now  remember  a  Say- 
ing, The  Fool  doth  think  he  is  wife,  but  the  Wife  Man 

knows  himfelf  to  be  a  Fool.     The  Heathen  Philofopher, 

when 
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when  he  had  a  Defire  to  eat  a  Grape,  would  open  his  Ups 
when  he  put  it  into  his  Mouth,   meaning  thereby,   that 
Grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  Lips  to  open. 
You  do  love  this  Maid? 

Will.  I  do,  Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  Hand :  Art  thou  learned? 
Will.  No,  Sir. 
Go.  Then  learn  this  of  me;  To  have,  is  to  have.  For  it  is 

a  Figure  in  Rhetorick,  that  Drink  being  poured  out  of  a 
Cup  into  a  Glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the  other. 
For  all  your  Writers  do  confent,  that  ipje  is  he:  Now  you 
are  not  ipfe;  for  I  am  he. 

Will.  Which  he,  Sir? 
Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  mud  marry  this  Woman;  therefore  you 

Clown,  abandon;  which  is  in  the  Vulgar,  leave  the  Society; 
which  in  the  Boorifh,  is  Company,  of  this  Female;  which 
in  the  Common,  is  Woman;  which  together,  is,  abandon  the 
Society  of  this  Female;  or,  Clown,  thou  periftieft;  or  to 
thy  better  Underftanding,  dieft ;  or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make 
thee  away,  tranflate  thy  Life  into  Death,  thy  Liberty  into 
Bondage;  I  will  deal  in  Poyfon  with  thee,  or  in  Baftinado, 

or  in  Steel;  I  will  bandy  with  thee  in  Faction,  I  will  o'er- 
run  thee  with  Policy,  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty 
ways;  therefore  tremble  and  depart. 

Aud.  Do,  good  William. 
Will.  God  reft  you  merry,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Our  Matter  and  Miftrefs  feek  you;    come  away,  a- 
way. 

Clo.  Trip  Audrey  trip  Audrey ;  I  attend, 
I  attend.  \JExeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

Orla.  Is't  poffible,  that  on  fo  little  Acquaintance  you 
mould  like  her?  That,  but  feeing,  you  ihould  love  her? 
And  loving,  woo?  and  wooing,  fhe  mould  grant?  And  will 
you  perfevere  to  enjoy  her? 

Oli.  Neither  call  the  Giddinefs  of  it    in  queftior,  the 
Poverty  of  her,  the  fraall  Acquaintance,  my  fudden  Wooing, 

Vol,  II.  O  nor 
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nor  her  fudden  confenting;  but  fay  with  mc,  I  love  Aliena\ 
fay  with  her,  that  (he  loves  me;  conient  with  both,  that  we 
may  enjoy  each  other;  it  (hall  be  to  your  good :  For  my  Fa- 

ther's Houfe,  and  all  the  Revenue,  that  was  old  Sir  Row- 

land's,  will  I  eftate  upon  you,  and  here  live  and  die  a  Shep- herd, 
Enter  Rofalind. 

Orla.  You  have  my  Confenr. 
tet  your  Wedding  be  to  Morrow;  thither  will  I 

Invite  the  Duke,  and  all's  contented  Followers: 
Go  you,  and  prepare  Aliena\  for  look  you, 
Here  comes  my  Rofalind. 

Rof  God  fave  you,  Brother. 
Orla.  And  you,  fair  Sifter. 
Rof.  Oh  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee  thee 

wear  thy  Heart  in  a  Scarf. 
Orla.  It  is  my  Arm. 
Rof.  I  thought  thy  Heart  had  been  wounded  with  the 

Claws  of  a  Lion. 

Orla.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  Eyes  of  a  Lady. 
Rof  Did  your  Brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 

fwound,  when  he  (hew'd  me  your  Handkerchief? 
Orla.  Ay,  and  greater  Wonders  than  that. 

Rof  O,  I  know  where  you  are  :  Nay,  'tis  true  :  There 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  Fight  of  two  Rams, 
and  Cafars  Thrafonical  Brag,  of,  I  came,  faw,  and  over- 

came :  For  your  Brother,  and  my  Sifter,  no  fooner  met,  but 

they  look'd ;  no  fooner  look'd,  but  they  lov'd ;  no  fooner 
lov'd,  but  they  figh'd;  no  fooner  figh'd,  but  they  ask'd  one 
another  the  Reafon;  no  fooner  knew  the  Reafon,  but  they 
fought  the  Remedy;  and  in  thefe  Degrees  have  they  made 
a  Pair  of  Stairs  to  Marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incon- 

tinent, or  elfe  be  incontinent  before  Marriage;  they  are  in 
the  very  Wrath  of  Love,  and  they  will  together.  Clubs 
cannot  pat  them. 

Orla.  They  fliall  be  married  to  Morrow;  and  I  will  bid 
the  Duke  £o  the  Nuptial.  But  O,  howJMtter  a  thing  it.is 
to  look  into  Happinefsj:hrough  another  Mans  iLyesTby  fo 

much7thc"more  (nail  I  to  Morrow  be  at  the  weight  of  Heart- 
Heaviflefyhy  how  much  I  (hall  think  my  Brother  happy, 
in  having  what  he  wifties  for. 

Rof 
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Rvf.  Why  then  to  Morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  Turn  for 
Rejalind\ 

Orla.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking, 

Rof  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  Talking. 
Know  of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to  fome  purpofe,  that  I 
know  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  good  Conceit*  I  fpeak  not 
this,  that  you  mould  bear  a  good  Opinion  of  toy  Knowledge ; 
infomucb,  I  fay,  I  know  what  you  are;  neither  do  I  labour 
for  a  greater  Eiteem  than  may  in  fome  little  Meafure  draw 
a  Belief  from  you  to  do  your  felf  good,  and  not  to  grace 
me.  Believe  then,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  can  do  Arrange  things; 
I  have,  fince  I  was  three  Years  old,  converft  with  a  Magi- 

cian, mod  profound  in  his  Art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If 

you  do  love  Rofalind  fo  near  the  Heart,  as  your  Gefture 
cries  it  out,  when  your  Brother  marries  Aliens  you  lliall 
marry  her.  I  know  into  what  Streights  of  Fortune  fhe  is 

driven,  and  it  is  not  impoflibie  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  in- 
convenient to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  Eyes  to  Morrow; 

Human  as  fhe  is,  and  without  any  Danger. 

Orla.  Speak'ft  thou  in  fober  Meanings? 
Rof.  By  my  Life  I  do,  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho'Ifay 

I  am  a  Magician :  Therefore  put  you  in  your  beft  Array, 
bid  your  Friends :  For  if  you  will  be  married  to  Morrow, 
you  fhall,  and  to  Rofalind,  if  you  will. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  Lover  of  mine,  and  a  Lover  of  hers. 
Phe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs, 

To  (hew  the  Letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 
Rof.  I  care  not  if  I  have :  It  is  my  Study 

To  feem  defpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you : 

You  are  there  follow'd  by  a  faithful  Shepherd ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him;  he  worfhips  you. 

Phe.  Good  Shepherd,  tell  this  Youth  what  'tis  to  love. 
Sil.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Sighs  and  Tears, 

And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 
Phe.  And  I  for  Ganimed. 

Orla.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 
Rof.  And  I  for  no  Woman. 
Sil.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Faith  and  Service; 

And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 
O  2  Phe. 
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Phe.  And  I  for  Gammed. 

Orla.  And  I  for  RofalintL 
Rof  And  I  for  no  Woman. 
SU.  It  is  to  be  al!  made  of  Fantafie, 

All  made  of  Paffion,  and  all  made  of  Wifhes, 
AJI  Adoration,  Duty  and  Obfervance, 
All  Humblenefs,  all  Patience,  and  Impatience, 
All  Purity,  all  Trial,  all  Obfervance; 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

The.  And  fo  am  I  for  Gammed. 
Orla.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofalind. 
Rof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  Woman, 
The.  If  this  be  fo9  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 
SiL  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 
Orla.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 
Rof.  Who  do  you  fpeak  to,  Why  blame  you  me  to 

love  you? 
Orla.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 

Rof  Pray  you  no  more  of  this;  'tis  like  the  Howling  of 
Irijh  Wolves  againfl:  the  Moon;  I  will  help  you  if  I  can;  I 
would  love  yoii  if  I  could :  To  Morrow  meet  me  all  toge- 

ther; I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I  marry  Woman,  and  I'll 
be  married  to  Morrow;  I  willfatisfy  you,  if  ever  Ifatisfy'd 
Man,  and  you  (hall  be  married  to  Morrow;  I  will  content 

you,  if  what  pleafes  you  contents  you,  and  you  lhall  be 
married  to  Morrow.  As  you  love  Rofalind  meet,  as  you 

love  Phcbe  meet,  and  as  I  love  no  Woman,  I'll  meet.  So 
fare  you  well;  I  have  left  you  Commands. 

SiL  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 
Phe.  Nor  I. 
Orla.  Nor  I.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clo.  To  Morrow  is  the  joyful  Day,  Audrey,  to  Morrow 
will  we  be  married. 

Aud.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  Heart;  and  I  hope  it  is 
no  dimoneft  Defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  Woman  of  the  World. 

Here  come  two  of  the  banifh'd  Duke's  Pages, 

Enter 
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Enter  two  Pages. 

i  Page.  Well  met,  honeft  Gentleman. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  well  met :  come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  Song. 

2  Page.  We  are  for  you,  fit  i'th*  middle. 

i  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  haukmg,  or 

fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which  are  the  only  Pro- logues to  a  bad  Voice. 

z  Page.  rfaith,iTaith,andbothinaTune,  like  two  Gypfiei on  a  Horfe. 
SONG. 

It  was  a  Lover  and  his  Lafs, 
With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 

That  o'er  the  green  Corn-field  did  pafs 
In  the  Spring  time ;  the  only  pretty  rang  time, 

When  Birds  do  fing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding. 
Sweet  Lovers  love  the  Spring. 

And  therefore  take  the  prtfent  time, 
With  a  he j,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino ; 

For  Love  is  crowned  with  the  prime, 
In  the  Spring  time,  &c. 

Between  the  Acres  of  the%  Rye, 

Wtth  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino ', 
Thefe  pretty  Country-folks  would  lye, 

In  the  Spring  time,  &C.  y 

The  Carrol  they  began  that  hour, 
With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino ; 

How  that  a  Life  was  but  a  Flower^ 
In  the  Spring  time,  dec. 

Go.  Truly,  young  Gentlemen,  though  there  was  no  great 
matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  Note  was  very  untunable. 

i  Page.  You  are  deceiv'd,  Sir,  we  kept  time,  we  loft  not our  time. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  yes :  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to  hear 

fuch  a  foolifti  Song.  Godb'w'y  you,  and  ©od  mend  your 
Voices.    Come,  Audrey.  [Exeunt. 

O2  SCENE 
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£#/<?r  D#^  Senior,  Amiero,  Jaques,  Orlando,  Oliver, 
and  Celia. 

DuJ^e  Sen.  Doft  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  Boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promifed? 

Orla.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not; 
As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Sylvius,  and  Phebe. 

Rof.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  Compact  is  urg'd: 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind,  [To  the  Duke. 
You  wiJl  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here? 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give  with  her* 
Rof.  And  you  fay  you  will  have  her  when  I  bring  her? 

[To  Orlando. 
Orla.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdoms  King. 

Rof.  You  fay  you'll  Marry  me,  if  I  be  willing.     [7b  Phe* 
The.  That  will  I,  mould  I  die  the  hour  after. 
Rof.  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  me, 

You'll  give  your  felf  to  this  moil  faithful  Shepherd. 
Phe.  So  is  the  Bargain. 

Rof  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  me  will  ?    [To  SyL 
Syl.  Tho'  to  have  her  and  Death  were  both  one  thing. 
Rof  I  havepromis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even  : 

Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  Daughter  j 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  Daughter: 

Keep  you  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  me; 
Or  elfe  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  Shepherd. 

Keep  your  word,  Sylvius,  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  (he  refufe  me;  and  from  hence  I  go 
To  make  rhefe  Doubts  all  even.  [Exit  Rof.  andCdiz* 

Duke  Sen.  I  do  remember  in  this  Shepherd-Boy, 

Some  lively  touches  of  my  Daughter's  Favour. 
Orla.  My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 

Methought  he  was  a  Brother  to  your  Daughter ; 

But,  my  good  Lord,  this  Boy  is  Foreft  borr/> 
And  hath  been  tutor 'd  in  the  Rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  Studies  by  his  Unkle, 

Who  he  reports  to  be  a  great  Magician, 
Enter  Clown  And  Audrey. 

Obfcured  in  the  Circle  of  this  Foreft.  J*£ 
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Jaq.  There  is  fure  another  Flood  toward,  and  thefe  Cou- 
ples are  coming  to  the  Ark.  Here  comes  a  pair  of  very 

ftrange  Beafts,  which  in  all  Tongues  are  call'd  Fools. Go.  Salutation  and  Greeting  to  you  all. 
Jaq.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.  This  is  the 

Motley-minded  Gentleman  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in  the 
Foreft  :  He  hath  been  a  Courtier  he  fwears. 

Go.  If  any  Man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  rrfe  to  my  Purga- 

tion; I  have  trod  a  Meafure,  I  have  flatter'd  a  Lady,  I  have 
been  politick  with  my  Friend,  fmooth  with  mine  Enemy,  I 
have  undone  three  Tailors,- 1  have  had  four  Quarrels,  and 
like  to  have  fought  one. 

Jaq*  And  how  was  that  ta'en  up? 
Clo.  'Faith  we  met,  and  found  the  Quarrel  was  upon  the feventh  Caufe. 

Jaq.  How  the  feventh  Caufe?  Good  my  Lord,  likfr 
this  Fellow. 

Duke  Sen.  I  like  him  very  very  well. 

Clo.  God'ild  you,  Sir,  I  defire  you  of  the  like  :  I  prefs  in 
here,  Sir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  Country  Copulatives,  to 
fwear,  and  to  forfwear,  according  as  Marriage  binds,  and 

Blood  breaks:  A  poor  Virgin,  Sir,  an  ill-favour'd  thing,  Sir, 
but  mine  own,  a  poor  Humour  of  mine,  Sir,  to  take  that 
that  no  Man  elfe  will.  Rich  Honefty  dwells  like  a  Mifer, 
Sir,  in  a  poor  Houfe,  as  your  Pearl  in  your  Oy fter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  Faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fententious. 

Clo.  According  to  the  Fool's  bolt,  Sir,  and  fuch  dulcet Difeafes. 

Jaq.  But  for  the  feventh  Caufe;  how  did  ybu  find  the 
Quarrel  on  the  feventh  Caufe  ? 

Clo.  Upon  a  Lie  feven  times  removed ;  (  bear  your  Body 
more  feeming,  Audrey)  as  thus,  Sir;  I  diddifliketheCutof 
a  certain  Courtier's  Beard ;  he  fent  me  word,  If  I  faid  his Beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was :  This  is 

call'd  the  Retort  Courteous.  If  I  fent  him  word  again,  it was  well  cut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  he  cut  it  to  pleafe 
himfelf .  This  is  call'd  the  Quip  Modeft.  If  again,  it  was 
not  well  cut,  he  difabled  my  Judgment:  This  is  call'd  the 
Reply  Churlifh.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would 
anfwer,  I  fpake  not  true  :  This  is  call'd  the  Reproof  Valiant. 
If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fay,  I  lie:  This  is 
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call'd  the  Countercheck  Quarrelfome  :  And  fo  the  Lie  Cir- 
cumftantial,  and  the  Lie  Direct. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  Beard  was  not  well 
cut? 

Clo,  I  durfl:  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  Circumftantial ; 

nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lie  Direct  ;  and  fo  we  meafur'd 
Swords,  and  parted. 

Jay.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of  the 
Lie? 

Go.  O,  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  Print,  by  the  Book  ;  as  you 
have  Books  for  good  Manners.  I  will  name  you  the  Degrees* 
The  firft,  the  Retort  Courteous;  the  fecond,  the  Quip  Mo-? 
deft;  the  third,  the  Reply  Churlifh;  the  fourth,  the  Re- 

proof Valiant;  the  fifth,  the  Countercheck  Quarrelfome; 
the  fixth,  the  Lie  with  Circumftance;  the  feventh,  the  Lie 

Direct.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lie  direct  ;  aiad 
you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew  when  feven 
Juflices  could  not  take  up  a  Quarrel,  but  when  the  Parties 
were  met  themfelves,  one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  If;  as, 
If  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo ;  and  they  (hook  Hands,  and 
fwore  Brothers.  Your  If  is  the  only  Peace-maker;  much 
virtue  in  If. 

Jay.  Is  not  this  a  rare  Fellow,  my  Lord  ?  He's  good  at 
any  thing,  and  yet  a  Fool. 

Duke  Sen.  Heufe*  his  Folly  like  a  Stalking-Horfe,  and  un- 
der the  Prefentation  of  that  he  fhoots  his  Wit. 

Enter  Hymen,  Rofalind  in  Woman's  Cloths,  and  Celia. Still  Mufick* 

Hym.  Then  is  there  Mirth  in  Heaven, 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  Duke  receive  thy  Daughter, 

Hymen  from  Heav'n  brought  her, 
Tea,  brought  her  hither, 

That  thou  might' ft  joyn  her  hand  'with  his7 
Whofe  Heart  within  his  Bofom  is. 

Rof.  To  you  I  give  my  k\(;  for  I  am  yours.  [To  the  Duke. 
To  you  I  give  my  felf ;  for  I  am  yours.  [To  Orlando. 
Duke  Sen.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Daughter 

Orla. 
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Orla.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofalind. 
The.  If  fight  and  fhapebetrue,  why  then  my  Love  adieu. 

Rof.  I'll  have  no  Father,  if  you  be  not  he; 
I'll  have  no  Husband,  if  you  be  not  he; 
Nor  ne'er  wed  Woman,  if  you  be  not  fhe. 

Hym.  Peace  hoa ;  I  bar  Confufion : 
'Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 
Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  Events: 

Here's  eight  that  muft  take  Hands, 
To  join  in  Hymens  Bands, 
If  Truth  holds  true  Contents. 

You  and  you  no  Cro fs  fhall  part ; 
You  and  you  are  Heart  in  Heart; 
You  to  his  Love  muft  accord, 
Or  have  a  Woman  to  your  Lord. 
You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
As  the  Winter  to  foul  Weather  : 

Whiles  a  Wedlock  Hymn  we  fing, 
Feed  your  felves  withqueftioning: 
That  Reafon,  Wonder  may  diminifti, 
How  thus  we  mer,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 

SONG. 

Wedding  is  great  Juno's  Crown, 
O  bleffed  Bond  of  Board  and  Bed  I 

'Tis  Hymen  Peoples  ev'ry  Town, 
High  Wedlock  then  be  honoured  : 

Honour,  high  Honour  and  Renown 
To  Hymen,  God  of  every  Town. 

Duhe  Sen.  O  my  dear  Neice,  welcome  thou  art  to  me* 
Even  Daughter,  welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 

The.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  tho\u  art  mine, 
^Thy  Faith,  my  Fancy  to  thee  doth  combine 

Enter  Jaques  de  Boyes. 
Jaq.de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  pr  two: 

I  am  the  fecond  Son  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 

That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  AfTembJy. 
Duke  Frederick^  hearing  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  Worth  reforted  to  this  Foreft, 

Addre&'d  a  mighty  Power  which  were  on  foot 

In 
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In  his  own  Conduct,  purpofely  to  take 
His  Brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  Sword: 
And  to  the  Skirts  of  this  wild  Wood  he  came, 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  Religious  Man, 
After  fome  queftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  Enterprize,  and  from  the  World; 
His  Crown  bequeathing  to  his  baniiVd  Brother, 

And  all  their  Lands  reftor'd  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  Exil'd.     This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  Life. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  young  Man  : 

Thou  offer'ft  fairly  to  thy  Brothers  Wedding; To  one  his  Lands  with-held,  and  to  the  other 
A  Land  it  felf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom. 
Firft,  in  this  Foreft,  let  us  do  thofe  Ends 

That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  Number 

That  have  endur'd  (hrewd  Days  and  Nights  with  us, 
Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  returned  Fortune, 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  States. 

Mean  time,  forget  this  new-fall'n  Dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  Ruftick  Revelry : 
Play  Mufick,  and  you  Brides  and  Bridegrooms  all, 

With  Meafure  heap'd  in  Joy,  to  th'Meafures  fall. 
Jaq.  Sir,  by  your  patience :  If  I  heard  you  rightly, 

The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  Religious  Life, 
And  thrown  into  neglect  the  pompous  Court- 

Jaq.  de  B.  He  hath. 
Jaq.  To  him  will  I:  Out  of  thefe  Convertites 

There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd. 
You  to  your  former  Honour,  I  bequeath,  [To  the  Duke* 
Your  Patience,  and  your  Virtue  well  deferves  it : 
You  to  a  Love  that  your  true  Faith  doth  merit ;      [To  Orla. 

You  to  your  Land,  and  Love,  and  great  Allies;  '      [To  Oli. 
You  to  a  long  and  well-deferved  Bed  ;  [ToSyL 
And  you  to  Wrangling;  for  thy  loving  Voyage  [TotheClown 

Is  but  for  two  Months  viduall'd:  So  to  your  Pleafures; 
I  am  for  other  than  for  Dancing  Meafures, 

Duke  Sen.  Stay,  Jaques,  ftay. 
Jaq.    To  fee  no  Paftime,  I :  What  you  would  have, 

I'll  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  Cave,  [Exit. 
|-  Dukf 
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Duke  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed,  we  will  begin  thefe  Rites, 

As  we  do  trull  they'll  end  in  true  Delights. 
Rof.  It  is  not  the  Fa fh ion  to  fee  the  Lady  the  Epilogue; 

but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome  than  to  fee  the  Lord  the  Pro- 

logue, If  it  be  true,  that  good  Wine  needs  no  Bujb,  'tis 
true,  that  a  good  Play  needs  no  Epilogue.  Yet  to  good 
Wine  they  do  ufe  good  Bullies;  and  good  Plays  prove  the 
better  by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  I 
in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  Epilogue,  nor  cannot  infi- 
nuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  Play?  I  am  not  fur- 

nifti'd  like  a  Beggar;  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become  me. 
My  way  is  to  Conjure  you,  and  I'll  begin  with  the  Women. 
I  charge  you,  O  Women,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  Men, 
to  like  as  much  of  this  Play  as  pleafes  you :  And  I  charge 
you,  O  Men,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  Women,  as  I  per- 

ceive by  your  Simpring,  none  of  you  hates  them,  that  be- 
tween you  and  the  Women,  the  Play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were 

a  Woman,  I  would  kifs  as  many  of  you  as  had  Beards  that 

pleas'd  me,  Complexions  that  lik'd  me,  and  Breaths  that  I  de* 
fy'd  not:  And,  I  amfure,  as  many  as  have  good  Beards,  or 
good  Faces,  or  fweet  Breaths,  will  for  my  kind  Offer,  when 
I  make  Courtfie,  bid  me  farewel.  [Exeunt. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

Lord,  before  whom  the  7  lay  isfuppos'd  to  be 

plaid, CnnltopheroSly,  a  drunken  Tinker. 
Hoftefs. 

*Page,  'Players,    Huntfmen,   and  other    Servants 
attending  on  the  Lord. 

The  Verfons  of  the  Tlay  it  felf  are 

Baptifta,  Father  to  Katharina  and  Biancha,    very 
rich* 

Vincentio,  an  old  Gentleman  of  Pifa. 
Lucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Biancha. 
Petruchio,  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  a  Suitor  to 

Katharina. 

Gremio,       l    <pretenders  t0  Biancha. Hortenlio,    J 

Tranio,        1    Servants  to  Lucentio. Biondello,    j 
Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 
Pedant,   an  old  Fellow  fet  up  to  perfonate  Vin- 

centio. 
Katharina,  the  Shrew. 
Biancha,  her  Sifter. 
Widow. 

Taylor,  Haberdajhers,  with  Servants  attending  on 
Baptifta  and  Petruchio. 

SCENE  in  the  latter  End  of  the  third,  and 

beginning  of  the  fourth  AB  in  Petruchio 9s 
Houfe  in  the  Country  $  for  the  refi  of  the  Play 
in  Padua.  % 
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ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 
Enter  Hoftefs  and  Sly* 

s  l  r. 

'LL  pheeze  you,  in  Faith* 
//*/?.   A  Pair  of  Stocks,  you  Rogue. 

Sly.  Y'are  a   Baggage  ;   the  Slies  are    no 
Rogues,     Look  in  the  Chronicles,  we  came 
with  Richard  Conqueror  ;    therefore  Vaucus 
fallabriSy  let  the  World  Hide  :  SefTa. 

Hoft.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  Glaffes  you  have  burft  ? 
Sly.  No,  not  a  Deniere :  Go  by  S.  Jeronimy^  go  to  thy 

cold  Bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Hoft.  I  know  my  Remedy;  I  muft  go  fetch  the  Head- 
borough.  [Exit. 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  Borough,  I'll  anfwer  him  by 
Law;  I'll  not  budge  an  Inch,  Boy;  let  him  come,  and  kind- 

ly.                                                                            [Falls  ajleep. 

Wind  Horns.  Enter  a  Lord  from  Huntings  with  a  Train. 

Lord.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee  tender  well  my  Hounds, 
Brach  Merriman,  the  poor  Cur  is  imboft, 

And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  Brach* 
Saw'ft  thou  not,  Boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  Hedge  Corner,  in  the  coldeft  Fault; 
I  would  not  lofe  the  Dog  for  twenty  Pound. 

Hun.  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  Lord; 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereft  Lofs, And 
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And  twice  to  Day  pick'd  out  the  dullefT  Scent : 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  Dog, 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Fool,  if  Eccho  were  as  fleets 
I  would  efteem  him  worth  a  Dozen  fuch. 

But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all, 
To  Morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again*     , 

Hfin.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  What's  here?  one  Dead,  or  Drunk?  See,  doth  he 
breathe?  *_ 

z  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.  Were  he  not  warm'd  with 
Ale,  this  were  a  Bed  but  cold  to  deep  fo  foundly* 

Lord.  O  monftrous  Beaft !  how  like  a  Swine  he  lyes ! 
Grim  Death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  Image ! 
Sirs,  I  will  pra&ife  on  this  drunken  Man, 

What  think  you  if  he  were  convey 'd  to  Bed, 
Wrapt  in  fweet  Cloaths :  Rings  put  upon  his  Finger; 
A  moft  delicious  Banquet  by  his  Bed, 
And  brave  Attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes ; 
Would  not  the  Beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

i  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

z  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak'd* 
Lord.  Even  as  a  flatt'ring  Dream,  or  worthlefs  Fancy. 

Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  Jeft : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  fdrefl:  Chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  Pictures; 
Balm  his  foul  Head  in  warm  diftilled  Waters, 

And  burn  fweet  Wood  to  make  the  Lodging  fwect# 
Procure  me  Mufick  ready  when  he  wakes, 

To  make  a  Dulcet  and  a  Heav'nly  Sound; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight, 
And  with  a  low  fubmiffive  Reverence, 

Say,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command; 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  Bafon 

Full  of  Rofe-water,  and  beftrew'd  with  Flower^ 
Another  bear  the  Ewer;  a  third  a  Diaper, 
And  fay,  will  pleafe  your  Lordfhip  cool  your  Hands  ? 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftly  Suit, 
And  ask  him  what  Apparel  he  will  wear; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  Hounds  and  Horfe, 
And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  Difeafe; 
Perfuade  him  that  he  hath  been  Lunatick, 
,  And 
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And  when  he  fays  he  is  poor,  fay  that  he  dreamy 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  Lord  : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs  5 
It  will  be  Paftime  pafling  excellent, 
If  it  be  husbanded  with  Modefty. 

1  Hun.  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you  we  will  play  our  Part* 
As  he  fhall  think  by  our  true  Diligence, 
He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  Bed  with  him  ; 
And  each  one  to  his  Office  when  he  wakes. 

\Sound  Trumpets 

Sirrah,  go  fee  what  Trumpet  'tis  that  founds, Belike  fome  noble  Gentleman  that  means, 

Travelling  fome  Journey,  to  repofe  him  here. 
Enter  Servant* 

How  now  ?  Who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An't  pleafe  your  Honour,  Players 
That  offer  Service  to  your  Lordfhip* 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near : 

Enter  Plajersl 
Now  Fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

Play.  We  thank  your  Honour. 
Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  flay  with  me  to  Night? 
2  Play.  So  pleafe  your  Lordfhipto  accept  our  Duty. 
Lord.  With  all  my  Heart.  This  Fellow  I  remember, 

Sinte  once  he  play'd  a  Farmer's  eldeft  Son; 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  Gentlewoman  fo  well: 
I  have  forgot  your  Name;  but  fure  that  Part 

V/as  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perforrn'd. 
Sim.  I  think  'twas  Soto  that  your  Honour  means. 
Lord.  'Tis  very  true,  thou  didffc  it  excellent  .• 

Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time, 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  Sport  in  Hand, 
Wherein  your  Cunning  can  aflift  me  much. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to  Night; 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  Modefties, 
Left  over  eying  of  his  odd  Behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  Honour  never  heard  a  Play,) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  Paffion, 
And  fo  offend  him  :  For  I  tell  you,  Sirs, 
If  you  mould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient* 

Vol.  II.  P  tUy. 
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Play.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  we  can  contain  our  fclves, 

Were  he  the  verieft  Antick  in  the  World. 

Lord.  Go  Sirrah,  take  them  to  the  Buttery, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  Houfe  affords. 

[Exit  one  with  the  Flayers. 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew  my  Page, 
And  fee  him  dreft  in  all  fuits  like  a  Lady : 

That  done,  conduct  him  to  the  Drunkard's  Chamber, 
And  call  him  Madam,  do  him  Obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  as  he  will  win  my  Love, 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  Action, 

Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  Ladies         [ 
Unto  toeir  Lords,  by  them  accomplifhed ; 
Such  Duty  to  the  Drunkard  let  him  do, 
With  foft  low  Tongue,  and  lowly  Courtefle  ; 

And  fay;  What  is't  your  Honour  will  command, 
Wherein  your  Lady,  and  your  humble  Wife, 
May  fhew  her  Duty,  and  make  known  her  Love; 
And  then  with  kind  Embracements,  tempwng  KifTes, 
And  w;th  declining  Head  into  his  Bofom, 

Bid  him  (bed  Tears,  as  being  overjoyed 
To  fee  her  noble  Lord  reftor'd  to  Health, 
Who  for  this  feven  Years  hathefteem'd  himfelf 

;    No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  Beggar : 

And  if  the  Boy  have  not  a  Woman's  Gift To  rain  a  Shower  of  commanded  Tears, 

A^  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  Shift, 

Which  in  a  Napkin  being  clofe  convey 'd, 
ShaM  in  defpi^ht  enforce  a  watry  Eye. 

S  e  this  difparch'd  with  all  the  hafte  thou  canft, 
Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  Inftrudions.  [Exit  Servant* 
J  know  he  Boy  will  well  ufurp  the  Grace, 
V  >ice,  Gate,  and  Action  of  a  Gentlewoman. 
I  lone  to  hear  him  call  the  Drunkard,  Husband, 

Ad  how  my  Men  will  ftay  themfelves  from  Laughter, 

W'Sen  they  do  Homage  to  this  fimple  Peafant; 
I'll  in  to  counfel  them:  Haply  my  Prefence 
Mav  well  abate  the  over-merry  Spleen, 
Which  otherwife  would  grow  iato  Extreams. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sly  with  Attendants,  fome  with  Apparel,   Bafon  and 

Ewer,  and  other  Appurtenances* 

Sly.  For  God's  fake  a  Pot  of  £inail  Al  . 
1   Serv.  Wil/tpleafe  your  Lord  (hip  drink  a  Cup  of  Sack? 

z  Serv.  Will't  pleafe  your  Honour  tafte  of  chele  Con- .erves? 

3  Serv.  What  Raiment  will  your  HoLour  wear  to  Diy? 
Sly.  I  zmChrifiophero  Sly,  call  not  me  Honour,  norLord- 

ihip  :  I  ne'er  drank  Sack  in  my  Life;  and  if  you  give  me 
any  Conferves,  give  me  Conferves  of  Btcf:  Ne'er  ask  me 
what  Raiment  I'll  wear,  for  I  have  no  more  Doublets  than 
Backs  no  more  Stockings  than  Legc,  nor  no  more  Shooes 
than  Feet ;  nay  fometimes  more  Feet  than  Shooes,  or  fuch 
Shooes  as  my  Toes  look  through  the  over-leathf  r. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  Humour  in  your  Honour. 
Oh  that  a  mighty  Man  of  fuch  Defcent, 
Of  fuch  Poffeffions,  and  fo  high  Efteem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  Spirit. 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad?  Am  not  I  Chri- 

fiophero  Sly,  old  Sty's  Son  of  Button-heath,  by  Birth  a  Ped- 
ler,  by  Education  a  Card-maker,  by  Tranfmutation  a  Bear- 
herd,  and  now  by  prefent  Profeflion  a  Tinker.  Ask  Mar- 
rianHacket,  the  fat  Ale-wife  of  Wtncot,  if  fhe  know  me  not; 
if  fhe  fay  I  am  not  fourteen  Pence  on  the  Score  for  Sheer 

Ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  lying'ft  Knave  in  Chriftendom. 
What  I  am  not  beftraught :  here's   • 

1  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Lady  mourn. 
2  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Servants  dmop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  Kindred  fhun  your  Houfe, 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  Lunacy. 
Oh  noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  Birth, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  Thoughts  from  Banifhmenr, 
And  banifh  hence  thefe  abjeft  lowly  Dreams: 
Look  how  thy  Servants  do  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  Office  ready  at  thy  Beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  Mufick?  Hark,  Apollo  plays,  [Mufick. 
And  twenty  caged  Nightingales  do  fmg. 

Or  wilt  thou  deep?  We'll  have  thee  to  a  Couch, Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftful  Bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramis. 
P  a  Say 
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Say  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beflrow  the  Ground: 

Or  wilt  thou  ride?  Thy  Horfes  (hall  be  trapp'd, Their  Harnefs  ftudded  all  v/ith  Gold  and  Pearl. 

Doft  thou  love  Hawking  ?  Thou  haft  Hawks  will  foar 
Above  the  Morning  Lark.     Or  wilt  thou  hunt, 
Thy  Hounds  lhall  make  the  Welkin  anfwer  them, 
And  fetch  fhrill  Ecchoes  from  the  hollow  Earth. 

i  Man.  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  thyGrayhounds  are  as  fwift 
As  breathed  Stags;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  Roe. 

i  Man.  Doft  thou  love  Pictures  ?  We  will  fetch  thee  ftraight 
Adonis  painted  by  a  running  Brook, 
And  Citherea  all  in  Sedges  hid, 
Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  Breath, 
Even  as  the  waving  Sedges  play  with  Wind. 

Lord.  We'll  ihew  thee  lo,  as  ihe  was  a  Maid, 
And  how  me  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  Deed  was  done. 

3  Man.  Or  Daphne  roming  through  a  thorny  Wood, 
Scratching  her  Legs,  that  one  lhall  fwear  fhe  bleeds ; 
And  at  the  Sight  fhall  fad  Apollo  weep: 
So  workmanly  the  Blood  and  Tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.   Thou  art  a  Lord,  and  nothing  but  a  Lord : 
Thou  haft  a  Lady  far  more  beautiful, 
Than  any  Woman  in  this  waining   Age. 

i  Man.  And  'till  the  Tears  that  fhe  hath  fhed  for  thee, 
Like  envious  Floods,  o'er-run  her  lovely  Face, 
She  was  the  faireft  Creature  in  the  World, 
And  yet  fhe  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  / 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  Or  have  I  dream'd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleep ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak; 

I  fmell  fweet  Savours,  and  I  feel  foft  Things.* 
Upon  my  Life  I  am  a  Lord  indeed, 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chriflophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  Sight, 

And  once  again  a  Pot  o'th'  fmalleft  Ale. 
2  Man.  Wirt  pleafe your  Mightinefs  to  wafh  your  Hands? 

Oh  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  Wits  reftor'd. 
Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are: 
Thefe  fifteen  Years  vou  have  been  in  a  Dream, • 
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Or  when  you  wak'd,  you  wak'd  as  if  you  flept. 
Sly.  Thefe  fifteen  Years!  by  my  Fay,  a  goodJy  Naps 

But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time? 

i  Man.  Oh  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  Words. 

For  thos  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  Chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  Door, 

And  rail'd  upon  the  Hoftefs  of  the  Houfe, 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  Leet, 

Becaufe  fhe  brought  Stone  Jugs,  and  no  feal'd  Quarts: 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket. 

Sly.  Ay,  the  Woman's  Maid  of  the  Houfe. 
3  Man.  Why  Sir,  you  know  no  Houfe,  nor  no  fuch  Maid, 

Nor  no  fuch  Men  as  you  have  reckon'd  up, 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 

And  Peter  Turph,  and  Henry  Timpcrnell, 
And  twenty  more  fuch  Names  and  Men  as  thefe, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  Man  ever  faw. 

Sly.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 
All.  Amen. 

Enter  Lady  with  Attendants. 

Sly.  I  thank  thee,  thou  fhalt  not  lofe  by  it. 
Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  Lord? 
Sly.  Marry  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  Cheer  enough. 

Where  is  my  Wife? 
Lady.  Here  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  Will  with  her? 
Sly.  Are  you  my  Wife,  and  will  not  call  me  Husband? 

My  Men  mould  call  me  Lord,  I  am  your  good  Man. 
Lady.  My  Husband  and  my  Lord,  my  Lord  and  Husband, 

I  am  your  Wife  in  all  Obedience. 
Sly.  I  know  it  well,  what  mull:  I  call  her? 
Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  Alee  Madam,  or  Joan  Madam  f 
Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fo  Lords  call  Ladies. 

Sly.  Madam  Wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dream'd, 
And  flept  above  fome  fifteen  Years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  Time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 

Being  all  this  Time  abandon'd  from  your  Bed. 
Sly.  'Tis  much.  Servants  leave  me  and  her  alone  : 

Madam,  undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  Bed. 
P  $  Lady. 
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Lady.  Thrice  noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you. 

To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  Night  or  two:  * 
Or  if'  not  fo,  until  the  Sun  be  fet ; 
For  your  Phyficians  have  exprcfly  charg'd, 
In  Peril  to  incur  your  formtr  Malady, 
Tint  I  mould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  Bed; 
I  hope  this  Reafon  ftands  for  my  Excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  ftands  fo  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long; 
But  I  would  be  loarh  to  fall  into  my  Dream  again:  I  will 
therefore  tarry  in  defpight  of  the  Fleih  and  the  Blood, 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  Your  Honour's  Players,  hearing  your  Amendment, 
Are  come  'o  play  a  pleafa<  t  Comedy; 
Fur  fo  your  Dodors  hold  it  very  meet, 
Seeing  fo  much  Sadnefs  hath  congeaPd  your  Blood, 
And  Melancholly  is  the  Nurfe  of  Frei  zy, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  Play, 
And  frame  your  Mind  to  Mirth  and  Merriment, 
Which  bus  a  rhoufand  Haim<,  and  lengthens  Life. 

Sly.   M  irry  r  will,   let  them  play,  it  is  not  a  Comonty, 
a  Chrifimas  GamSold,  or  a  tumbling  Trick? 

Lady.   N  ,  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  pleafingStuff. 
Sly.  What,  Houihold  Stuff? 
Lady.  Ir  is  a  kind  of  Hiftory. 

Sly.   WdU  we'll  fet't: 
Come,  Madam  W:fe,  fit  by  my  Side, 

And  let  the  World  fl<p,  we  /hall  ne'er  be  Younger. 
Floptrifi.     Enter  Lucentio  and  Tranio. 

Luc.  7ranioy  fince  for  the  great  Defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  N''rfery  of  Arts, 

I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lumbardy, 
fT  e  phafant  Garden  of  great  Italy, 
And  by  my  Father's  Love  and  Leave  am  arnfd 
Wi  h  his  good  WdJ,  and  thy  good  Company. 

M  ft  trufty  Servant  well  approv'd  in  all, 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happly  inftitute 
A  C  lutfe  of  Learning,  and  ingenious  Studies. 
Pi/a j  renowned  for  grave  Citizens, 
Gave  me  my  Being,  and  my  Father  firft 
A  Merchant  of  great  Traffick  through  the  World: 
Vincenti<?%  come  of  tta  Bentivolii, 

Vincentie's 
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ymcentios  Son,  brought  up  in  Florence^ 

It  ihall  become  to  krve  all  Hopes  conceiv'd To  deck  his  Fortune  with  his  virtuous  Deeds; 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 
Virtue  and  that  part  of  Philofophy 
Will  I  apply  to,  that  treats  of  Happinefs, 

By  Virtue  fpecially  to  be  atchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  Mind,  for  I  have  Pifa  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 

A  (hallow  Plain  to  plunge  him  in  the  Deep, 
And  with  Satiety  feeks  to  quench  his  Thirft. 

Tra.  Me  Pardonato,  gentle  M after  mine, 
I  am  in  all  affected  as  your  ftlf; 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  Refolvet 
To  fuck  the  Sweets  of  fweet  Philofophy: 
Only,  good  Matter,  while  we  do  admire 
This  Virtue,  and  this  moral  D;fcipline, 

Let's  be  no  Stoicks,  nor  no  Stocks,   I  pray , 
Or  fo  devote  to  AriftotW*  Checks, 

As  Ovid  be  an  Outcaft  quite  a ojur'd. 
Talk  Logick  with  Acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  practice  Rhctorick  in  your  common  Talk; 
Mufick  and  Poefie  ufe  to  quicken  you, 
The  Mathematicks,  and  the  Metaphyficks, 

Fall  to  them  as  you  find  your  Stomach  ferves  you  .• 
No  Profit  grows,  where  is  no  Pleafure  ta'ea  s 
In  brief,  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  moil:  affect. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio^  well  doft  thou  advifes 
If,  Biondellc,  thou  wert  come  aihore, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs, 
And  take  a  Lodging  fit  to  entertain 
Such  Friends,  as  time  in  Padua  ihall  beget. 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  Company  is  this  \ 

Tra.  Mafter,  fome  Shew  to  welcome  us  to  Towm 

Enter  Baptifta   -with    Katharina   and  Bianca,  Gremio,  and 
Hortenflo.  Lucentio  and  Tranio  fiand  fy. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  farther,. 

For  kow  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  you  know; 
That  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  Daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  Husband;for  the  Elder: 

P  4  If 
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If  either  of  you  both  love  Katherina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  fh all  you  have  tq  court  her  at  your  Pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather,  She's  too  rough  for  me, 
There,  there,  Hortenfio^  will  you  any  Wife? 

ICath*  I  pray  you,  Sir,  is  it  your  Will 
To  make  a  Stale  of  me  amongft  thofe  Mates? 

Hor.  Mates  Maid,  how  mean  you  that? 
No  Mates,  for  you; 
Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler  milder  Mould. 

Rath.  ITaith,  Sir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear, 
I  wis  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  Heart: 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  Care  fhall  be, 

To  comb  your  Neddie  with  a  three-Iegg'd  Stoof, 
And  paint  your  Face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  Fool. 

Hot.  From  all  fuch  Devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us, 
Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufh'd,  Matter,  here's  fome  good  Paftimc  toward, That  Wench  is  ftark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  Silence  I  do  fee, 
Maid's  mild  Behaviour  and  Sobriety.. 
Peace,  Trawo. 

Tra.  Wellfaid,  Matter,  mum,  and  gaze  your  fill. 
Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  loon  make  good 

What  I  have  faid,  Bianca  get  you  in, 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Biancay 

For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  Girl. 
Kath.  A  pretty  Peat,  it  is  beft  put  Finger  in  the  Eye3 

And  fhe  knew  why. 
Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  Difcontent. 

Sir,  to  your  Pleafure  humbly  I  fubferibe  .* 
My  Books  and  Inftruments  fhall  be  my  Company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  pra&ife  by  my  felf. 

Luc.  Heark,  Tranio>  thou  maift  hear  Minerva  fpeak. 
ffor.  Signjor  Baptifia,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange ; 

Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  Will  effects 
Biancas  Grief. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptiftay  for  this  Fiend  of  Hell, 
And  make  he*  bear  the  Penance  of  her  Tongue? 
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Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  iye;  I  am  refolv'd  : 
(So  in,  Bianco,. 
And  for  I  know  (he  taketh  moft  delight 
In  Mufick,  Inflruments,  and  Poetry, 
School-mafters  will  I  keep  within  my  Houfe, 

Fit  to  inftruc"r,  her  Youth.     If  you,  Hortenfio9  :,^ 
Or  Signior  Gremio,  you  know  any  fuch, 
Prefer  them  hither,  for  to  cunning  Men 
I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal, 
To  mine  own  Children,  in  good  bringing  up, 
And  fo  farewel.     Katherina9  you  may  flay, 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit* 

Kath.  Why,  I  trull:  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not? 

What  lhall  I  be  appointed  Hours,  as  tho', 
Belike,  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
And  what  to  leave?  Ha!  [Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  Devil's  Dam :  Your  Gifts  are  fo 
good,  here  is  none  will  bold  you.  Our  Love  is  not  fo  great, 
Hortenfioy  but  we  may  blow  our  Nails  together,  and  faft  it 

fairly  out.  Our  Cake's  Dow  on  both  fides.  Farewel;  yet 
for  the  Love  I  bear  my  fweet  Bianca,  if  I  can  by  any  means 
light  on  a  fit  Man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  ihe  delights,  I 
will  wifh  him  to  her  Father. 

Hor.  So  will  I,  Signior  Gremio :  But  a  word,  I  pray ; 

tho'  the  nature  of  our  Quarrel  yet  never  brook'd  Parlee, 
know  now  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both,  that  we  may 
yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  Miftrefs,  and  be  happy 
Rivals  in  Bianco?  s  Love,  to  labour  and  effect  one  thing  Yp£~ 
cially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 
Hor.  Marry  Sir,  to  get  a  Husband  for  her  Sifter. 
Gre.  A  Husband !  a  Devil,  x 
Hor.  I  fay  a  Husband. 

Gre.  I  fay  a  Devil.  Think'ft  thou,  HortenJto%  tho5  her 
Father  be  very  rich,  any  Man  is  fo  very  a  Fool  to  be  married 
to  Hell? 

Hor*  Turn,  Gremio ;  tho*  it  pafs  your  Patience  and  mine 
to  endure  her  lewd  Alarms,  why,  Man,  there  be  good  Fel- 

lows in  the  World,  and  a  Man  could  light  on  them,  would 
ta^  her  with  all  her  Faults,  and  Mony  enough. 

Gre, 
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Gre.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  DovTry 

with  this  Condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  High-crofs  every 
Morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  fmall  choice  in  rotten 
Apples:  Come,  fince  this  bar  in  Law  makes  us  Friends,  it 

fhall  be  fo  forth  friendly  maintain'd,  'till  by  helping  Btp- 
tifta's  eideft  Daughter  to  a  Husband,  we  fet  his  young -r  ft  tree 
for  a  Husband,  and  then  have  tot  afrefh.  Sweet  Bixnca  I 

happy  Man  be  his  dole;  he  that  runs  fafteft  gets  the  Ring  ; 
how  fay  you,  Signior  Gremio  f 

Gre.  I  am  agreed,  and  would  I  had  given  him  the  beft 
Horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing  that  would  throughly 
woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the  Houfe  oi  her. 
Come  on.       [Exe nnt Gre. and  Hor.   Manet Tra. and Lucen. 

Tra.  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  poflible 
That  Love  mould  on  a  hidden  take  fjch  hold? 

Luc.  Oh  Tranioy  'till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  poflible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  flood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effed  of  Love  in  Idlenefs. 

And  now  in  plainnefs  to  confefs  to  thee, 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret  and  as  dear 

As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was, 
Tranhy  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  penfh,   Tranic, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modeft  Girl : 
Counfel  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  canft ; 
Aflift  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Matter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now. 
Affe&ion  is  not  rated  from  the  Heart ; 

If  Love  has  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Redime  te  captnm  qttam  queas  minimo. 

Luc.  Gramercy,  Lad;  go  forward,  this  contents. 
The  reft  w>ll  comfort,  for  thy  CounfePs  found. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  Iook'd  fo  longly  on  the  Maid, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  Beauty  in  her  Face, 
Such  as  the  Daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  Hand, 

When  with  his  Knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  Strand. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more?  Mark'dyou  not  how  her  Sifter 
Began  to  Scold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  Storm, 

That 
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f  hat  mortal  Ears  might  hardly  endure  the  Din. 
Luc.  Tramoy  I  faw  her  Coral  Lips  to  move; 

ind  with  her  Breath  flie  did  perfume  the  Air, 
acred  and  fweet  was  all  I  Taw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  Trance: 
pray  awake,  Sir;  if  you  love  the  Maid, 

Jend  Thoughts  and  Wits  to  atchieve  her.     Thus  it  ftands: 

ler  eldeft  Sifter  is  fo  curft  and  (hrew'd, 
That  'till  the  Father  rids  his  Hands  of  her, 
vlafter,  your  Love  muft  live  a  Maid  at  home, 

Vnd  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufe  fhe  (hall  not  be  annoy'd  with  Suitors. 

Luc.  Ah,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  Father's  he! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  School-mafters  to  inftru£r,  her  ? 

Tra.  Ay  marry  am  I,  Sir,  and  now  'tis  plotted* Luc.  I  have  it,  Tranio. 
Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  Hand, 

Both  our  Inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 
Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  School-mafter, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  Maid : 

That's  your  Device. 
Luc.  It  is:  May  it  be  done  ? 
Tra.  Not  poffible:  For  who  (hall  bear  your  part, 

And  be  in  Padua  here  Vinccnticfs  Son, 
Keep  Houfe,  and  ply  his  Book,  welcome  his  Friends, 
Vifit  his  Countrymen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc.  Bafta,  content  thee,  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  Houfe, 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguiuYd  by  our  Faces, 
For  Man  or  Mafter:  Then  it  follows  thus. 

Thou  (halt  be  Mafter,  Tranio,  in  my  ftead; 
Keep  Houfe,  and  Port,  and  Servants,  as  I  (hould, 
I  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  Man  of  Pifa. 

'Tis  hatch'd,  and  (hall  be  fo ;  Tranio,  at  once 
Uncafe  thee:  Take  my  colour'd  Hat  and  Cloak, 
When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee, 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  Tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need. 

In 
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In  brief,  Sir,  fith  it  your  pleaftire  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 

For  (o  your  Father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting ; 
Be  ferviceable  to  my  Son,  quoth  he, 

Altho3,  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe, 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  (b  well  I  love  Lucentio* 

Luc.  Tranio,  be  fo>  becaufe  Lucentio  loves ; 

And  let  me  be  a  Slave  t'atchieve  that  Maid, 

Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thral'd  my  wounded  Eye.1 Enter  Biondello. 

Here  comes  the  Rogue.     Sim,  where  have  you  been  ? 
Bion.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Nay,  how  now,  where  are 

you?  Mafter,  has  my  Fellow  Tranio  ftoll'n  your  Clothes, 
or  you  ftolfn  his,  or  both  ?  Pray  what's  the  News  ? 

Luc.  Sirra,  come,  hither,  'tis  no  time  to  jeft, 
And  therefore  frame  your  Manners  to  the  time. 
Your  Fellow  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  Life, 

Puts  my  Apparel  and  my  Count'nance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his  : 
For  in  a  Quarrel,  fince  I  came  afhore, 

I  kill'd  a  Man,  and  fear  I  am  defcry'd  : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  Life. 
You  underftand  me  ? 

Bion.  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whit. 
Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  Mouth, 

Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio* 
Bion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  fo  too. 

Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith  Boy,  to  have  the  next  Wilh  af- 
ter, that  Lucentio  indeed  had  Baptifta's  youngeft  Daughter; 

But,  Sirra,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  Matter's,  I  advife  you 
ufe  your  Manners  difcreetly  in  all  kind  of  Companies  : 
When  I  am  alone,  why  then  I  am  Tranio;  but  in  all  Places 
elfe,   your  Mafter  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranioy  let's  go  : 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thy  felf  execute, 

To  make  one  'mong  thefe  Wooers ;  if  thou  ask  me  why, 
Sufficeth  my  Reafons  are  both  good  and  weighty.   [Exeunu 

The 
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The  Vrefenters  above  ffeak. 
1  Man.  My  Lord,  you  nod,  you  do  not  mind  the  Play. 
Sly.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne,   do  I ;   a  good  matter  furely. 

Come's  there  any  more  of  it? 
Lady.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  begun. 
Sly.  'Tis  a  very  excellent  piece  of  Work,  Madam  Lady* 

*  would  'twere  done.  {They  fit  andmark* 

A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  ©rumio. 

Vet.'XJ'Erona  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, V     To  fee  my  Friends  in  Padua;  but  of  all 
My  beft  beloved  and  approved  Friend, 

Hortenjk'y   and  I  trow  this  is  the  Houfe: 
Here  Sirra,  Grumio>  knock  I  fay. 

Gm.  Knock,  Sir?  whom  mould  I  knock?  Is  there  any 

Man  has  rebus'd  your  Worfhip  ? 
Vet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 
Gm.  Knock  you  here,  Sir?  Why,  Sir,  what  am  I,  Sir, 

That  I  mould  knock  you  here  Sir? 
Vet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  at  this  Gate, 

And  rap  me  well,  or  I'll  knock  your  Knave's  Pate. 
Gm.  My  Mafter  is  grown  quarrelfome  : 

I  ihould  knock  you  firft, 
And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  word. 

Vet.  Will  it  not  be  ? 

'Faith,  Sirra,  and  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  it,' 
I'll  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fing  it. 

[He  rings  him  by  the  Ears. 
Gm.  Help,  Miftrefs,  help,  my  Mafter  is  mad. 
Vet.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you  2  Sirra,  Villain, 

Enter  Hortenfio. 

Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  My  old  Friend 
Gmmio,  and  my  good  Friend  Vetmchio !  How  do  you  all at  Verona  ? 

Vet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  Fray  ? 
Contmti  k  we  bene  trovate,  may  I  fay, 

Hor 
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Hor.  Alia  nojlra  cafa  ben  vennto  multo  honorato  Signi.\ 
mio  Petruchio. 

Rife,  Grtimwy  we  will  compound  this  Quarrel. 

Grit.  Nay,  'tis  no  macter,  what  he  leges  m  Latin.  I 
this  be  not  a  lawful  Caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  Service,  loo 
you,  Sir:  He  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  him  foundly,  Sir 
Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  Servant  to  ufe  his  Matter  fo,  beinj 
perhaps,  for  ought  I  fee,  two  and  thirty,  a  peep  out 

Wnom  would  to  God  I  had  well  knock'd  at  firft,  then  hat 
not  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet,  A  fenfelefs  Villain.     Good  Hortcnfio, 
I  bad  the  Rafcal  knock  upon  your  Gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  Heart  to  do  it* 

Grit.  Knock  at  the  Gate?  O  Heav'ns!  Spake  you  no 
thefe  words  plain?  Sirra,  Knock  me  here,  rap  me  here 
knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly  ?  And  come  you  nov 
with  knocking  at  the  Gate? 

Pet.  Sirra,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,   I  advife  you. 
Hor.  Petruchio,  patience,  I  am  Grumio\  Pledge: 

Why  this  is  a  heavy  Chance  'twixt  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  trufty  pleafaat  Servant  Grumio; 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  Friend,  what  happy  Gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Such  Wind  as  fcatters  young  Men  through  the  World 
To  feek  their  Fortunes  farther  than  at  home, 
Where  fmall  Experience  grows  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  Hor;enjio9  thus  it  (lands  with  me, 

Antonio  my  Father  is  deceas'd, And  I  have  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze, 

Happily  to  Wive  and  Thrive,  as  beft  I  may: 
Crowns  in  my  Purfe  I  have,  and  Goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  World. 

Hor.  Petrnchioy  (hall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee£ 

And  wifh  thee  to  a  fhrew'd  ill-favour'd  Wife? 
Thou'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  Counfel. 
And  yet  I'll  promife  thee  (he  (hall  be  rich, 
And  very  rich  :  But  thou'rt  too  much  my  Friend, And  111  not  wi(h  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfo,  'twixt  fuch  Friends  as  we Few  words  fuffice;  and  therefore,  if  thou  know 

One 
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One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchios  Wife: 
As  Wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  Dancer 
Be  (he  as  Foul  as  was  Florentius  Love, 

As  Old  as  Sybel%  as  Curft  and  Shrew'd As  Socrates\  Zantippe,  or  a  worfe , 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  leaft, 
ArTedions  edge  in  time.     Were  flic  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  ̂ idriatick^Stzs. 
I  come  to  Wive  it  wealthily  jn  Padua  : 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  Sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  his 
Mind  is :  Why  give  him  Gold  enough,  and  marry  him  to 

a  Puppet,  or  an  Aglet  Baby,  or  an  old  Trot  with  ne'er  a 
Tooth  in  her  Head,  tho'  ihe  have  as  many  Difeafes  as  two 
and  fifty  Horfes,*  why  nothing  comes  amifs,  foMony  comes 
withal. 

Hot.  Petruchioy  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  far  in, 

I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  Jeft, 
I  can,  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  Wife 
With  Wealth  enough,  and  Young  and  Beauteous, 
Brought  up  as  beft  becomes  a  Gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 

Is,  that  fhe  is  intolerable  Curs'd, 

And  fhrew'd,  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meafure. 
That  were  my  State  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  Mine  of  Gold. 

Pen  Hortenfioy  peace;  thou  know'ft  not  Gold's  Effect; 
Tell  me  her  Father's  Name,  and  'tis  enough  : 
For  I  will  board  her,  tho*  (he  chide  as  loud 
As  Thunder,  when  the  Clouds  in  Autumn  crack. 

Hor.  Her  Father  is  Baptifla  Minola, 
An  affable  and  courteous  Gentleman, 
Her  Name  is  Katherina  Minola> 

Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  Tongue. 
Pet.  I  know  her  Father,  tho'  I  know  her  not, 

And  he  knew  my  deceafed  Father  well : 

I  will  not  fleep,  Hortenjio,  'till  I  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  Encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. Gru. 
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Gm.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  Humour  lads* 
A  my  word,  and  (he  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  fhe  would 
think  Scolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him.  She  may 

perhaps  call  him  half  a  fcore  Knaves,  or  fo :  Why  that's 

nothing;  and  he  begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope  Tricks, 
I'll  tell  you  what,  Sir,  and  fhe  ftand  but  a  little,  he  will 
throw  a  Figure  in  her  Face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  it9 
that  (he  (hall  have  no  more  Eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  Cat : 
You  know  him  not,  Sir. 

Hor.  Tarry,  Petruchio,  I  muft  go  with  thee, 

For  in  Baptifta's  Houfe  my  Treafure  is : 
He  hath  the  Jewel  of  my  Life  in  hold, 
His  youngeft  Daughter,  beautiful  Bianca, 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me.     Other  more 
Sutors  to  her,  and  Rivals  in  my  Love : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoflible, 
For  thofe  Defects  I  have  before  rehears'd, 
That  ever  Katharine  will  be  woo'd ; 

Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptifla  ta'en, 
That  none  (hall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 

'Till  Katherine  the  Curs'd  have  got  a  Husband. 
Grtt*  Katherine  the  Curs'd, 

A  Title  for  a  Maid,  of  all  Titles  the  word:. 

Hor.  Now  (hall  my  Friend  Petruchi*  do  me  grace, 

And  offer  me  difguis'd  in  fober  Robes, 
To  old  Baptifta  as  a  School-mafter. 
Well  feen  in  Mufick  to  inftrucl:  Bianca, 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  Device,  at  leafr, 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  Love  to  her, 
And  unfufpe&ed  Court  her  by  her  felf. 

Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  difgnifed. 

Grtt.  Here's  no  Knavery  !  See,  to  beguile  the  old  Folks* Matter, 

How  the  young  Folks  lay  their  Heads  together. 
Mafter,  look  about  you:  Who  comes  there?  ha. 

Hor.  Peace,  Grnmioy  it  is  the  Rival  of  my  Love* 
Petruchioy  ftand  by  a  while. 

Grit.  A  proper  Stripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O  very  well,  I  have  perus'd  the  Note.1 
Hark  you,  Sir,  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bound, 

AH 
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All  Books  of  Love,  fee  that  at  any  hand, 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  Le&m  es  to  her  : 
You  underftand  me,  over  and  befide 

Signior  Baptiftas  Liberality, 

I'll  mend  it  with  a  Largefs.     Take  your  Paper  too* 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd, For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  Perfume  it  felf 

To  whom  they  go  :  What  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  you* 
As  for  my  Patron,  ftand  you  fo  afTured ; 
As  firmly  as  your  felf  were  flill  in  place, 
Yea  and  perhaps  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  Scholar,  Sir. 

Gre.  Oh  this  Learning,  what  a  thing  it  is. 
Gru.  Oh  this  Woodcock,  what  an  Afs  it  is. 
Pet.  Peace,   Sirra. 
Hor.  Grumio,  mum !  God  fave  you,  Signior  Gremio* 
Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Hortenfio. 

Trow  you  whither  I  am  going?  To  Baptifta  Afinola; 

I  prornis'd  to  enquire  carefully 
About  a  School-mafter  for  the  fair  Blanca, 
And  by  good  Fortune  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  young  Man  :  For  Learning  and  Behaviour 
Fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  Poetry, 
And  other  Books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye* 

Hor.  "Tis  well;  and  I  have  met  a  Gentleman 
Hath  prornis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  Mufician  to  inftrucl:  our  Miftrefs, 
So  ihalll  no  whit  be  behind  in  Duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Gre.  Belov'd  of  me,  and  that  my  Deeds  mall  prove* 
Gru.  And  that  his  Bags  mail  prove* 
Hor.  Gremioy  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  Love* 

Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 

I'll  tell  you  News  indifferent  good  for  either, 
Here  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  Liking, 

Will  undertake  to  woo  curs'd  Katharine, 
Yea,  and  to  Marry  her,  if  her  Dowry  pleafe* 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well; 
Hortenfio,  have  you  told  him  all  her  Faults  ? 

Vol.  II.  Q  peu 
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Pet.  I  know  fhe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  Scold ; 

If  that  be  all,  Matters,  I  hear  no  harm. 
Gre.  No,  fayeft  me  fo,  Friend  ?  What  Countryman  ? 
Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  Son ; 

My  Father's  dead,  my  Fortune  lives  for  me, 
And  I  do  hope  good  Days,  and  long,  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh  Sir,  fuch  a  Life  with  fuch  a  Wife  were  ftrange  ; 

But  if  you  have  a  Stomach,  to't  a  God's  Name, 
You  mall  have  me  aflifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  Cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  I  live  ? 

Grn.  Will  he  woo  her?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 
Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 

Think  you  a  little  Din  can  daunt  mine  Ears? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  Lions  roar  ? 

Have  I  not  heard  the  Sea,  puff'd  up  with  Winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  Boar,  chafed  with  Sweat? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  Field  ? 
And  HeavVs  Artillery  thunder  in  the  Skies  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  Battel  heard 
Loud  Lamms,  neighing  Steeds,  and  Trumpets  Clangue? 

And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  Woman's  Tongue, 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear, 

As  will  a  Chefnut  in  a  Farmer's  Fire? 
Turn,  tufh,  fear  Boys  with  Bugs. 

Grn.  For  he  fears  none. 
Gre.  Hor  ten/to,  hark  : 

This  Gentleman  is  happily  arriv'd, 
My  Mind  prefumes  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I  promis'd  we  would  be  Contributors, 
And  bear  his  Charge  of  wooing  whatfoever. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 
Grn.  I  would  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  Dinner. 

Enter  Trar.io  brave^  and  Biondello. 
Tra.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  you.     If  I  may  be  bold, 

Tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readieft  way 
To  the  Houfe  of  Signior  Baptifta  Minola? 

Bion.  He  that  has  the  two  fair  Daughters ;   is't  he  you mean? 
Tra.  Even  he,  Biondello. 

Gre.  Hark  you,  Sir,  you  mean  not  her  to— — - Tra: 
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Tra.  Perhaps  him  and  her,  what  have  you  to  do  ? 
Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  Sir,  at  any  hand,   I  pray. 

Tra.  I  love  no  Chiders,  Sir :  Biendello>  let's  away. 
Lhc.  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Her*  Sir,  a  word  e'er  you  go  : 
Are  you  a  Sutor  to  the  Maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra.  And  if  I  be,  Sir,  is  it  any  Offence  ? 
Gre.  No;  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you  hence. 
Tra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  Streets  as  free 

For  me,  as  for  you  ? 
Gre.  But  fo  is  not  flie. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you. 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know, 
That  (he's  the  choice  Love  of  Signior  Gremlo. 

Her.  That  file's  the  Chofen  of  Signior  Hortenflo. 
Tra.  Softly,  my  Mailers :  If  you  be  Gentlemen, 

Do  me  this  Right;  hear  me  with  Patience. 
Baptifia  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  my  Father  is  not  all  unknown, 
And  were  his  Daughter  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  Sutors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Ladas  Daughter  had  a  thoufand  Wooers, 
Then  well  may  one  more  fair,  Biakca  have, 
And  fo  fhe  fhall.     Lneentio  mall  make  one, 

Tho'  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 
Gre.  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  he'll  prove  a  Jade. 
Pet.  HortenJtOy  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 
Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  ask  you, 

Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifla*s  Daughter  ? Tra.  No,  Sir;  but  hear  f  do  that  he  hath  two: 

The  one  as  famous  for  a  (colding  Tongue, 
As  is  the  other  for  beauteous  Majefly. 

Pet.  Sir,  Sir,  the  firfPs  for  me,  let  her  go  by. 
Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  Labour  to  great  Hercules^ 

And  let  it  be  more  than  Akides  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me,  infooth, 
The  youngefl:  Daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  Father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  Sutors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  Man, 

Q  z  Until 
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Until  the  elder  Sifter  firft  be  Wed  : 

The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 
Tra,  If  it  be  fo,  Sir,  that  you  are  the  Man 

Muft  deed  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft : 
And  if  you  break  the  Ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  Elder,  fet  the  Younger  free, 
For  our  accefs,  whofe  hap  mall  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hot.  Sir,  you  (ay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive ; 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  Sutor, 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  fhaUnot  be  flack,  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye,  we  may  contrive  this  Afternoon, 

And  quaff  Caroufes  to  our  Miftrefs's  Health, 
And  do  as  Adverfaries  do  in  Law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  Friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  Motion :  Fellows,  let's  be  gone. 
Hor.  The  Motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 

Petruchio,  I  (hall  be  your  Ben  <vcnuto.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Katharina  and  Bianca. 

Bian.  Good  Sifter,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  your  felf, 
To  make  a  Bondmaid  and  a  Slave  of  me; 
That  I  difdain :   But  for  thefe  other  Goods, 
Unbind  my  Hands,  111  pull  them  off  my  felf, 
Yea,  all  my  Raiment,  to  my  Petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  me  will  I  do; 
So  well  I  know  my  Duty  to  my  Elders. 

Kath.  Of  all  thy  Sutors  here  I  charge  thee  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft :  See  thou  diffemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me,  Sifter,  of  all  the  Men  alive. 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  Face, 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Kath.  Minion,  thou  heft  ;  is  it  not  Hortenfio  ? 
Bian.  If  you  affeft  him,  Sifter,  here  I  fwear 

I'll  plead  for  you  my  klfy  but  you  fhall  have  him. 
Kath.  Oh  then  belike  you  fancy  Riches  more, 

You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 
Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  envy  me  fo  ? 

Nay  then  you  jeff^  and  now  I  well  perceive 
You 
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You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while; 

I  prethee,  Sifter  Kate,  untie  my  Hands. 
Kath.  If  that  be  Jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo.     [Strikes  her. 

Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  Dame,  whence  grows  this  Infolence? 
Bianca,  ftand  afide ;  poor  Girl,  (he  weeps: 

Go  p]y  thy  Needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  ihame,  thou  Holding  of  a  devilifh  Spirit, 

Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee? When  did  (he  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word? 

Kath.  Her  Silence  flouts  me,  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. [Flics  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What  in  my  fight?  Bianca^  get  thee  in.     \_Exit  Bizn. 
Kath.  What,  will  you  not  fufTer  me?  Nay,  I  fee 

She  is  your  Treafure,  (he  muft  have  a  Husband, 
I  muft  Dance  bare-foot  on  her  Wedding-day, 
And  for  your  Love  to  her-  lead  Apes  in  Hell; 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 

'Till  I  can  find  occafion  of  Revenge.  [Exit  Kath. 

Bap%  Was  ever  Gentleman  thus  grieved  as  I  ? But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio  in  the  Habit  of  amean  Man>  Petru- 
chio  with  Hortenfio  like  a  Mufician,  Tranio and  Biondello 
bearing  a  Lute  and  Books. 
Gre.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour  Baptifta. 
Bap.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour  Gremio;   God  fave  you 

Gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,  good  Sir:  Pray  have  you  not  a  Daughter 
cali'd  Katharinay  fair  and  virtuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  Daughter,  Sir,  cali'd  Katharina. 
Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 
Pet,  You  wrong  me,  Sionior  Gremio,  give  me  leave, 

I  am  a  Gentleman  of  Verona^  Sir, 
That  hearing  of  her  Beauty  and  her  Wit, 
Her  Affability  and  ba(h£ul  Modefty, 
Her  wondrous  Qualities,  and  mild  Behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  fhew  my  felf  a  forward  Queft 
Within  your  Houfe,  to  make  mine  Eye  the  Witnefs 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  Entertainment,    [Prefenting  Hor. 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  Man  of  mine, 

Q.  3  Cunning 
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Cunning  in  Mufick,  and  the  Mathematicks, 
To  inftrud  her  fully  in  rhofe  Sciences, 
Whereof  I  know  fhe  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  dk  you  do  me  wrong, 
His  Name  is  Licioy  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome,   Sir,  and  he  for  your  good  fakff. 
But  tor  my  Daughter  Katharine,  this  I  know, 

She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  Grief. 
Pet.  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her, 

Or  cKq  you  like  not  ot  my  Company. 
Bap.  Miftake  me,  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  find. 

Whence  are  you,  Sir  ?  What  may  I  call  your  Name? 

Pet.  Petrmhio  is  my  Name,  Antonio's  Son, 
A  Man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well :  You  are  welcome  for  his  fake. 
Gre.  Saving  your  Tale,  Petruchioy  I  pray  let  us  that  are 

poor  Petitioners  fpeak  too.  Baccare,  you  are  marvellous 
forward. 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio%  I  would  fain  be 
doing. 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  but  you  will  curfe 
Your  wooing,  Neighbours.     This  is  a  Gift 
Very  grateful,  I  am  fure  of  it :  To  exprefs 
The  like  kindnefsmy  felf,  that  have  been 
More  kindly  beholding  to  you  than  any  : 
Free  leave  give  unto  this  young  Scholar,  that  hath 
Been  long  ftudying  at  Rhsmes,  as  cunning    [PrefititingLuc* 
In  Greek,  Latin,  and  other  Languages, 
As  the  other  in  Mufick  and  Mathematicks  2 

His  Name  is  Cambio;  pray  accept  his  Service. 
Bap.  A  thoufand  thanks,  Signior  Gremio  : 

Welcome,  good  Cambio.     Bur,  gentle  Sir, 
M, thinks  you  walk  like  a  Stranger,  [To  Tranio« 
May  I  be  io  bold,  to  know  the  caufe  of  your  coming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  the  Boldnefs  is  mine  own, 
That  being  a  Stranger  in  this  City  here, 
Do  make  my  kl(  a  Sutor  to  your  Daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,  Fair  and  Virtuous  : 

Nor  is  your  firm  Refolve  unknown  to  rne? 
In  the  Preferment  of  the  eldeft  Sifter* 

This  Liberty  is  all  that  I  requeff^ 
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That  upon  knowledge  of  my  Parentage, 

I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo, And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 

And  toward  the  Education  of  your  Daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  Inftrument, 
And  this  fmall  Packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  Books. 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  Worth  is  great. 
Bap.  Lucent  10  is  your  Name?  of  whence,  I  pray? 
Tra.  Of  Pijay  Sir,  Son  to  Vtncentio. 
Bap.  A  mighty  Man  of  Pifa  ;  by  Report 

I  know  him  well :  You  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 
Take  you  the  Lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  Books, 
You  (hall  go  fee  your  Pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Sirra,  lead  thefe  Gentlemen 
To  my  two  Daughters,  and  then  tell  them  both 
Thefe  are  their  Tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 

We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  Orchard, 
And  then  td  Dinner.     You  are  paffing  Welcome, 
And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  your  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptifta,  my  Bufinefs  asketh  hafte, 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  woo. 
You  know  my  Father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Left  folely  Heir  to  all  his  Lands  and  Goods, 

Which  I  have  better'd  rather  than  decreas'd, 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  Daughter's  Love, 
What  Dowry  mail  I  have  with  her  to  Wife. 

Bap.  Afcer  my  Death,  the  one  half  of  my  Lands, 
And  in  poffeffion  twenty  thoufand  Crowns. 

Pet.  And  for  that  Dowry,  I'll  affure  her  of 
Her  Widowhood,  be  it  that  (he  furvive  me, 
In  all  my  Lands  and  Leafes  whatfoever, 
Let  Specialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  Covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtain'd, That  is,  her  Love  :  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing :  For  I  tell  you,  Father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  (he  proud-minded. 
And  where  two  raging  Fires  meet  together, 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  Fury. 

Q^4  Tho* 



6 $6  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Tho*  little  Fire  grows  great  with  little  Wind, Yet  extream  Gufts  will  blow  out  Fire  and  all : 

,  So  I  to  her,  and  fj  ilie  yields  to  me, 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  Babe. 

Bap.  Well  may'ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeed: 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhappy  Words. 

Pet.  Ay*  to  the  proof,  as  Mountains  are  for  Winds, 

That  make  not,  tho*  they  blow  perpetually. 
Enter  Hortenfio  with  his  Head  broke* 

Bap.  How  now  my  Friend,  why  doll:  thou  look  fopale? 
Hor*  For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 
Bap.  What,  will  my  Daughter  prove  a  good  Mufician? 

Hor.  I  think  fhe'll  fooner  prove  a  Soldier, 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  Lutes. 

Bap.  Why  then  thou  canft:  not  break  her  to  the  Lute  \ 
Hor.  Why  no,  for  Hie  hath  broke  the  Luke  to  me: 

I  did  but  tell  her  ilie  miftook  her  Frets, 

And  bow'd  her  Hand  to  teach  her  Fingeiing, 
When,  with  a  moll  impatient  devilifh  Spirit, 

Frets  call  you  them?  quoth  (he,  I'll  Fume  with  thems 
And  with  that  word  fhe  flruck  me  on  the  Head, 

And  through  my  Inftrument  my  Pate  made  way, 
And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  while, 
As  on  a  Pillory,  looking  through  the  Lute; 
While  fhe  did  call  me  Rafcal,  Fidler, 

And  twangling  Jack,  with  twenty  fuch  vile  Terms, 
As  fhe  had  lludied  to  mifufe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now*  by  the  World,  it  is  a  lufty  Wench, 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than* e'er  I  did; 
Oh  how  I  long  to  have  fpme  Chat  with  her. 

Bap.  Well  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfited. 
Proceed  in  practife  with  my  younger  Daughter, 

She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns; 
Signior  PetrHchioy  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  fhall  I  fend  my  Daughter  Kate  to  you: 

Pet.  I  pray  you  do,     J  will  attend  her  here, 
[Exit  Bap,  Manet  Petruchio* 

And  woo  her  with  fome  fpint  when  fhe  comes. 

Say  that  fhe  Rail,  when  then  I'll  tell  her  plan* 
She  Sings  as  fweetly  as  a  Nightingales 

Say  that  fjie  Frown,  J'i{  fay  fhe  lopks  3$  $U sr 
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As  Morning  Rofes  newly  wafiVd  with  Dew; 
Say  (he  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  Word, 

Then  I'll  commend  her  Volubility, 
And  fay  me  uttereth  piercing  Eloquence : 

If  me  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks, 
As  tho*  Ihe  bid  me  ftay  by  her  a  Week; 

If  (he  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  Day When  I  (hall  ask  the  Banes,  and  when  be  married. 
But  here  ihe  comes,  and  now  Petruchio  fpeak. 

Enter  Katharina. 

Good  Morrow  Kate,  for  that's  your  Name  I  hear. 
Kath.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of  hear- 

ing. 

They  call  me  Katherine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie  infaith,  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  Curft  : 
But  Kate,  the  prettieft  Kate  in  Chriftendom, 

Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  Super   -dainty  Kate, 
For  Dainties  are  all  Kates',  and  therefore  Kate 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  Confolation, 

Hearing  thy  Mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  Town, 
Thy  Virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  Beauty  founded, 
Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 

My  felf  am  rnov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  Wife. 
Kath.  Mov'd !  in  good  time;  let  him  that  mov'd  you  hither, 

Remove  you  hence  :  I  knew  you  at  the  firfl: 
You  were  a  Moveable, 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  Moveable  f 
Kath.  A  join'd  Stool. 
Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  Come,  fit  on  me. 
Kath.  Affes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 
Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 
Kath.  Nofuchjade,  Sir,  as  you,  if  meyoumean. 
Pet.  Alas,  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee, 

For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light   
Kath.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  Swain  as  you  to  catch. 

And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fhould  be. 
Pet.  Should  be!  mould!   buz. 

^JCath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  Buzzard. 
Pet.  Oh  flow-wing'd  Turtle,  fhall  a  Buzzard  take  thee/ 
fiath.  Ay,  for  a  Turtle,  as  he  takes  a  Buzzard. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Come,  come  you  Wafp,  I'faith  you  are  too  an- 
gry- 
Kath.  If  I  be  wafpifti,  'beft  beware  my  Sting. 
Pet.  My  Remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 
Kath.  Ay,  if  the  Fool  could  find  it  where  it  lyes. 
Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  Wafp  does  wear  his  Sting  § 

In  his  Tail. 
Kath.  In  his  Tongue. 
Pet.  Whofe  Tongue  ? 
Kath.  Yours  if  you  talk  of  Tales,  and  fo  farewel. 
Pet.  What,  with  my  Tongue  in  your  Tail. 

Nay,  come  again,  good  Kate,  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Kath.  That  I'll  try.  [sht  Jfrrkes  him. 
Pet.  I  fwear  I'll  cuff  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. Kath.  So  may  you  lofe  your  Arms. 

If  you  flrike  me  you  are  no  Gentleman, 
And  if  no  Gentleman,  why  then  no  Arms. 

Pet.  A  Herald,  Kate  ?  Oh  put  me  in  thy  Books. 
Kath.  What  is  your  Creft,  a  Coxcomb  f 
Pet.  A  comblefs  Cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  Hen. 
Kath.  No  Cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  Craven 
Pet.  Nay,  come  Kate;  come,  youmuft  not  lookfofower. 
Kath.  It  is  my  Fafljjon  when  I  fee  a  Crab. 

Pet.  Why  here's  no  Crab,  and  therefore  look  not  fower, 
Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 
Pet.  Then  {hew  it  me. 
Kath.  Had  I  a  Glafs  I  would. 
Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  Face. 

Kath.  Well  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one. 
Pet.  Now,  by  St.  George  I  am  too  young  for  you, 

Kath.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 
Pet.  'Tis  with  Cares. 
Kath.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you  Kate.  Infooth  you  Tcape  not  Co. 
Kath.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry;  let  me  go. 
Pet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  you  paffing  gentle : 

'Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fallen, 
And  now  I  find  Report  a  very  Liar, 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  paffing  courteous, 

But  flow  in  Speech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  Flowers." 
Thou  can'ft  not  frown,  thou  can'ft  not  look  a  fcance, 

Nor 
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Nor  bite  the  Lip,  as  angry  Wenches  will, 
Nor  haft  thou  Pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  Talk: 

But  thou  with  Mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  Wooers, 
With  gentle  Conference,  foft,  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  World  report  that  Kate  doth  limp  I 

Oh  fland'rous  World :  Kate,  like  the  Hazle  Twig,< 
Is  ftraight,  and  flender,  and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  Hazle  Nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  Kernels. 
Oh  let  me  fee  thee  walk :  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kath.  Go  Fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  commando 
Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  Grove, 

As  Kate  this  Chamber  with  her  princely  Gate : 
0  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate, 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaft,  and  Dian  fportfuJ. 

Kath.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  Speech  t 
Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  Mother-wit. 
Kath.  A  witty  Mother,  witlefs  elfe  her  Son. 
Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  keep  you  warm. 
Pet.  Marry  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Kathatine,  in  thy  Bed  ; 

And  therefore  fetting  all  this  Chat  allde, 
Thus  in  plain  Terms :  Your  Father  hath  confcnted 

That  you  fhall  be  my  Wife;  your  Dowry  'greed  on, 
And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  Husband  for  your  turn, 
For  by  this  Light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  Beauty, 
Thy  Beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well, 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  Man  but  me. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio  and  Tranio. 
For  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you  Kate9 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  Cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  Houfhold  Kates; 
Here  comes  your  Father,  never  make  Denial, 
1  muft  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  Wife. 

Bap.  Now,  Signior  Petruchio,   how  fpeed  you  with  my 
Daughter  \ 

Pet.  How  but  well,  Sir  ?  How  but  well? 
It  were  impoflible  I  mould  fpeed  amifs. 

Why   how  now  Daughter  Katharine,    in    your 
Kath; 
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Kath.  Call  you  me  Daughter?  Now  I  promife  you 

You  have  fhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  Regard, To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  Lunatick, 
A  madcap  Ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  Oaths  to  face  the  Matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus ;  your  felf  and  all  the  World 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her,- 
If  (he  be  curft,  it  is  for  Policy, 
For  (he's  not  forward,  but  modeft  as  the  Dove  : 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  Morn ; 
For  Patience  fhe  will  prove  a  fecond  Grijfely 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  Chaftity. 

And  to  conclude,  we  have  "greed  fo  well  together, 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding  Day. 

Kath.  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  fir  ft. 
Gre.  Hark:  Petruchio,  (he  fays  (he'll  fee  thee  hang'd  fitft. 
Tra.  Is  this  your  Speeding?  Nay,  then  good  night  our  part. 
Pet.  Be  patient,  Gentlemen,  I  chufe  her  for  my  k\fy 

If  (he  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain  being  alone, 
That  (he  (hall  flill  be  curft  in  Company. 

I  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  (he  loves  me ;  oh  the  kindeft  Kate, 
She  hung  about  my  Neck,  and  kifs  and  kifs 

She  vi'd  fo  faft,  protefting  Oath  on  Oath, That  in  a  Twink  (he  won  me  to  her  Love. 

Oh  you  are  Novices,  'tis  a  World  to  fee How  tame  when  Men  and  Women  are  alone, 
A  meacock  Wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  Shrew ; 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice, 

To  buy  Apparel  'gainft  the  Wedding  Day ; 
Provide  the  Feaft,  Father,  and  bid  the  Guefts. 
I  will  be  fure  my  Katharine  (hall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  me  your  Hands, 

God  fend  you  Joy,  Petruchio,  'tis  a  Match. 
Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  Witneffes. 
Pet.  Father,  and  Wife,  and  Gentlemen,  adieu, 

I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace, 
We  will  have  Rings,  and  Things,  and  fine  Array, 
And  kifs  me  Kdte,  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 

[Exit  Petruchio  md  Katharina.^ Grc. 
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Gre.  Was  ever  Match  clapt  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith,  Gentleman,  now  I  play  a  Merchant's  Part, And  venture  madly  on  a  defparate  Mart. 

Tra.  'Twasa  Commodity  lay  fretting  by  you; 
Twill  bring  you  Gain,  or  perilh  on  the  Seas. 

Bap.  The  Gain  I  feek,  is  quiet  me  the  Match. 
Gre.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  Catch: 

But  now  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  Daughter, 
Now  is  the  Day  we  long  have  looked  for; 
I  am  your  Neighbour,  and  was  Suitor  firft. 

Tra.  And  I  am  one  that  love  Bianca  more 

Than  Words  can  witnefs,  or  your  Thoughts  can  guefs. 
Gre.  Youngling,  thou  canft  not  love  fo  Dear  as  I. 
Tra.  Grey-beard,  thy  Love  doth  freeze. 
Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 

Skipper,  ftand  back;  'Tis  Age  that  nourifheth. 
Tra.  But  Youth  in  Ladies  Eyes  that  flourifheth. 
Bap.  Content  you   Gentlemen,  I   will  compound   this 

Strife; 

'Tis  Deeds  muft  win  the  Prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  allure  my  Daughter  greateft  Dower, 
Shall  have  Bianca  $  Love. 

Say,  Signior  Gremio>  what  can  you  allure  her? 
Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  Houfe  within  the  City 

Is  richly  furnimed  with  Plate  and  Gold, 
Bafons  and  Ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  Hands: 
My  Hangings  all  of  Tirian  Tapeftry ; 
In  Ivory  Coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  Crowns, 
In  Cyprefs  Chefts  my  Arras  Counterpoints; 
Coftly  Apparel,  Tents  and  Canopies, 
Fine  Linnen,  Turkey  Cuihions  boft  with  Pearl, 
Vallens  of  Venice  Gold,  in  Needle-work; 
Pewter  and  Brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  Houfe,  or  Houfekeeping  :  Then  at  my  Farm 
I  have  a  hundred  Milch-kine  to  the  Pail, 
Sixfcore  fat  Oxen  ftanding  in  my  Stalls ; 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  Portion. 
My  felf  am  ftuck  in  Years,  I  muft  confefs, 
And  if  I  die  to  Morrow,  this  is  hers, 
If  whilft  I  live  ihe  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra, 
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Tra*  That  only  came  well  in:  Sir,  lift  to  me; 

I  am  my  Father's  Heir,  and  only  Son ; 
If  I  may  have  your  Daughter  x&  my  Wife, 

I'll  leave  her  Houfes  three  or  four  as  good, 
Within  rich  Pifa  Walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua; 
Befides  two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  Year 
Of  fruitful  Land;    all  which  (hall  be  her  Jointure. 
What,  have  I  pincht  you,  Signior  Gremio  1 

Gre*  Two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  Year  of  Land! 
My  Land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all: 
That  fhe  (hall  have,  befides  an  Argofic 
That  now  is  lying  in  Mar  fellies  Road. 
What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Argofie  \  . 

Tra*  Gremio)  'tis  known  my  Father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  Argofies,  befides  two  GalliafTes, 
And  twelve  tight  Gallies;  thefe  I  will  afTure  her, 

And  twice  as  much,  what  e'er  thou  offer'ft  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  offer'd  all;  I  have  no  more; And  fhe  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have; 

If  you  like  me,  (lie  (hall  have  me  and  mine. 
Tra.  Why  then  the  Maid  is  mine  from  all  the  World , 

By  your  firm  Promife;  Gremio  is  out-vied. 
Bap.  I  muft  confefs  your  Offer  is  the  beft; 

And  let  your  Father  make  her  the  fame  AfTurance, 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me : 

If  you  mould  die  before  him,  where's  her  Dower? 
Tra.  That's  but  a  Cavil;  he  is  old,  I  young. 
Gre*  And  may  not  young  Men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap*  Well,  Gentlemen,  I  am  thus  refolv'd, 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  Daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married  : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  fhall  Bianca 
Be  Bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  AfTurance ; 

If  not,  to  Signior  Gremio'. 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.  [Exit* 

Gro.  Adieu,  ̂ ood  Neighbour.   Now  I  fear  thee  not: 
Sirrah,  young  Gamefter,  your  Father  were  a  Fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and  in  his  waining  Age 
Set  Foot  under  thy  Table:  tut,  a  Toy; 
An  old  Italian  Fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  Boy#  [Exit. 

"  Tra*' 
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Tra.  A  Vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  Hide ; 

Yet  I  have  fac'd  it  with  a  Card  of  ten  : 
'Tis  in  my  Head  to  do  my  Maftergood; 

I  fee  no  Reafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
May  get  a  Father,  call'd  fuppos'd  Vincentie ; 
And  that's  a  Wonder :  Fathers  commonly 
Do  get  their  Children ;  but  in  this  Cafe  of  wooing, 
A  Child  fhall  get  a  Sire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  Cunning. 

[Exit. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Lucentio,  Mortenfio,  and  Bianca. 

Luc.  T^Idler,  forbear;  you  grow  too  forward,  Sir: 
Jl    Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  Entertainment 

Her  Sifter  Katharine  welcom'd  you  withal? 
Hor.  But  wrangling  Pedant,  this  is 

The  Patronefs  of  Heav'nly  Harmony;  j Then  give  me  leave  to  have  Prerogative; 
And  when  in  Mufick  we  have  fpent  an  Hour, 
Your  Le&ure  fhall  have  Leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc*  Prepofterous  Afs,  that  never  read  fo  far, 

To  know  the  Caufe  why  Mufick  was  ordain'd: Was  it  not  to  refreih  the  Mind  of  Man 
After  his  Studies,  or  his  ufual  Pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  Philofbphy, 
And  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  Harmony, 

Hor.  Sirrah*  I  will  not  bear  thefe  Braves  of  thine.' 
Bian.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  Wrong, 

To  ftrive  for  that  which  rcfteth  in  my  Choice: 
I  am  no  breeching  Scholar  in  the  Schools; 

I'll  not  be  tied  to  Hour,  nor  pointed  Times, 
But  learn  my  LefTons  as  I  pleafe  my  felf ; 
And  to  cut  off  all  Strife,  here  fit  we  down, 
Take  you  your  Inftrument,  play  you  the  whiles. 

His  Le&ure  will  be  done  e'er  you  have  tun'd. 
Hor.  You'll  leave  this  Ledure  when  I  am  in  Tune  ? 
hue.  That  will  be  never :  Tune  your  Inftrument. 

Watt. 
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Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc.  Here,  Madam:  Hie  ibat  Simois,  hie  eft  Sigeia  tellus, 
hie  fteterat  Priami  regia  celfa  finis. 

Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

Luc.  Hie  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois,  I  am  Lucen- 
tio,  hie  eft,  Son  unto  Vmcentio  of  Pi/a,  Sigeia  tellus,  dif- 
guifed  thus  to  get  your  Love,  hie  fteterat,  and  that  Lucen- 
tio  that  comes  a  wooing,  Priami,  is  my  Man  Tranio,  regia, 
bearing  my  Port,  celfa  fenis,  that  we  might  beguile  the  old 
Pantaloon. 

Hor.  Madam,  my  Inftrument's  in  tune. 
Bian.  Let's  hear.     O  fie,  the  Treble  jars. 
Luc.  Spit  in  the  Hole,  Man,  and  tune  again. 
Bian.  Now  let  me  fee  if  lean  conftrue  it :  Hie  that,  Simo* 

is,  I  know  you  not,  hie  eft  figeia  tellus,  I  truft  you  not,  hie 
fteterat  Priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  regia,  prefume  not, 
celfa  fenis,  defpair  nor. 

Hor.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 
Luc.  All  but  the  Bafe. 

Hor.  The  Bafe  is  right ;  'tis  the  bafe  Knave  that  jars. 
Luc.  How  fiery  and  fro  ward  our  Pedant  is ! 

Now  for  my  Life  that  Knave  doth  court  my  Love;  * 

Pedafcule,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet: 
In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 

Bian.  Miftruft  it  not,  for  fure  *s£acides 

Was  Ajax,  calPd  fo  from  his  Grandfather. 
I  mutt  believe  my  Mafter,  elfe  I  promife  you> 
I  mould  be  arguing  (till  upon  that  Doubt ; 
But  let  it  reft.  Now  Licio  to  you : 
Good  Mafter,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while; 
My  Leffons  make  not  Mufick  in  three  Parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal,  Sir  ?  well,  I  muft  wait, 

And  watch  withal;  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Our  fine  M  ifician  groweth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  Inftrument, 
To  learn  the  Order  of  my  Fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  Rudiments  of  Art, 
To  teach  you  Gamut  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effectual, 

Than 
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Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  Trade ; 
And  there  it  is  in  Writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  pail:  my  Gamut  long  ago. 
Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gamut  of  Hortenjio. 
Bian.  Gamut  I  am,  the  Ground  of  all  Accord, 

Are>  to  plead  Hortenjio'1  $  Paffion, 
Beeme>  Bianca9  take  him  for  thy  Lord, 
Cfaut,  that  loves  thee  with  all  Affe&ion, 
D  fol  re9  one  Cliff,  two  Notes  have  I, 
Elami,  mow  Pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this  Gamutl  Tut,  I  like  it  not; 
Old  Fafhions  pleafe  me  beft;  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  Rules  for  old  Inventions. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Miftrefs,  your  Father  prays  you  leave  your  Books^ 

And  help  to  drefs  your  Sifter's  Chamber  up; 
You  know  to  Morrow  is  the  Wedding-Day. 

Bian.  Farewel,  fweet  Mailers  both;  I  mufl:  be  gone.  [_Ex. 
Luc.  Faith  Miftrefs,  then  I  have  no  Caufe  to  ftay.  [Exiu 
Hor.  But  I  have  Caufe  to  pry  into  this  Pedant; 

Methinks  he  looks  as  tho*  he  were  in  love: 
Yet  if  thy  Thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble 
To  caft  thy  wandring  Eyes  on  every  Stale; 

Seize  thee  that  lift;  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging,1 
Hortenjio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  \Exit. 
Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Katharina,  Lucentio,  Bianca, 

and  Attendants. 

Bap,  Signior  Lucentio  9  this  is  the  pointed  Day 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  fhould  be  married; 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  Son-in-law. 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  Mockery  will  it  be, 
To  want  the  Bridegroom  when  the  Prieft  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  Rites  of  Marriage? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  Shame  of  ours? 

Kath.  No  Shame  but  mine ;  I  muft,  forfooth,  be  forc'd 

To  give  my  Hand  oppos'd  againft  my  Heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Rudesby,  full  of  Spleen, 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
I  told  you  I,  he  was  a  frantick  Fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  Jefts  in  blunt  Behaviour  • 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  Man, 

Vol.  II.  R  He'll 
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He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  point  the  Day  of  Marriage,    * 
Make  Friends,  invite  yes,  and  proclaim  the  Banes; 

Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  muft  the  World  point  at  poor  Katharina9 

And  fay,  lo  there  is  mad  Petrmhios  Wife, 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  and  Baptifla  too; 
Upon  my  Life  Petruchio  means  but  well, 
Whatever  Fortune  ftays  him  from  his  Word. 

Tho'  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  palling  wife; 

Tho'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honefr. Kath.  Would  Katharine  had  never  feen  him  tho\ 
[  Exit  weeping. 

Bap.  Go,  Girl;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep; 
For  fuch  an  Injury  would  vex  a  Saint, 
Much  more  a  Shrew  of  thy  impatient  Humour. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Matter,  Matter;  old  News,  and  fuch  News  as  you 
never  heard  of. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  How  may  that  be  ? 
Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  News  to  hear  of  Petruchios  coming. 
Bap.  Is  he  com;  ? 
Bion.  Why,  no  Sir. 
Bap.  What  then. 
Bion.  He  is  coming. 
Bap.  When  will  he  be  here? 
Bion.  Wnen  he  ftands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 
Tra,  But  fay,  whit  to  thy  old  News? 
Bion.  Why  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  Hat  and  an  old 

Jerkin ;  a  Pair  of  old  Breeches  thrice  turn'd  ;  a  Pair  of 
Boots  that  have  been  Candle-C^fes,  one  buckled,  another 

lae'd;  an  old  ru fly  Sf/ord  ta'en  out  of  the  Town-Armory, 
with  a  broken  Hilt,  and  Chapelefs,  with  two  broken  Points; 

his  Horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy  Saddle,  the  Srjrrops  of 
no  Kindred,  befides  poiTeft  with  the  Glanders,  and  like  to 
mofe  in  the  Chine,  troubled  with  the  LampaiTe,  infected 

with  theFafliion",  full  of  Windgalls,  fped  with  Spavins,  raied 
with  the  Yellows,  part  Cure  of  the  Fives,  ftark  fpoil'd  with 
the  Staggers,  begnawn  with  the  Bots,  waid  in  the  Back,  and 

Shoulder-fhotten,  near  leg'd  before,  and  with  a  half  checkt 
Bit,  and  a  Headftall  of  Sheep's  Leather,  which  being  re- 

ftrain'd 
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ftrain'd  to  keep  him  from  tumbling,  hath  been  often  burft, 
and  now  repair'd  with  Knots;  one  Girth  fix  times  piec'd, 
and  a  Woman's  Crupper  of  Velure,  which  hath  two  Let- 

ters for  her  Name,  fairly  fet  down  in  Studs,  and  here  and 

there  piec'd  with  Packthred. 
Bap.   Who  comes  witk  him? 
Bion.  Oh  Sir,  his  Lackey,  for  all  the  World  compari- 

fon'd  like  the  Horfe,  with  a  linnen  Stock  on  one  Leg,  and  a 
kerfey  Boot-hofe  on  the  other,  garter'd  with  a  red  and  blue 
Lift,  an  old  Hat,  and  the  Humour  of  forty  Fancies  prickt 

up  in'tfor  a  Feather:  A  Monfter,  a  very  Monfter  in  Appa- 
rel, and  not  like  a  Chriftian  Foot-boy,  or  Gentleman's  Lackey. 
Tra.  'Tis  fome  odd  Humour  pricks  him  to  this  Faihion; 

Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  Apparell'd. 
Bap,  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 
Bion.  Why  Sir,  he  comes  not. 
Bap.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  comes? 
Bion.  Who?  that Petruchio  came? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 
Bion.  No, Sir;  I  fay  his  Horfe  comes  with  him  on  his 

Back. 

Bap.  Why  that's  all  one, 
Bion.  Nay,  by  St.  Jamy,  I  hold  you  a  Penny,  a  Horfe 

and  a  Man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 
Enter  Petruchio  and  Gumio  fantaftically  habited. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  Gallants?  who's  at  Home? 
Bap.  You  are  welcome,  Sir. 
Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 
Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  fo  well  Apparell'd  as  I  wifh  you  were* Pet.  Were  it  better  I  mould  ru(h  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Katel  where  is  my  lovely  Bride? 
How  does  my  Father?  Gentles,  methinks  you  frown. 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  Company, 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  Monument, 
Some  Comet,  or  unufual  Prodigy  ? 

Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  this  is  your  Wedding-day  t. 
Fit  ft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come; 
N  >w  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this  Habit,  fhame  to  your  Eftate, 
An  Eye-fore  to  our  folemn  Feftival. 

R  z  Tra, 
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Tra.  And  tell  us  what  Occafion  of  Import 

Hath  all  fo  long  dttain'd  you  from  your  Wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  your  felf? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  hear : 

Sufficeth  I  am  come  to  keep  my  Word, 

Tho'  in  fome  Part  enforced  to  digrefs, 
Which  at  more  Leifure  I  will  fo  excufe, 
As  you  mall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But  where  is  Kate\  I  ftay  too  long  from  her; 

The  Morning  wears;  'tis  time  we  were  at  Church. 
Tra.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thefeunreverent  Robes; 

Go  to  my  Chamber,  put  on  Cloaths  of  mine. 

Pet.  Not  I;  believe  me,  thus  I'll  vifit  her. 
Bap.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.   Good  footh,    even  thus;   therefore  ha'  done  with Words ; 

To  me  ihe's  married,  not  unto  my  Clothes: 
Could  I  repair  what  ihe  will  wear  in  me, 
As  I  could  change  thefe  poor  Accoutrements, 

"Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  my  felf. 
But  what  a  Fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you, 
When  I  mould  bid  good  Morrow  to  my  Bride, 
And  feal  the  Title  with  a  lovely  Kifs  ?  \Exiu 

Tra.  He  hath  feme  Meaning  in  his  mad  Attire  .• 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poflible, 

To  put  on  better  e'er  he  go  to  Church. 
Bap.  I'll  after  him,  and  fee  the  Event  of  this.         [Exiu 
Tra.  But,  Sir,  Love  concerneth  us  to  add 

Her  Father's  liking;  which  to  bring  to  pafs, 
As  before  I  imparted  to  your  Worihip, 

I  am  to  get  a  Man;  what  e'er  he  be 
It  skills  not  much;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  Turn, 
And  he  mail  be  Vmcentio  of  Pifa, 
And  make  Aflurance  here  in  Padua, 

Of  greater  Sums  than  I  have  promifed; 
So  mail  you  quietly  enjoy  your  Hope, 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  Confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  School-mafter 
Doth  watch  Bianc**%  Steps  fo  narrowly, 
'Twere  good  methinks  to  ileal  our  Marriage ; 
^  ~  ~  Which 
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Which  once  perform'd,  let  all  the  World  fay  no, 
I'll  keep  mine  own,  defpight  of  all  the  World. 

Tra.  That  by  Degrees  we  mean  to  look  into, 
And  watch  our  Vantage  in  this  Bufinefs: 

We'll  over-reach  the  Gray-beard  Gremio, 
The  narrow  prying  Father  Minola, 
The  quaint  Mufician  amorous  Licio  ; 

All  for  my  Matter's  fake  Lucentlo. Enter  Gremio. 

Signior  Gremio,  came  you  from  the  Church? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  School. 
Tra.  And  is  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  coming  home  ? 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom  fay  you?  'Tis  a  Groom  indeed, 
A  grumbling  Groom,  and  that  the  Girl  mall  find. 

Tra.  Curfter  than  fhe?  why  'tis  impoflible. 
Gre.  Why  he's  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  a  very  Fiend. 
Tra.  Why  (lie's  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  the  Devil's  Darm 
Gra.  Tut,  fhe's  a  Lamb,  a  Dove,  a  Fool  to  him ; 

I'll  tell  you,  Sir  Lucent io,  when  the  Prieft: Should  ask  if  Katharine  mould  be  his  Wife? 

Ay,  by  Gogs-woons,  quoth  he ;  and  fwore  fo  loud, 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  Prieft  let  fall  the  Book; 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad-brain'd  Bridegroom  took  himfuchaCuff, 
That  down  fell  Prieft  and  Book,  and  Book  and  Prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What,  faid  the  Wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  ihook;  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and  fwore, As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 

But  after  many  Ceremonies  done, 
He  calls  for  Wine:  A  Health,  quoth  he;  as  if 
He  had  been  Aboard  carowzing  to  his  Mates 
After  a  Storm ;  quaft  off  the  JV1  ufcadel, 

And  threw  the  Sops  all  in  the  Sexton's  Face ; 
Having  no  other  Reafon,  but  that  his  Beard 

Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feem'd  to  ask 
His  Sops  as  he  was  drinking.    This  done,  he  took 
The  Bride  about  the  Neck,  and  kill:  her  Lips 
With  fuch  a  clamorous  Smack,  that  at  the  Parting 
All  the  Church  did  Ecchoj  and  I  feeing  this, 

R  3  Came 
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Came  thence  for  very  Shame ;  and  after  me 
I  knov  the  Rout  is  coming:  Such  a  mad  Marriage 
Never  was  before.  Hark,  haik,  I  hear  the  Minftreis  play. 

[Mtifick^  flays. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Bianca,  Hortenfiorf^  Baptifla. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  Friends,  I  thank  you  for  your  Pains: 
I  know  vou  think  to  dine  with  me  to  Day, 
And  have  prepare!  great  Store  of  wedding  Cheer; 
But  fo  it  is,  my  Hafte  doth  call  me  hence; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  Leave. 

Bap.  Is't  poffiole  you  will  away  to  N  ght? 
Pet.  I  muft  away  to  Day,  before  Night  come : 

Make  it  no  Wonder;  if  you  knew  my  Bufinefs, 
You  would  intreat  me  rather  go  than  flay. 
And  noneft  Company,  I  thank  you  all, 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  felf 
To  this  moll:  patient,  fweet  and  virtuous  Wife: 
Dine  with  my  Father,  drink  a  Health  to  me, 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  flay  'till  after  Dinner, 
Pet.  It  may  not  be, 
Gre.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  ftay? 
Pet.  I  am  content  you  fnall  intreat  me  ftay; 

But  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 
Kath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 
Pet.  Grumity  my  Horfe. 
Grt*.  Ay,  Sir,  they  be  ready;  the  Oats  have  eaten  theHorfesv 
Kath.  Nay  then 

Do  what  thcu  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  E(ay; 

No,  nor  to  Morrow,  nor  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf: 
The  Door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way, 
You  may  be  jogging  whiles  your  Boots  are  green. 

For  me,  I'll  not  be  gone  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf: 
?Tis  like  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  Groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  io  roundly. 

P$to  O  KatSy  content  thee;  prethee  be  not  angry. Kath0 
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*     Kath.  I  will  be  angry;  what  haft  thou  to  do? 

Father,  be  quiet;  he  fhall  ftay  my  Leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry  Sir,  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Kath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  Bridal-dinner. 
I  fee  a  Woman  may  be  made  a  Fool, 
If  me  had  not  a  Spirit  to  refill. 

Pet.  They  fhall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  Command. 

Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her: 
Go  to  the  Feaft,  revel  and  domineer; 

Carowle  full  Meafure  to  her  Maiden-head; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves  ; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate9  me  muft  with  me. 

Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 
I  will  be  Mafter  of  what  is  mine  own; 

She  is  my  Goods,  my  Chattels,  fhe  is  my  Houfe, 

My  Houmold  Stuff,  my  Field,  my  Barn, 
My  Horfe,  my  Ox,  my  Afs,  my  any  thing; 
And  here  fhe  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare; 

I'll  bring  my  Action  on  the  proudeft  he 
That  flops  my  way  in  Padua :  Grumio, 
Draw  forth  thy  Weapon;  we  are  befet  with  Thieves; 
Refcue  thy  Miftrefs  if  thou  be  a  Man : 
Fear  not,  fweet  Wench,  they  fhall  not  touch  thee,  Kate; 

I'll  buckler  thee  againft  a  Million.       \Exeunt  Pet.  and  Kzthl 
Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 
Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  mould  die  with  Laughing. 
Tra.  Of  all  mad  Matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  Opinion  of  your  Sifter? 
Bian.  That  being  mad  her  felf,  fhe's  madly  mated.* Gre.  I  warrant  him  Petruchio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho5  Bride  and  Bridegroom wants 

For  to  fupply  the  Places  at  the  Table; 
You  know  there  wants  no  Junkets  at  the  Feaft:  Lucentio, 

You  fhall  fupply  the  Bridegroom's  Place, 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  pracfcife  how  to  Bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  fhall,  Lucentio:  Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  go. 

[Exeunt. 

R  4.  Enter 
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Enter  Grumio. 

Gru.  Fie,  fie  on  all  tired  Jades,  on  all  mad  Matters,  and 
all  foul  ways :  Was  ever  Man  fo  beaten  ?  was  ever  Man  fo 
raide  ?  was  ever  Man  fo  weary  ?  lam  fent  before  to  make 
a  Fire,  and  they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them :  Now  were 
I  not  a  little  Pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  Lips  might  freeze 
to  my  Teeth,  my  Tongue  to  the  Roof  of  my  Mouth,  my 

Heart  in  my  Belly,  e'er  I  mould  come  by  a  Fire  to  thaw 
me;  but  I  with  blowing  the  Fire  (hail  warm  my  felf;  for 
confidering  the  Weather,  a  taller  Man  than  I  will  take  cold  : 
Holla,  holla,  Curtis  I 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  Piece  of  Ice:  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may 'ft  Aide 
from  my  Shoulder  to  my  Heel,  with  no  greater  a  run  but 
my  Head  and  my  Neck.     A  Fire,  good  Curtis, 

Curt.  Is  my  Mafter  and  his  Wife  coming,  Grumio* 
Gru.  Oh  ay,  Curtis,  ay;  and  therefore  Fire,  Fire,  caffc  on 

no  Water. 

Curt.  Is  (he  fo  hot  a  Shrew  as  (he's  reported? 
Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  Froft;  but  thou 

know'ft  Winter  tames  Man,  Woman  and  Beaft;  for  it  hath 

tam'd  my  old  Mafter,  and  my  new  Miftrefs,  and  my  felf, fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.  Away, you  three-inch'd  Fool;  I  am  no  Beaft. 
Gru.  Am  I  but  three  Inches  ?  why  thy  Horn  is  a  Foot, 

and  fo  long  am  I  'at  the  leaft.  But  wile  thou  make  a  Fire, 
or  (hall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  Miftrefs  whofe  Hand, 
ihe  being  now  at  Hand,  thou  (halt  foon  feel  to  thy  cold 
Comfort,  being  flow  in  thy  hot  Office. 

Curt.  I  prethee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the 
World  ? 

Gru.  A  cold  World,  Curtis,  in  every  Office  but  thine; 
and  therefore  Fire:  Do  thy  Duty,  and  have  thy  Duty ;  for 
my  Mafter  and  Miftrefs  are  almoft  frozen  to  Death. 

Curt.  There's  Fire  ready ;  and  therefore,  good  Grumio^ the  News. 

Gru.  Why,  Jack^  Boy,  ho  Boy,  and  as  much  News  as 
thou  wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  Conycatching. 
Gru.  Why  therefore  Fire;  for  I  have  caught  extream  cold. 

Where's 
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Where's  the  Cook?  is  Supper  ready,  the  Houfe  trimm'd, 
Rufhes  ftrew'd,  Cobwebs  fwepr,  the  Serving-men  in  their 
new  Fuftian,  their  white  Stockings,  and  every  Officer  his 

wedding  Garment  on?  Be  the  Jacks  fair  within,  the  Jills 

fair  without,  Carpets  laid,  and  every  thing  in  order  ? 

Cur.  All  ready  :  And  therefore  I  pray  thee  what  News? 

Gru.  Firft,  know  my  Horfe  is  tired,  my  Mafter  and  Mi- 
ftrefs  falPn  out. 

Cur.  How  ? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  Saddles  into  the  Dirt;  and  thereby 
hangs  a  Tale. 

Cur.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumio. Gyh.  Lend  thine  Ear. 
Cur.  Here. 

Gyh.  There.  [Strikes  him* 

Cur.  This  'tis  to  feel  a  Tale,  not  to  hear  a  Tale. 
Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  call'd  a  fenfible  Tale:  and  this 

Cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  Ear,  and  befeech  liftning. 
Now  I  begin :  Imprimis^  we  came  down  a  foul  Hill*  my 
Mafter  riding  behind  my  Miftrefs. 

Cur.  Both  on  one  Horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
Cur.  Why  a  Horfe. 
Gru.  Teli  thou  the  Tale.  But  hadft  thou  not  croft  me, 

thou  fhoukTft  have  heard  how  her  Horfe  fell,  and  fhe  under 

her  Horfe:  thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  in  how  miery  a  place, 
how  (he  was  bemoiPd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  Horfe  upon 
her,  how  he  beat  me  becaufe  her  Horfe  ftumbled,  how  fhe 

waded  through  the  Dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me ;  how  he  fwore, 

how  fhe  pray'd  that  never  pray'd  before;  how  I  cry'd,  how 
the  Horfes  ran  away,  how  her  Bridle  was  burft,  how  I  loft 
my  Crupper;  with  many  things  of  worthy  Memory,  which 

now  fhall  die  in  Oblivion,  and  thou  return  unexperienc'd  to the  Grave, 

Cur.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  Shrew  than  fhe. 
Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  all  (hall 

find  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of  this?  Call 

forth  Nathaniel,  Jofeph>  Nicholas^  Philip,  Walter,  Sugerfopy 

and  the  reft :  Let  their  Heads  be  flickly  comb'd,  their  blue 
Coats  bruftYd,  and  their  Garters  of  an  indifferent  knit;  let 

them  curtfie  with  their  left  Legs,  and  not  prefurae  to  touch 
a  hair 
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a  hair  of  my  Matter's  Horfe  Tail,  'till  they  kifs  their  Hands. 
Are  they  all  ready  ? 

Cur.    They  are. 
Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Cur.  Do  you  hear,  ho  ?  You  muft  meet  my  Matter  to 
Countenance  my  Miftrefs. 

Gru.  Why  (lie  hath  a  Face  of  her  own. 
Cur.  Who  knows  not  that? 

Gru.  Thou  it  feems,  that  calls  for  Company  to  Counte- 
nance her. 

Cur.  I  call  them  forth  to  Credit  her. 

Enter  four  or  five  Serving- Men. 
Gru.  Why  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 
Nat.  Welcome  home,  Grumio. 
Phil.  How  now,  Grumio  i 
J  of.  What,  Grumio  I 
Nick.  Fellow  Grumio! 
Nath.  How  now,  old  Lad. 
Gru.  Welcome  you;  how  now  you;  what  you;  fellow 

you ;  and  thus  much  for  Greeting.  Now,  my  fpruce 
Companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Nat.   All  things  are  ready  ;  how  near  is  our  Matter  ? 

Gru.   E'en  at  hand,   alighted  by  this ;   and  therefore  be 
not   Cocks  Paffion,  (i fence,  I  hear  my  Matter. 

Enter  P  truchip  and  Kate. 
Vet.  Where  be  thefe  Knaves  ?  What,  no  Man  at  Door  to 

hold  my  Stirrup,  nor  to  take  my  Horfe?  Where  is  Natha- 
niel, Gregory,  Philip  ,? 

All  Ser.  Here,  here,  Sir;  here,  Sir. 
Pet.   Here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir, 

You  loggerheaded  and  unpolifrYd  Grooms  : 
What  ?   no  Attendance  ?  no  Regard  ?  no  Duty  ? 
Where  is  the  foolifh  Knave  I  fent  before  ? 

Gru.  Here  Sir,  as  foolifh  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  Y  u  Peafant,    Swain,    you  Whorefon,    Malt-horfe 
Drudge. 

Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  Park, 
And  bring  along  the  rafcal  Knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  Coat,  Sir,  was  not  fully  made  ; 
Kni  Gabriel\  Pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'th*  Heel; 
There  was  no  Link  to  colour  Peters  Hat, 

And 
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And  Walter's  Dagger  was  not  come  from  fheathing: 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Ralph)  and  Gregory , 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly, 
Yet  as  they  are,  they  come  to  meet  you. 

Pet.  Go,  Rafcals,  go  and  fetch  my  Supper  in.     [Exit  Ser. 
Wnere  is  the  Life  that  late  I  led? 

Where  are  thole  ?  Sit  down  Kate, 
And  welcome.     Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud. 

Enter  Servants  with  Supper, 

Why  when  I  fay  ?  Nay,  good  fweet  Kate  be  merry. 
Off  with  my  Boots,  you  Rogues  :  You  Villains,  when  ? 

It  -was  the  Friars  of  Orders  grey,  [Sings. 
As  he- forth  walked  on  his  way. 

Out  you  Rogue,  you  pluck  my  Foot  awry. 
Take  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  off  the  other.    [Strikes  him. 
Be  merry,  Kate:  Some  Water  here;  what  hoa. 

Enter  one  with  Water. 

Wh  re's  my  Spaniel  Troilm  f  Sirrah,  get  you  hence, 
And  bid  my  Coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither : 
One,  Kate,  that  you  muft  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
Where  are  my  Slippers?  (hall  I  have  fome  Water? 
Come  Kate,  and  warn,  and  welcome  heartily  : 
Yoj  whorefon  Villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Kat.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 
Pet,  A  whorefon,  beetle-headed,  flat-ear'd  Knave : 

Come,  Kate,  fit  down,  I  know  you  have  a  Stomach, 
Will  you  give  Thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  ihall  I? 

What's  this,  Mutton? 
1  Ser.  Yes. 

Pet,  Who  brought  it  ? 
Ser.  I. 

Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  Meats 
What  Dogs  are  thefc  ?  where  is  the  rafcal  Cook? 

How  durft  you,  Villains,  bring  it  from  the  DrefTer, 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 

There,  take  it  to  you,  Trenchers,  Cups  and  all: 
[  Throws  the  Meat,  Sec.  about  the  Stage. 

You  heedlefs  Jolt-heads,  and  unmanner'd  Slaves. 
What,  do  you  grumble?  TU  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kat.  I  pray  you,  Husband,  be  not  fo  difquiet, 
The  Meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented? 
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Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away, And  I  exprefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it : 
For  it  engenders  Choler,  planteth  Anger, 

And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  fart, 
Since  of  our  felves,  our  felves  are  Cholerick, 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-rofted  Flefh : 

Be  patient,  to  morrow't  (hall  be  mended, 
And  for  this  Night  we'll  faft  for  Company. 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  Bridal  Chamber.     [Exeunt, 

Enter  Servants  fever  ally. 
Nath.  Peter,  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  Humour. 
Grit.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Servant. 

Cur.  In  her  Chamber,  making  a  Sermon  of  Continency 
to  her,  and  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates,  and  flie,  poor  Soul, 
knows  not  which  way  to  Hand,  to  look,  to  fpeak,  and  fits 
a,s  one  new  rifen  from  a  Dream.  Away,  away,  for  he  is 
coming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  Reign, 

And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully  : 
My  Faulcon  now  is  fharp,  and  paffing  empty, 

And  'till  (he  ftoop,  (he  mull:  not  be  fullgorg'd, 
For  then  (he  never  looks  upon  her  Lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  Haggard, 

To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  Keeper's  call: 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  Kites, 
That  bait  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 

She  eat  no  Meat  to  day,  nor  none  fhall  eat. 
Laft  night  fhe  flept  not,  nor  to  night  (hall  not: 
As  with  the  Meat,  fome  undeferved  fault 

I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  Bed. 
And  here  Til  fling  the  Pillow,  there  the  Bolrter, 
This  way  the  Coverlet,  another  way  the  Sheets; 
Ay,  and  amid  this  hurly  I  intend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her, 
And  in  conclufion,  (he  (hall  watch  all  night, 

And  if  (he  chance  to  nod  I'll  rail  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  ftill  awake. 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  Wife  with  kindnefs, ~  And 
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And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headftrong  Humour. 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  Shrew, 

Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  Charity  to  (hew.  [Exit* Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Is't  poffible,  Friend  Licioy  that  Miftrefs  Bianco, 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lncentio  \ 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  ihe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  Sir,  to  fatisfie  you  in  what  I  have  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Now,  Miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read? 
Bian.  What  Mafter  read  you  firft,  refolve  me  that  ? 
Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  Art  to  Love* 
Bian.  And  may  you  prove,  Sir,  Mafter  of  your  Art. 
Luc.  While  you,  fweetDear,  prove  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart. 
Hor.  Quick  Proceeders  marry ;  now  tell  me  I  pray,  you 

that  durft  fwear  that  your  Miftrefs  Bianca  lov'd  none  in  the World  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightful  Love,  unconftant  Womankind;  I 
tell  thee,  Licioy  this  is  wonderful. 

Hor.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Liciey 
Nor  a  Mufician,  as  I  feem  to  be, 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  Jive  in  this  Difguife, 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaves  a  Gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  Cullion  ; 

Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenfio. 
Tra.  Signior  Hortenfioy  I  have  often  heard 

Of  your  entire  Affedion  to  Bianca, 
And  ftnee  mine  Eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  Lightnefs, 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  Love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifs  and  court.    Signior  Lucentio^ 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  Favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter 'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  Oath, 
Never  to  marry  with  her,  thoJ  ihe  would  entreat. 
Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaftly  ihe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  World  but  he  had  quite  forfworn.' 
For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  Oath, 
I  will  be  Married  to  a  wealthy  Widow, 

E'er 
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E'er  three  days  pafs,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me, 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  Haggard. 
And  fo  fare  we),  Signior  Lucent  io. 
Kindnefs  in  Women,  not  their  beauteous  Looks, 
Shall  win  my  Love ;  and  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before.  [Exit  Hor. 

Tra.  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  ©race, 

As  longeth  to  a  Lover's  bleffed  Cafe  : 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfio. 

Bian.  Tranio,  youjeft:  But  have  you  both  forfworn  me? 
Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 
Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 

Tra.  Pfaith  he'll  have  a  lufty  Widow  now, 
That  fh all  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bian.  God  give  him  Joy. 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 
Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming  School. 
Bian.  The  taming  School :  What  is  there  fuch  a  place  ? 
Tra.  Ay,  Miftrefs,  and  Petruchio  is  the  Mafter, 

That  teacheth  Tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, 
To  tame  a  Shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  Tongue, 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Oh  Mafter,  Mafter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  long, 
That  I  am  Dog-weary ;  but  at  laft  I  'fpied 
An  ancient  Angel  coming  down  the  H'll 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.   What  is  he,   Biondello? 
Bion.  Mafter,  a  Marcantant,  or  a  Pedant ; 

I  know  not  what;  but  formal  in  Apparel ; 
In  Gate  and  Countenance  furly,  like  a  Father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Tranio  ? 
Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  Tale, 

I'll  make  him  glad  to  feem  Fincentio^ 
And  give  aflurance  to  Baptifla  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vmcentio  : 

Take  me  your  Love,  and  then  let  me  alone.  [Ex.'L\ic.&  Bian. Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ped.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 
Tra.  And  you,  Sir ;  you  are  welcome : 

Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  fartheft?  Ped. 
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Fed.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  Week  or  two; 

But  then  up  farther,  and  as  far  as  Rome ; 
And  fo  to  Tnpoljy  if  God  lend  me  Life. 

Tra.  W  hat  Countryman,  I  pray  ? 
Fed.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua^  Sir;  marry  God  forbid  ; 
And  come  to  Padua>  carelefs  of  your  Life  ? 

Fed.  My  Life,  Sir!  how,  I  pray?  for  that  goes  hard. 
Tra.  Tis  Death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 

To  come  to  Padua  ;  know  you  not  the  Caufe  ? 
Your  Ships  are  ftaid  at  Venice^  and  the  Duke, 

For  private  Quarrel  'twixt  your  Duke  and  him, 
Hath  publiuVd  and  proclaimed  it  openly : 
'Tis  marvel,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come, 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaimed  about. 

Fed.  Alas,  Sir,  it  is  woife  for  me  than  fo  ; 
For  I  have  Bills  for  Mony  by  Exchange 
From  Florence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well,  Sir,  to  do  you  Courtefie, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  I  will  advife  you; 
Firft  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pi/a  ? 

Fed.  Ay,  Sir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been ; 
Pi  fa  renowned  for  grave  Citizens. 

Tra*  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 
Fed.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him  ; 

A  Merchant  of  incomparable  Wealth. 
Tra.  He  is  my  Father,  Sir;  and  footh  to  fay, 

In  Count'nance  fomewhat  doth  referable  you. 
Bion.  As  much  as  an  Apple  doth  an  Oyfter,  and  all  one. 

\_Afide. 

Tra.  To  fave  your  Life  in  this  Extremity, 
This  Favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake ; 
And  think  it  not  the  word  of  all  your  Fortunes 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio  :     I 
His  Name  and  Credit  (hall  you  undertake, 

And  in  my  Houfe  you  fhall  be  friendly  Lodg'd; 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  ihould. 
You  underftand  me,  Sir:  Si  (hall  you  ftay 

'Till  you  have  done  your  Bufinefs  in  the  City. 
If  this  be  Court'fie,  Sir,  accept  of,  it. 

Fed.  Oh,  Sir,  I  d:>,  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  Patron  of  my  Life  and  Liberty.  Tra. 
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Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  gooek 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftand, 

My  Father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  affurance  of  a  Dowry  in  Marriage 

'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptiftas  Daughter  here : 
In  all  thefe  Circumftances  I'll  inftruft  you  : 
Go  with  me,  Sir,  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you.      [Exeunt. 

A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Katharina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  ̂ \T^3  no>  Forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  Life. 
JlN|     Kath.  The  more   my  Wrong ;    the  more   his 
Spite  appears  : 

What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me? 

Beggars  that  come  unto  my  Father's  Door, 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefent  Alms  5 
If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  prefent  Charity : 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat, 
Nor  never  needed,  that  I  fhould  intreat, 

Am  ftarv'd  for  Meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  Sleep; 
With  Oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  Brawling  fed  ; 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  than  all  thefe  Wants, 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  Love  : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  fhould  fleep  or  eat 

'Twere  deadly  Sicknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  Death : 
I  prethee  go,  and  get  me  fome  Repaft  ; 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfome  Food. 

Gru.  What  fay  y©u  to  a  Neat's  Foot  ? 
Kath.  'Tis  parting  good ;  I  prethee  let  me  have  it. 
Gru.  I  fear  it  is  too  Phlegmatick  a  Meat : 

How  fay  you  to  a  fat  Tripe  finely  broil'd? 
Kath.  I  like  it  well;  good  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 
Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  I  fear  it  is  Cholerick: 

What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  Beef  and  Muftard? 
Kath.  A  Difh  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 
Gru.  Ay,  but  the  Muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kath.  Why  then  the  Beef,  and  let  the  Muftard  reft.1 
Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not;  you  (hall  have  the  Muftard, 

Or  elfe  you  get  no  Beef  of  GrumtOy  Kath. 

f 
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Kath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 
Gru.  Why  then  the  Muftard  without  the  Beef. 
Kath.  Go,  get  thee  gone,   thou  falfe  deluding  Slave, 

[Beats  him. 
That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  Meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all/the  pack  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  Mifery. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortenfio  with  Meat.  , 

Pet.  How  fares  my  Kate\  What,  Sweeting,  all  amort? 
Her.  Miftrefs,  what  cheer? 

Kath.  *  Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 
Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  Spirits;  look  cheerfully  upon  mej 

Here  Love,  thou  feed  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefsthy  Meat  my  Mf»  and  bring  it  thee: 
Iarafure,  fweet  Kate,  this  Kindnefs  merits  Thanks. 

What,  not  a  word?  Nay  then,  thoulov'ft  it  not: 
And  all  my  Pains  is  forted  to  no  proof. 
Here  take  away  the  Dim. 

Kath.  I  pray  you  let  it  Hand. 
Pet.  The  pooreft  Service  is  repaid  with  Thanks, 

And  fo  (hall  mine  before  you  touch  the  Meat. 
Kath.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
Hor.  Senior  Petrnchh,  fie,  you  are  too  blame  : 

Come,  Miftrefs  Kate,  111  bear  you  Company. 
Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio  y  if  thou  loveft  me, 

Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  Heart ; 
Kate,  eat  apace.  And  now  my  honey  Love, 

Will  we  return  unto  thy  Father's  Houfe, 
And  Revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  be  ft, 
With  filken  Coats,  and  Caps,  and  golden  Ring?^ 
With  Ruffs,  and  Cuffs,  and  Fardingals,  and  things: 

With  Scarfs,  and  Fans,  and  double  change  of  Brav'ry, 
With  Amber  Bracelets,  Beads  and  all  this  Knav'ry. 
What,  haft  thou  Din'd  ?  The  Taylor  ftays  thy  leifure, 
To  deck  thy  Body  with  his  ruffling  Treafure. 

Enter  Taylor. 
Come,  Taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  Ornaments. 

Enter  Haberdajher. 
Lay  forth  the  Gown.     What  News  with  you,  Sir? 

Hab.  Here  is  the  Cap  your  Worfhip  did  befpeak. 
Vol.  II.  S  Pet 
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Pet.  WKy  this  was  moulded  on  a  Porrenger, 

A  Velvet  Dim ;  Fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy  ; 
Why  'tis  a  Cockle  or  a  Wallnut-fhell, 
A  Knack,  a  Toy,  a  Trick,  a  Baby's  Cap . 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kath.  I'll  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time, 
And  Gentlewomen  wear  fuch  Caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  have  one  too, 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hot.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte. 

Kath.  Why,  Sir,  I  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeak, 
And  fpeak  I  will.     I  am  no  Child,  no  Babe, 

Your  Betters  have  endur'd  me,  fay  my  mind; 
And  if  you  cannot,  heft  you  (top  your  Ears. 
My  Tongue  will  tell  the  Anger  of  my  Heart, 
Or  elfe  my  Heart  concealing  it  will  break  : 
And  rather  than  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free, 
Even  to  the  uttermoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  a  paltry  Cap, 
A  cuftard  Coffin,  a  Bauble,  a  filken  Pie, 

I  love  thee  well  in  that  thou  lik'ft  it  not. 
Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  Cap, 

And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  Gown,  why  ay;  come,  Taylor,  let  us  fee't* 
0  mercy  God,  what  masking  SrufF  is  here? 
What?  this  a  Sleeve?  'tis  like  a  Demi-cannon  ; 

What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  Apple  Tart? 
Here's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  fiifh,  and  flafli, 
Like  to  a  Cenfor  in  a  Barber's  Shop : 
Why  what  a  Devil's  name,  Taylor,  call'il  thou  this? 

Hot.  I  fee  fhe's  like  to  have  neither  Cap  nor  Gown^ 
Tay.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 

According  to  the  Fafhion  and  the  Time. 
Pet.  Marry  and  did  :  But  if  you  be  remembred, 

1  did  not  bid  you  marr  it  to  the  Time. 
Go  hop  me  over  every  Kennel  home, 
For  you  fhall  hop  without  my  Cuftom,  Sir: 

I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 
Kath.  I  never  faw  a  better  fafhion'd  Gown, 

More  queint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  Puppet  of  me. Pit: 
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Pit.  Why  true,  he  means  to  make  a  Puppet  of  thee. 
Taj.  She  fays  your  Worfhip  means  to  make  a  Puppet  of 

her. 

Pin  Oh  mod  monftrous  Arrogance  ! 
Thou  lyeft,  thou  Thread,  thou  Thimble, 
Thou  Yard,  three  Quarters,  half  Yard,  Quarter^  Nail* 
Thou  Flea,  thou  Nit,  thou  winter  Crkket  thou  J 

Brav'd  in  mine  own  Houfe  with  a  Skein  of  Thread ! 
Away,  thou  Rag,  thou  Quantity,  thou  Remnant, 
Or  I  (hall  fo  bc-mete  thee  with  thy  Yard, 

As  thou  fhalt  think  on  prating  whil'ft  thou  liv'ft: 
I  tell  thee  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  Gown. 

Taj.  Your  Worihip  is  deceiv'dj  the  Gown  is  made 
Juft  as  my  Mafter  had  dire&ion. 
Grumio  gave  Order  how  it  mould  be  done. 

Grtt.  I  gave  him  no  Order,  I  gave  him  the  Stuff! 
Taj.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  fhould  be  made  \ 
Grn.  Marry,  Sir,  with  Needle  and  Thread. 
Taj.  But  did  you  not  rcqueft  to  have  it  Cut  ? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fae'd  many  things. 
Taj.  I  have. 

Grti.  Face  not  me :  Thou  haft  brav'd  many  Men,  brave 
not  me;  I  will  neither  be  fae'd  nor  brav'd.  I  fay  untotheei 
I  bid  thy  Mafter  cut  out  the  Gown,  but  I  did  not  bid  hini 
cut  it  to  pieces.     Ergo  thou  lieft. 

Taj.  Why  here  is  the  Note  of  the  Fafhion  to  teftify* 
Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  Note  lies  in's  Throat  if  he  fay  I  faid  fo. 
Taj.  Imprirnisy  a  loofe-bodied  Gown. 
Gru.  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  Gown,  f<>w  me 

in  the  Skirts  of  ir,  and  beat  me  to  Death  with  a  Bottom  of 
brown  Thread :  I  faid  a  Gowm 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Taj.  With  a  fmall  compaft  Cape* 
Gru.  I  confefs  the  Cape. 
Taj.  With  a  trunk  Sleeve. 
Grn.  I  confefs  two  Sleeves. 

Taj.  The  Sleeves  curioufly  cufc 

Pet.  Ay  there's  the  Villany. 
Grn.  Error  i'th' Bill,  Sir,  Error  i'eh'  Bills  I  commanded 

the  Sleeves  (hould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  again*  and  that s  %  rii 
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I'll  prove  upon  thee,  tho'  thy  little  Finger  be  armed  in Thimble. 

Taj.   This  is  true  that  I  fay,  and  I  had  thee  in  place 

where,  thou  fhould'ft  know  it. 
Gm.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight:  take  thou  the  Bill,  give  me 

thy  mete-yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 
Hor.  God-a-mercy,  Grumio,  then  he  mall  have  no  odds. 
Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  Gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  'th'  right,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  Miftrefs. 
Pet.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  Mailer's  ufe. 
Gm.  Villain,  not  for  thy  Life  :    Take  up  my  Miftrefs's 

Gown  for  thy  Matter's  ufe  I 
Pet.  Why,   Si  ,  what's  your  Conceit  in  that? 
Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  Conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for; 

Take  up  my  Miftrefs's  Gown  unto  his  Matter's  ufe. 
Oh  fie,  fie,  Be. 

Pet.  Hortenfioy  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  Taylor  paid.     \_Afide. 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  Gown  to  morrow, 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  Words: 
Away  I  fay,  commend  me  ro  thy  Matter.  [Exit  Tail. 

Pet.  Well,  come  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  Father's, Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments: 

Our  Purfes  fhall  be  proud,  our  Garments  poor; 

For  'tis  the  Mind  that  makes  the  Body  rich. 
And  as  the  Sun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  Clouds, 
So  Honour  peereth  in  the  meaneft  Habit. 
What  is  rhe  Jay  more  precious  than  the  Lark, 
Becaufe  his  Feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  Adder  better  than  the  Eel, 
Becaufe  his  pointed  Skin  contents  the  Eye? 
Oh  no,  £ood  Kate;  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  Furniture,  and  mean  Array. 

If  thou  sccount'ft  it  Shame,  lay  it  on  me, 
And  therefore  Frolick;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 

To  Feaft  and  Sport  us  at  thy  Father's  Houfe. 
Go  call  my  Men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  Horfes  unto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  Foct. 

Let's  fee,  I  think  'tis  now  fome  feven  a  Clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  Dinner  time. Kath. 
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Kath.  I  dare  aflure  you,  Sir,  'tis  almoft  two ; 
And  'twill  be  Supper-time  e'er  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  Hull  be  feven  e'er  I  go  to  Horfe: 
Look  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 

You  are  flill  eroding  it ;  Sirs,  let't  alone, 
I  will  not  go  to  day,  and  e'er  I  do, 
It  ihall  be  what  a  Clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why  fo :  This  Gallant  will  command  the  Sun, 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Kath.  and  Hor. 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  drefl  like  Vincentio. 
Tra.  Sirs,  this  is  the  Houfe,  pleafe  it  you  that  I  call. 
Ped.  Ay  v  hat  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceived, 

Signior  Baptifia  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  Years  ago  in  Genoa. 

Tra.  Where  we  were  Lodgers,  at  the  Pegs.fus : 

'Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
With  fuch  Aufterity  as  longeth  to  a  Father. 

Enter  Biondello, 

Ped.  I  warrant  you:  But,  Sir,  here  comes  your  Boyj 

'Twere  good  he  were  fchool'd, 
Tra.  Fear  you  not  him  ;  Sirrah  Biondello, 

Now  do  your  Duty  throughly  I  advife  you : 

Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vimentio,. Bion.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  hall:  thou  done  thy  Errand  to  Baptifia* 
Bion.  I  told  him  that  your  Father  was  in  Venice, 

And  that  you  look'd  for  him  in  Padua- 
Tra.  That's  a  tall  Fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink, 

Here  comes  Baptifia ;  fet  your  Countenance,  Sir. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio. 
Tra.  Signior  Baptifia,  you  are  happily  met : 

Sir,  this  is  the  Gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  Patrimony. 

Ped.  Soft,  Son.    Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  Debts,  my  Son  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  Caufe 
Of  Love  between  your  Daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  Report  I  hear  of  you, 

S  S  Aad 
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And  for  the  Love  he  beareth  to  your  Daughter, 
And  (Tie  to  him;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 

J  am  content  in  a  good  Father's  care 
To  have  him  matched,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  than  J,  Sir,  upon  fome  Agreement, 
Me  mail  you  find  mod  ready  and  moft  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftowed : 

For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baptifta,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay, 
Your  plainnefs  and  your  fhortnefs  pleafe  me  well  \ 
Right  true  it  is,  your  Son  Lttcemio  here 
Doth  love  my  Daughter,  and  (he  loveth  him, 
Or  both  diffemble  deeply  their  Affections ; 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this, 
That  like  a  Father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  my  Daughter  a  fufficient  Dowry, 
The  Match  is  made,  and  all  is  done, 
Your  Son  fhall  have  my  Daughter  with  confent. 

Tra.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  where  then  do  you  know  beft 

We  be  affLd,  and  fuch  affurance  ta'en, 
As  fhall  with  either  Parts  Agreement  (land. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  Houfe,  Lncentio,  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  Ears,  and  I  have  many  Servants; 
Befides  old  Gremi&  is  hearkning  (till, 

And  hap'y  we  might  be  interrupted. 
Tra.  Then  at  my  Lodging,  and  it  like  you,  Sir  \ 

There  doth  my  Father  lye;  and  there  this  Night 

W  '11  p-fs  the  Bufinefs  privately  and  well: 
Send  I  r  your  Daughter  by  your  Servant  here, 
My  Boy  (hall  fetch  the  Scrivener  prefently. 

'*  t\t  \    -{\  is  this,  that  at  fo  (lender  warning, You  ̂ r    like  to  have  a  thin  and  (lender  Pittance. 

M*  .   't  likes  me  well. 
Qami  o.    hie  you  home,   and  bid  Bianco,  make  her  ready 

ttiaight: 

Anr,  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happen'd, 
Lnientias  Father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua, 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lucentio's  Wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  gods  ihe  may  with  all  my  Heart,    [Exit. 
Tra* 
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Tra.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Enter  Peter. 

Signior  Baptifta,  fhall  I  lead  the  way? 
Welcome,  one  Mefs  is  like  to  be  your  Cheer. 
Come,  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pifa. 

Bap.  I  follow  you.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Lucentio  and  Biondello. 

Bion.  Cambio, 

Luc.  What  fay 'ft  thou,   Biondello  ? 
Bion.  You  faw  my  Mafter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 
Luc.  Biondello,   what  of  that? 

Bion.  'Faith  nothing;  but  'has  left  me  here  behind  to  ex- 
pound the  Meaning  or  Moral  of  his  Signs  and  Tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee  moralize  them. 
Bion.  Then  thus.     Baptifia  is  fafe  talking  with  the  decei- 

ving Father  of  a  deceitful  Son. 
Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  Sup- 

per. Luc.  And  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  Prieft  at  St.  Luke's  Church  is  at  your  com- mand at  all  hours, 
Luc.  And  what  of  all  this? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are  bufied  about  a  coun- 
terfeit A  durance  ;  take  you   Affurance  of  her,  Cum  privi- 

legio  ad  Imprimendum  folum^  to  th'  Church  take  the  Prieft, Clark,  and  fome  fufficient  honeft  Witneflesr. 

If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Bianco,  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day. 

Luc.  Hear 'ft  thou,  Biondello  ? 
Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  ;  I  knew  a  Wench  rmrried  in  an 

Afternoon  as  (he  went  to  the  Garden  for  Parfeley  to  fluff 
a  Rabbit,  and  fo  may  you,  Sir  :  And  fo  adieu,  Sir ;  my 
Mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  St.  Luke^>  to  bid  the 
Prieft  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come  with  your  Ap- 

pendix. [Exit. 
Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  (he  be  fo  contented  : 

She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  mould  we  doubt  ? 
Hap  what  hap  may,  I'll  roundly  go  about  her: 
It  (hall  go  hard  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  [Exit. 

S  4  Enter 
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Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  aWHortenfio. 

Pet.  Come  on  a  God's  name,  once  more  towards  our  Fa* 
ther's. 

Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  mines  the  Moon. 
Kath.  The  Moon!  the  Sun;  it  is  not  Moon-light  now. 
Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  that  mines  fo  bright. 
Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  mines  fo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  Mother's  Son,  and  that's  my  felf, 
It  fhall  be  Moon,  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift, 

Or  e'er  I  journey  to  your  Father's  Houfe  : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  H  orfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft. 

Hor.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  fhall  never  go. 
Kath.  Forward  I  pray,  flnce  we  have  come  fo  far. 

And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafes 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufh  Candle, 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  mail  be  fo  for  me. 

Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon. 
Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  Moon. 

Pet.  Nay  then  you  lie;  it  is  the  bleffcd  Sun. 
Kath.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleiTed  Sun, 

But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not; 
And  the  Moon  changes  even  as  your  Mind. 

What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is9 
And  fo  it  mall  be,  fo,  for  Katherine. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  way,  the  Field  is  won. 
Pet.  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  the  Bowl  mould  run ; 

And  not  unluckily  againft  the  Bias  : 
But  fofr,  Company  is  coming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio, 

Good  morrow,  gentle  Mjftrefr,  where  away  ?         [To  Vin# 
Tell  me,  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  freflier  Gentlewoman  : 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  h?r  Cheeks : 

What  Stars  do  fpangle  H^av'n  with  fuch  Beauty, 
As  thofe  two  Eyes  become  that  heav'nly  Face? 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  j 
Sweet  Kate>  embrace  her  for  her  Beauties  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  make  the  Man  mad  to  make  a  Woman  of 
him. 

Hath* 
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Kath.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  frefti,  and  fweet, 
Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  Aboad  ? 

Happy  the  Parents  of  To  fair  a  Child; 
Happier  the  Man  whom  favourable  Stars 
Allots  thee  for  his  lovely  Bedfellow, 

Pet.  Why  how  now,  Kate,  I  hope  thou  art  not  mad ! 
This  is  a  Man,  old,  wrir  kled,  faded,  withered, 

And  not  a  Maiden,  as  thoufay'ft  he  is. 
Kath*  Pardon,  old  Father,  my  miftaken  Eyes, 

That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  Sun, 

That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green. 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  Father: 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  Grandflr,  and  withal  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelled ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  fhall  be  joyful  of  thy  Company. 

Pin,  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miftrefs, 

That  with  your  ftrange  Encounter  much  amaz'd  mes 
My  Name  is  call'd  Fifteenth,  my  Dwelling  Pi/a, 
And  bound  I  am  to  Paduay  there  to  vifit 
A  Son  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  Name? 
Vm.  Lucentio,  Gentle  Sir. 
Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  Son; 

And  now  by  Law,  as  well  as  reverent  Age, 
I  may  intitle  thee  my  loving  Father; 
The  Sifter  of  my  Wife,  this  Gentlewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married.    Wonder  not, 

Nor  be  not  griev'd,  fhe  is  of  good  Efteem, 
Her  Dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  Birth; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befecm 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Fifteenth, 

And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  Son, 
Who  will  of  thy  Arrival  be  full  Joyous 

Fin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  Pleafure, 
Like  pleafant  Travellers  to  break  a  Jeft 
Upon  the  Company  you  overtake? 

Hor.  I  do  aflure  thee  Father,  fo  it  is. 
Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  thee  Truth  hereof. 

For  our  fir  ft  Merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous.      {Exeunt. 
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Hor.  Well  Petruchio,  this  has  put  me  in  Heart. 

Have  to  my  Widow,  and  if  me  be  fro  ward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  untoward.        {Exit. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  and  Bianca,  Gremio  walking  on 
one  Side. 

Bion.  Softly  and  fwifdy,  Sir,  for  the  Priefl  is  ready. 
Luc.  I  fly,  Biondello,  but  they  may  chance  to  deed  thee 

at  H^me,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bion.  Nay,  Faith,  I'll  fee  the  Church  a  your  Back,  and 
then  come  back  to  my  Midrefs  as  foon  as  I  can.    [Exeunt. 

Gre.  I  marvel  Cawbio  coims  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Vincentio  and  Grumio, 
with  Attendants. 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  Door,  this  is  Lncentio9*  Houfe, 
My  Father's  bears  more  toward  the  Market-Place, 
Thither  mud  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  Sir. 

Fin.  You  (hall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  yo  u  go ; 
I  think  I  fhall  command  your  welcome  here; 
And  by  all  Likelihood  fome  Cheer  is  toward.  [Knoc\. 

Gre.  Tney're  bufie  within,  you  were  beft  knock  louder. 
[Pedant  looks  out  of  the  Window. 

Ped.  What's  he  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down  the 
Gate? 

Fin.  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within,  Sir  ? 

Ped.  He's  within,  Sir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 
Fin.  What  if  a  Man  bring  him  a  hundred  Pound  or  two 

lo  make  merry  withal. 
Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  Pounds  to  your  klf9  he  fhall 

need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you  your  Son  was  belov'd  in  Padua;  do 
you  hear,  Sir,  to  leave  frivolous  Circumftances;  I  pray  you 
tell  Signior  Lucentio  that  his  Father  is  come  from  Pifa,  and 
is  here  at  the  Door  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  lieft,  his  Father  is  come  from  Padnay  and  here 
looking  out  of  the  Window. 

Fin.  Art  thou  his  Father? 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  fo  his  Mother  fays,  if  I  may  believe  her. 
Pet.  Why  how  now,  Gentleman !  why  this  is  flat  Kna- 

very to  take  upon  you  another  Man's  Name. 
Ped. 
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Fed.  L  ay  Hands  on  the  Villain,  I  believe  he  means  to 

cozen  fome  Body  in  this  City  under  my  Countenance. 
Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  I  have  feen  them  in  the  Church  together,  God  fend 

'em  good  Shipping:  But  who  is  here?  Mine  old  Mailer  Fin- 
emtio  f  Now  we  are  undone,  and  brought  to  nothing. 

Fin.  Come  hither,  Crackhemp.  {Seeing  Biondello. 
Bion.  I  hope  I  may  chufe,  Sir, 
Fin.  Come  hither  you  Rogue,  what  have  you  forgot  me? 

Bion.  Forgot  you,  no  Sir:  I  cou'd  not  forget  you,  for  I 
never  faw  you  before  in  all  my  Life. 

Kin.  What,  you  notorious  Villain,  did'il  thou  never  fee 
thy  Matter's  Father  Fincentw  ? 

Bion.  What,  my  old  worfhipful  old  Mafter?  Yes,  marry 
Sir,  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  Window. 

Vin.  Is't  fo  indeed?  [He  beats  Biondello, 

Bion.  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  Mad-man  will  murther me. 

Ted.  Help,  Son,  help  Signior  Baptifta. 

Pet.  Preethee,  Kate,  let's  fland  afide,  and  fee  the  End  of this  Controverfie. 

Enter  Pedant  with  Servants,  Baptifta  and  Tranio, 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you  that  offer  to  beat  my  Servant? 
Vin.  What  am  I,  Sir;  nay,  what  are  you,  Sir?  Oh  Im- 

mortal Gods !  Oh  fine  Villain,  a  filken  Doublet,  a  velvet 
Hofe,  a  fcarlet  Cloak,  and  a  copatain  Hat :  Oh  I  am  un- 

done, I  am  undone  ;  while  I  play  the  good  Husband  at 
Home,  my  Son  and  my  Servants  fpend  all  at  the  Univer^ 
fity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  Matter.? 
Bap.  What,  is  this  Man  lunatick  f 
Tra.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  Gentleman  by  your  Ha- 

bit; but  your  Words  (hew  you  a  Mad-man;  why,  Sir,  what 
concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  Pearl  and  Gold  ;  I  thank  my 
good  Father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

Vin.  Thy  Father!  Oh  Villain,  he  is  a  Sail-  maker  in  Ber~ 

gamo. 
Bap.  You  miftake,Sir,  you  miftake,  Sir;  pray  what  do 

you  think  is  his  Name  .? 
fix.  His  Nameg  as  if  J  knew  not.  his  Name  :    I  have 

brought 
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brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  Years  old,  and  his 
Name  is  Tranio. 

Ted.  Away,  away  mad  Afs,  his  Name  is  Lucentioy  and 
he  is  mine  only  Son,  and  Heir  to  the  Lands  of  me  Signior 
Vmcentio. 

Vin.  Lucentiol  Oh  he  hath  murthered  his  Mafter;  lay 

hold  on  him  I  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  Name;  oh  my 
Son,  my  Son;  tell  me,  thou  Villain,  where  is  my  Son  Lu- 
centio  ? 

Tr*.  Call  forth  an  Officer;  carry  this  mad  Knave  to  the 
Goal;  Father,  Baptifta>  I  charge  you  fee  that  he  be  forth- 
coming. 

Vm.  Carry  me  to  Goal  f 
Gre.  Stay,  Officer,  he  fhall  not  go  to  Prifon. 
Bap.  Talk  nor,  Signior  Gremio;  I  fay  he  fhall  go  to  Pri- 

fon. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptifta%  left  you  be  Cony- 

catch'd  in  this  Bufinefs;  I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right  Vin- 
centio. 

Ted.  Swear  if  thou  dar'ft, 
Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  ir. 
Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Lucentio. 
Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 
Bap.  Away  with  the  Dotard,  to  Goal  with  him. 

Enter  Lu centio  and  Bianca. 

Vm.  Thus  Strangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd ;  oh  mon- ftrous  Villain. 

Bion.  Oh  we  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him,  for- fwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all   undone. 

[Exit  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant  as  f aft  as  may  bel 
Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father.  [Kneeling. 
Vin.  Lives  my  fweet  Son? 
Bian.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended;  where  is  Lucentio? 

Luc.  Here's  Lucentio,  right  Son  to  the  right  Vincentio. 
That  have  by  Marriage  made  thy  Daughter  mine : 

While  counterfeit  Suppofes  bleer'd  thine  Eyn. 
Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnefs  to  deceive  us  alL 
Vm.  Where  is  that  damn'd  Villain  Tranio% 

"TKat  fae'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  Matter  fo? 
Bap. 
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Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  I 

Bian.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lttcentio. 
Luc*  Love  wrought  thefe  Miracles.  Biancas  Love 

Made  me  exchange  my  State  with  Tramoy 
While  he  did  bear  my  Countenance  in  the  Town : 

And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  laft 
Unto  the  wifhed  Haven  of  my  Blifs ; 

What  Tranio  did,  my  felf  enforc'd  him  to ; 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  Father,  for  my  Sake. 

Vm.  I'll  flit  the  Villain's  Nofe  that  would  have  feat  me 
to  the  Goal. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  Sir,  have  you  marry'd  my  Daugh- 
ter without  asking  my  good  Will  ? 
Vin.  Fear  not,  Baptifta,  we  will  content  you,  go  to ;  but 

I  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  Vallain.  [Exit. 
Bap.  And  I  to  found  the  Depth  of  this  Knavery.  [Exit. 
Lhc.  Look  not  pale,  Biancay  thy  Father  will  not  frown. 

[Exeunt. 
Cre.  My  Cake  is  Dough,  but  I'll  in  among  the  reft, 

Out  of  Hope  of  all,  but  my  Share  of  the  Feaft.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Husband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  End  of  this  ado. 
Bet.  Firft  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Kath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  Street.? 

Pet.  What,  art  thou  afham'd  of  me? 
Kath.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid,  but  aftiam'd  to  kifs. 
Pet.  Why  then  let's  Home  again:  Come,  Sirrah,  let's  a- 

way. 
kath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  Kifs;  now  pray  thee  Love, 

ftay. 

Pet.  Is  not  this  well/  Come,  my  fweet  Kate; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 



4 

7  $  4  ̂   Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

ACTV.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Grem«o,  Pedant,  Lucentio.  Bi- 
anca,  Tranio,  Biondcllo,  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Grumio, 
Hortenfio  and  Widow.  TranioV  Servants  bringing  in  a 
Banquet. 

Luc.     A  T  laft,  tho'  long,  our  jarring  Notes  agree, 
.  xjL  And  time  it  is  when  raging  War  is  done* 

To  (mile  at  'Scapes  and  Perils  over-blown. 
My  fair  Biancay  bid  my  Father  welcome, 
While  I  with  felf-fame Kindnefs  welcome  thine; 
Brother  Petruchio,  Sifter  Katharine^ 
And  thou  Hortenjio  with  thy  loving  Widow ; 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  Houfe, 
My  Banquet  is  to  clofe  our  Stomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  Cheer :  Pray  you  fit  down* 
For  now  we  fit  to  chat  as  well  as  eat. 

Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 
Bap.  Padua  affords  this  Kindnefs*  Son  Petruchio* 
Pet,  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 
Hor.  For  both  our  Sakes  I  would  that  Word  were  true* 

Pet.  Now  for  my  Life  Hortenfio  fears  his  Widow. 
Hor.  Then  never  truft  me  if  I  be  afeard* 

Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my  Senfe: 
I  mean  Hortenfio  is  afeard  of you* 

Wid.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  turns  round* , 
Pet.  Roundly  replied* 
Kath.  Miftrefs*  how  mean  you  that  t 
Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 
Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hortenjio  that? 
Hor.  My  Widow  fays,  thus  (he  conceives  her  Tale, 
Pet.  Very  well  mended,  kifs  him  for  that,  good  Wi- 

dow. 

Kath.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  turns  round — « 
I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid.  Your  Husband  being  troubled  with  a  Shrew* 

Meafure's  my  Husband's  Sorrow  by  his  Woe; 
And  now  you  know  my  Meanings 

Kath 
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Kath.  A  very  mean  Meaning. 
Wtd.  Right,  I  mean  you. 
Kath.  And  I  am  mean  indeed,  refpeftingyoiu 
Pet.  To  her,  Kate. 
Hor,  To  her,  Widow. 

Pet.  A  hundred  Marks,  my  Kate  do  put  her  down. 

Hor.  That's  my  Office. 
Pet.  Spoke  like  an  Officer;  ha,  to  thee  Lad. 

[Drinks  to  Hortenfio. 
Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quick-witted  Folks  \ 
Cre.  Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  together  well. 
Btan.  Head,  and  but,  an  hafty-witted  Body 

Would  fay,  your  Head  and  But  were  Head  and  HornJ 

Vtn.  Ay,  Miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  \ 
Bian.  Ay,    but  not   frighted    me,     therefore   I'll  deep 

apain. 
Pet.  Nay,  that  you  (hall  not  fince  you  have  begun: 

Have  at  you  for  a  better  Jeft  or  two. 
Bian.  Am  I  your  Bird,  I  mean  to  fhift  my  Bufti, 

And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  Bow. 
You  are  welcome  all  rExit  Bianca,  Kath.  and  Widow 

Peu  She  hath  prevented  me.  Here  Signior  Tran\oy 

This  Bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho'  you  hit  it  not, 
Therefore  a  Health  to  all  that  (hot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra.  Oh,  Sir,  Lncentio  flspt  me  like  his  Gray -hound, 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  Matter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  Simile,  but  fomethirg  currifli. 

Tra.  'Tis  well,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  felf : 
'Tis  thought  your  Deer  does  hold  you  at  a  Bay. 

Bap.  Oh,  oh  Petruchio>  Tranio  hits  you  now. 
Luc.   I  thark  thee  for  that  Gird,  good  Tranio. 
Her.  Confefs,  confefs,  hath  he  not  hit  you  here? 

Pet.  He  has  a  little  gall'd  me,  I  confefs; 
And  as  the  Jeft  did  glance  awsy  from  me, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 
Bap.  Now  in  good  Sadnefs,  Son  Petruchiof 

I  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  Shrew  of  all. 

Pet,  Well,  I  fay  no ;  and  therefore  for  AfTurance* 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  Wife, 
And  he  whofe  Wife  is  moft  obedient, 

To 
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To  come  at  firfr.  when  he  doth  fend  for  her, 
Shall  win  the  Wager  which  we  willpropofe. 

Hor.  Content,  what's  the  Wager? 
Luc.  Twenty  Crowns, 
Pet.  Twenty  Crowns  1 

I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  Hawk  or  Hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  Wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 
Hor.  Content. 

Per.  A  match,  'tis  done. 
Hor.  Who  fhall  begin.? 
Luc.  That  will  I. 

Go,  Biondello,  bid  your  Miftrefs  come  to  me. 
Eton.  T  go.  [Exit. 

Bap.  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 
Luc.  I'll  have  no  halves  .•  I'll  bear  it  all  my  felf. Enter  Biondello. 

How  now,  what  News  ? 

Bion.  Sir,  ray  Miftrefs  fends  you  Word 
That  Jlie  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How?  (he's  bu/ie,  and  cannot  come:  Is  that  an  An- fwer? 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  .• 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  Wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet,   I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirrah  Biondello^  go  and  intreat  my  Wife  to  come 
to  me  for; h with.  [Exit  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh  ho !  intreat  her !  nay  then  ihe  muft  needs  come. 
Hor.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  do  what  you  can, 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  entreated:  Now,  where's  my  Wife? 
Bion.  She  fays  you  have  fome  goodly  Jeft  in  Hand, 

She  will  not  come:  She  bids  you  come  to  her. 
Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe,  ihe  will  not  come! 

Oh  vild,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd: 
Sirrah  Grumio,  go  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  [Exit.Giu. 

Hor.  I  know  her  Anfwcr. 
Pet.  What? 
Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pcu 
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Pet.  The  fouler  Fortune  mine,  and  there's  an  end* 

Enter  Katharina; 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  Hollidam,  here  comes  Katharine. 
Kath.  What  is  your  Will,  Sir,  that  you  fend  forme? 

Pet.  Where  is  your  Sifter,  and  Hortcnfio'%  Wife  ? 
Kath.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  Parlour  Fire* 
Pet.  Go,  fetch  them  hither;  if  they  deny  to  come* 

Swinge  me  themfoundly  forth  unto  their  Husbands. 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraighr.      [Exit  Kath* 

Luc.  Here  is  a  Wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  Wonder. 
Hor.  And  fo  it  is:  I  wonder  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry,  Peace  it  boads,  and  Love,  and  quiet  Life, 
An  awful  Rule  and  right  Supremacy  : 

And  to  be  fhort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy. 
Bap.  Now  fair  befall  thee,  good  Petruchio; 

The  Wager  thou  haft  won,  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  LofTes  twenty  thoufand  Crowns, 
Another  Dowry  to  another  Daughter, 

For  fhe  is  chang'd  as  fhe  had  never  been. 
Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  Wager  better  yet* 

And  mow  more  Sign  of  her  Obedience, 
Her  new-built  Virtue  and  Obedience. 

Enter  Katharina,  Bianca  and  Widow. 
See  where  fhe  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  Wives 
As  Prifoners  to  her  womanly  Perfuafion: 
Katharine^  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
Off  with  that  Bauble,  and  throw  it  underfoot. 

[She  pulls  off  her  Cap  and  throws  it  down. 
Wid.  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  Caufe  to  figb, 

'Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs. 
Bian.  Fie,  what  a  foolifh  Duty  call  you  this  ? 
Luc.  I  would  your  Duty  were  as  foolifh  tool 

The  Wifdom  of  your  Duty,  fair  Bianca^ 
Hath  coft  me  an  hundred  Crowns  fince  Supper-time. 

Bian.  The  more  Fool  you  for  laying  on  my  Duty. 
Pet.  Katharine^  I  charge  thee  tell  thefeheadftrong  Women, 

what  Duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Husbands. 

Wid.  Come,  come,    you're  mocking ;    we  will  have  no telling. 
Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  fir  ft  begin  with  her. 
Vol.  II.  T  Wid. 

■ 
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Wid.  She  fhall  not. 

Pet.  I  fay  (lie  fhall,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 
Kath.  Fie,  Re>  unkoit  that  tlireatmng  unkind  Brow, 

And  dart  not  icornful  Glances  from  thofe  Eyes, 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governor. 
It  blots  thy  Beauty,  as  Frofts  bite  the  Meads, 
Confounds  thy  Fame,  as  Whirlwinds  make  fair  Buds, 
And  in  no  Senfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 

A  Woman  mov'dis  like  a  Fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  Beauty; 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirffy 
Will  dain  to  lb,  or  touch  one  Drop  of  it. 
Thy  Husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 
Thy  Head,  thy  Sovcraign;  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  thy  Maintenance:  Commits  his  Body 
To  painful  Labour,  both  by  Sea  ad  Land; 
To  watch  the  Night  in  Storms,  the  Day  in  Cold, 

Whil'ft  thouly'ft  warm  at  home,  f^cure  and  fafe, 
Andcraves  no  other  Tribute  at  thy  Hands, 
But  Love,  fair  Looks,  and  true  Obedience; 
Too  little  Payment  for  fo  great  a  Debt. 
Such  Duty  as  the  Subject  owes  the  P  ince, 
Even  fuch  a  Woman  oveth  to  herHusband: 

And  when  (lie  is  froward,  peevifh,  fullen,  fower, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  Will; 
Whit  is  fhe  but  a  foul  contending  Rebel, 
And  gracelefs  Traitor  to  her  loving  Lord? 

I  am  aflum'd  that  Women  are  fo  fimple, 
To  offer  War  where  they  mould  kneel  for  Peace, 
Or  feek  for  Rule,  Supremacy,  and  Sway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  Bodies  fofr,  and  weak,  and  fmooth, 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  World, 
But  that  our  foft  Conditions,  and  our  Heart?, 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  Parts  ? 

Come,  come,  you'ar  froward  and  unable  Worms, 
My  Mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours, 
My  Heart  is  great,  my  Reafon  haply  more, 
To  bandy  Word  for  Word,  and  Frown  for  Frown; 
But  now  I  fee  our  Launces  are  but  Straws, 

Our 
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Our  Strength  is  weak,  our  Weaknefs  paft  compare, 
That  Teeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indted  kali  are  2 
Then  vale  your  Stomachs,  for  it  is  no  Boor, 

And  place  your  Hands  below  your  Husband'*  Fcot : 
In  token  of  which  Duty,  if  he  pleafe, 
My  Hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  Eafe. 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  Wench  :  Come  on,   and  kifs  me Kate. 

Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Lad,  for  thou  fhalt  ha'f. 
Vin.  'Tis  a  good  Hearing  when  Children  are  toward. 
Luc.  But  a  harm  Hearing  when  Women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to  Bed, 
We  two  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 

'Twas  I  won  the  Wager,  tho*  you  hit  the  White, 
And  being  a  Winner,  God  give  you  good  Nigh/. 

[Exit  Petruchio  and  Kath. 
Hor.  Now   go   thy  Ways,    thou   haft   tairTd  a    curd 

Shrew. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  Wonder,  by  your  leave,  me  will  be  tarrfd  fo. 

[Exeunt. 

T  t 
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ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 
Enter  Bertram,   the  Comtefs  of  rvoffilion,  Helena,  and  Lafeu 

in  Mourning. 

COVNTESS. 

N  delivering  my  Son  from  me,  I  bury  a  fe- 
cond  Husband, 

Ber.  And  in  going,  Madam,  I  weep  o'er 
my  Father's  Death  anew;  but  I  muft  attend 
his  Majefty's  Command,  to  whom  I  am  now 
in  Ward,  evermore  in  Subjection. 

Laf.  You  ftiall  find  of  the  King  a  Husband,  Madam;  you, 
Sir,  a  Father.  He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  times  good, 
muft  of  neceffity  hold  his  Virtue  to  you,  whofe  worthinefs 
would  ftir  it  up  were  it  wanted,  rather  than  lack  it  where 
there  is  fuch  abundance. 

Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  Majefty's  amendment? 
Laf.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  Phyficians,    Madam,    under 

whole  Practices  he  hath  perfecuted  Time  with  Hope,  and 
finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  Procefs,  but  only  the  lofing 
of  Hope  by  Time. 

Count.  This  young  Gentlewoman  had  a  Father,  O  that 

had !  How  fad  a  PafTage  'tis !  whofe  Siull  was  aJmoft  as  great 
as  his  Honefty;  had  it  ftretch'd  fo  fan,  it  would  have  made 
Nature  immortal,  and  Death  fhould  have  play  for  lack  of 

work.  Would,  for  the  King's  fake,  he  were  living,  I  think 
it  would  be  the  Death  of  the  King's  Dfeafe. 

Laf.  How  cali'd  you  the  Man  you  fpeak  of,  Madam? 
Count.  He  was  famous,  Sir,  in  his  Profcffion,  and  it  was 

his  great  Right  to  be  fo  :  Gerard  de  Narbon. 
T  4  Laf. 
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Laf.  He  was  Excellent  indeed,  Madam;  the  King  very 

lateiy  fpoke  of  him  admiringly  and  mourningly  :  He  was 

skilful  enough  to  have  liv'd  fhll,  if  Knowledge  could  be  itt 
up  againft  Mortality, 

Ber.  What  is  it,  my  good  Lord,  the  King  languiflies  of? 
Laf  A  Fiftula,  my  Lord. 
Ber.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf.  I  would  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  Gentle* 
woman  the  Daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narbon? 

Count.  His  fole  Child,  my  Lord,  and  bequeathed  to  my 

overlooking.  I  have  thofe  hopes  of  htr  good,  that  her  Edu- 
cation promifes  her  Difpofition  flie  inherits,  which  makes 

fair  Gifts  fairer;  for  where  an  unclean  Mind  carries  virtuous 

Qualities,  there  Commendations  go  with  Pity,  they  are 
Virtues  and  Traytors  too:  In  her  th?y  are  the  better  for 
their  Simplenefs,  fhe  derives  her  Honed y,  and  atchieves  her 
Goodnefs, 

Laf.  Your  Commendation?,  Madam,  ga  from  her  Tears. 

Count.  'Tis  the  bed  Brine  a  Maiden  can  feafon  her  Praife 
in.  The  remembrance  of  her  Father  never  approaches  her 
Heart,  but  the  Tyranny  of  her  Sorrows  takes  all  livelihood 
from  her  Cheek.  No  more  of  this,  Helena,  go  to,  no 
more,  left  it  be  rather  thought  you  affect  a  Sorrow,  than  to 
have   -» 

HeL  I  do  affect  a  Sorrow  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too. 

Laf.  Moderate  Lamentations  is  the  Right  of  the  Dead,  ex- 
ceflive  Grief  the  Enemy  to  the  Living. 

Count*  If  the  Living  be  Enemy  to  the  Grief,  the  excefs 
makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Ber.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  Wi flies. 
Laf.  How  understand  we  that  ? 
Count.   Be  thou  bleft,  Bertram,  and  fucceed  thy  Father 

In  Manners  as  in  Shape:  Thy  Blood  and  Virtue 
Contend  for  Empire  in  thee,  and  thy  Goodnefs 

Siare  with  thy  Birth-right.    Love  all,  tiuft  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none ;   Be  able  for  thine  Enemy 
Rather  in  Power  than  Ufe;  and  keep  thy  Friend 

Under  thy  own  Life's  Key:  Be  checked  for  Silence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  Speech.     What  Heav'n  more  will, 
That  thee  may  furniih,  and  my  Prayers  pluck  down. 
Fill  on  thy  Head,    Farewel,  my  Lord, 
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'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  Courtier,  good  my  Lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  cannot  want  the  beft 
That  (hall  attend  his  Love. 

Count.  Heav'n  blefs  him.  Farewel,  Bertram.     [Exit  Count* 

Ber.  [to  Hel.~\  The  beft  Wifhes  that  canbeforg'd  in  your 
Thoughts,  be  Servants  to  you :  Be  comfortable  to  my  Mo- 

ther, your  Miftrefs,  and  make  much  of  her. 
Laf.  Farewel,  pretty  Lady,  you  muft  hold  the  Credit  of 

your  Father.  [Exeunt  Ber.  and  Laf. 
HeL  Oh  were  that  all   1  think  not  on  my  Father, 

And  thefe  great  Tears  grace  his  Remembrance  more 
Than  thofe  I  ftied  for  him.     What  was  he  like? 

I  have  forgot  him.     My  Imagination 

Carries  no  Favour  in'r,  but  Bertrams. 
I  am  undone,  there  is  no  Living,  none, 

If  Bertram  be  away.     'Twere  all  one 
That  I  mould  love  a  bright  particular  Star, 
And  think  to  wed  it ;  he  is  ib  Above  me : 

In  his  bright  Radiance  and  Collateral  Light 
Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  Sphere. 
Trf  Ambition  in  my  Love  thus  plagues  it  felf ; 
The  Hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  Lion, 

Muft  dye  for  Love.     'Twas  pretty,  tho'  a  Plague, 
To  fee  him  ev'ry  Hour  to  fit  and  draw 
His  arched  Brows,  his  hawking  Eye,  his  Curls 

In  our  Heart's  Table :  Heart  too  capable 
Of  every  Line  and  Trick  of  his  fweet  Favour. 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  Fancy 
Muft  fandifie  his  Relick.     Who  comes  here? 

Enter  Parolles. 

One  that  goes  with  him  :  I  love  him  for  his  fake, 
And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  Liar, 
Think  him  a  great  way  Fool,  folely  a  Coward ; 

Yet  thefe  fix'd  Evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 
That  they  take  place,  when  Virtues  fteely  Bones 
Look  bleak  i'th*  cold  Wind;  withal,  full  oft  we  fee 
Cold  Wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluous  Folly. 

Par.  Save  you,  fair  Queen. 
HeL  And  you,  Monarch. 
Par.  No, Hel 
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Hel.  And  no. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on^Virginity  ? 
Hel.  Ay:  You  have  fome  (lain  of  Soldier  in  you;  let  me 

ask  you  a  Queltion.  Minis  Enemy  to  Virginity,  rowmay 
we  barricado  it  agatnft  him? 

Par.  Kjep  him  out. 

Hel.  Ba-  he  affaiis,  and  our  Virginity,  though  valiant, 
in  the  defence  yet  is  weak  :  Unfold  us  fooie  warlike  Refi- 
fhnce. 

Par.  There  is  none :  Man  fetting  down  before  you,  will 
undermine  you,   and  r>lov  yod.  up. 

Hel.  Blefs  oar  poor  Virginity  from  Undermines,  and 
Blowers  up.  l>  there  no  military  Policy  h-w  Vuginsmnght 
blow  up  Men  ? 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  d  )wn,  Mn  will  q  licklier 
be  blown  up :  Marry  in  blowing  him  d^wn  aeain,  with 
the  B  each  your  (rives  micie,  you  lofe  your  City.  It  is 

not  Politick,  in  the  C>mmonwea'th  of  Nature,  to  prtferve 
Virginity.  Lofs  of  Virginity,  is  rational  En  create,  and 

there  was  never  Virgin  got,  'till  Virginity  was  firft  loft. 
That  you  were  made  of,  is  Metal  ro  m.ke  Virgins.  Vir- 

ginity, by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found :  By 

being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft;  'tis  too  cold  a  Companion; 
away  with'r, 

Hel.  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die  a 
Virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't ;  'tis  againft  the  Rule 
of  Nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  Virginity,  is  to  ac- 
cufe  your  Mother;  which  is  moft  infallible  Difobedience. 
He  that  hangs  himfelf  is  a  Virgin :  Virginity  murthers  it 
felf,  and  mould  be  buried  in  High-ways  out  of  all  fan&i- 
fied  Limit,  as  a  defperate  Offendrefs  againft  Nature.  Vir- 

ginity breeds  Mites,  much  like  a  Chede,  confumes.it  felf 

to  the  very  Paring,  and  fo  dies  with  feeding  its  own  Sto- 
mach. Befides,  Virginity  is  peevifh,  proud,  idle,  made 

of  felf-Iove,  which  is  the  moft  inhabited  Sin  in  the  Ca  on. 

Keep  it  not,  you  cannot  chufe  but  loofe  by't.  Out  with't; 
within  ten  Years  it  will  make  it  felf  two,  which  is  a  goodly 

increafe,  and  the  Principal  it  felf  not  much  the  worfe.  A- 

way  with't. 

Hel. 
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Hel.   How  might   one  do,  Sir,  to  lofe  it  to  her   own 

liking  ? 

Par.  Let  me  fee.  Marry  ill,  to  like  him  that  ne'er  it 
likes.  Tis  a  Commodity  will  lofe  the  Glofs  with  lying. 

The  longer  kept,  the  lefs  worth  :  Off  with't  while  'tis  ven- 
dible. Anfwer  the  time  of  rtqucfr.  Virginity,  like  an  old 

Courtier,  wears  her  Cap  out  of  Failiion,  richly  futed,  but 
unfutabh,  juft  hke  the  Brooch  and  the  Toothpick,  which 
we  wear  not  now  :  Your  Date  is  better  in  your  Pye  and  your 
Porredgf,  than  in  your  Chak;  and  your  Virginity,  your 
old  Vug'nuj,  is  like  one  of  our  French  witherd  Pears;  it 

looks  ill,  it  eats  drily,  marry  Vs  a  wuher'd  Pear  :  It  was 
formerly  better,  marry  yet  'tis  a  wither'd  Pear.  Will  you 
any  thing  with  it  ? 

HeL  Not  my  Virginity  yet. 
There  (hall  your  Matter  have  a  thoufand  Loves, 
A  Mother,  and  a  Mfhtfs  and  a  Friend, 
A  Phoenix,  Captain,  and  an  Enemy, 
A  Guide,  a  Goddtfs,  and  a  Sovereign, 
A  Counfelier,  a  Traitrefs,  and  a  Dear; 
His  humbled  Ambition,  proud  Humility, 
His  jarring  Concord,  and  his  difcord  Dulcet, 
His  Faith,  his  fweet  Diiafter ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptious  Chriftendoms 
That  blinking  Cupid  goflips.     Now  fhall  he-   
I  know  not  what  he  mall   God  fend  hira  well— 

The  Court's  a  learning  Place   and  he  is  one-   
Par.  Wnat  one,  i'faith? 

Hel.  That  I  wifti  well-   'tis  pity   
Par.  What's  pity  ? 
Hel.  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  Body  in'r, 

Which  might  be  felt,  that  we  poorer  born, 
Whofe  bafer  Stars  do  ftiut  them  up  in  Wifh.es, 
Might  with  effects  of  them  follow  our  Friends, 
And  fhew  what  we  alone  mull:  think,  which  never 
Returns  us  Thanks. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  Par  oiks, 
My  Lord  calls  for  you. 

Par.  Little  Helen  farewel,  if  I  can  remember  thcr,  I  will 
think  of  thee  at  Court, 

Hel 
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Hel.  Monfieur  Parolles,   you  were  born  under  a  chari- 

table Star. 
Par.   Under  Mars^  I. 
Hel.  I  efpecially  think  under  Mars. 
Par.  Why  under  Mars  ? 
Hel.  The  Waters  have  fo  kept  you  under,  that  you  muft 

needs  be  born  under  Mars. 
Par.  When  he  was  Predominant. 

Hel.  When  he  was  Retrograde,  I  think  rather. 
Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 
Hel.  You  go  fo  much  backward  when  you  Fight. 

Par.  That's  for  Advantage, 
Hel.  So  is  Running  away, 

When  Fear  propofes  Safety : 
But  the  Compofition  that  your  Valour  and  Fear  makes  in 
you,  is  a  Virtue  of  a  good  Wing,  and  I  like  the  wear  well. 

Par.  I  am  fo  full  of  Bufinefs,  I  cannot  anfwer  thee  acute- 

ly :  I  will  return  perfect  Courtier,  in  the  which  my  Inftru- 
&ion  (hall  ferve  to  Naturalize  thee,  fo  thou  wilt  be  capable 
of  the  Courtiers  Counfel,  and  underftand  what  Advice  ihall 
thruft  upon  thee;  elfe  thou  dieft  in  thine  Unthankfulnefs,  and 
thine  Ignorance  makes  thee  away;  farewel.  When  thou  haft 
leifure,  fay  thy  Prayers ;  when  thou  haft  none,  remember 
thy  Friends;  get  thee  a  good  Husband,  and  ufe  him  as  he 
ufes  thee:  So  farewel.  [Exit. 

Hel.  Our  Remedies  oft  in  our  felves  do  lye, 

Which  we  afcribe  to  Heav'n :  The  fated  Sky 
Gives  us  free  Scope,  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  Defigns,  when  we  our  felves  are  dull. 
What  Power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  Love  fo  high, 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  Eye? 
Tne  mightieft  Space  in  Fortune,  Nature  brings 
To  join  like  Likes,  and  kifs  like  native  Things. 
Impoffible  be  ftrange  Attempts  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  Pains  in  Senfe,  and  do  fuppofe 
What  hath  been,  cannot  be.     Who  ever  ftrove 
To  (hew  her  Merit,  that  did  mifs  her  Love? 

The  King's  Difeafe   My  Project  may  deceive  me, 
But  my  Intents  are  fix'd,  and  will  not  leave  me,         [Exit. 

FloHriJb 
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Flourlfh  Cornets.     Enter  the  King  of  France  with  Letters, 

and  divers  Attendants. 

King.  The  Florentines  and  Senoys  are  by  th*  Ears, 
Have  fought  with  equal  Fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  War. 

1  Lord.  So  'tis  reported,  Sir. 
King.  Nay, 'tis  moil:  credible;  we  here  receive  it, 

A  Certainty  vouch'd  from  our  Coufin  Aufiria^ With  Caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  fpeedy  Aid;  wherein  our  deareft  Friend 
Prejudicates  the  Bufinefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  Denial. 

1  Lord.  His  Love  and  Wifdom, 

Approved  fo  to  your  Majefty,  may  plead 
For  ampleft  Credence. 

King.  He  hath  arm'd  our  Anfwer, 
And  Florence  is  deny'd  before  he  comes : Yet  for  our  Gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 

The  Tnfcan  Service,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 
A  Nurfery  to  our  Gentry,  who  are  fick 
For  Breathing  and  Exploit. 

King.  What's  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu  and  ParolJes. 

1  Lord.  It  is  the  Count  Rojfillion,  my  good  Lord,  young Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft*  thy  Father's  Face, Frank  Nature  rather  curious  than  in  hafte, 

Hath  well  composed  thee :  Thy  Father's  moral  Parts Maift  thou  inherit  too.   Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My  Thanks  and  Duty  are  your  Majefty 's. 
King.  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  Soundnefs  now, 

As  when  thy  Father  and  my  felf  in  Friendship, 
Firft  try'd  our  Soldierfhip.-  He  did  look  far Into  the  Service  of  the  Time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  braveft.   He  lafted  long, 
But  on  us  both  did  haggiih  Age  fteal  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  Ad.  It  much  repairs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  Father;  in  his  Youth 

He 
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He  had  the  Wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 

To  Day  in  our  young  Lords;  but  they  may  jeft 
Till  their  OA>n  Scorn  return  to  them  unnoted, 

E'er  they  can  hide  their  Levity  in  Honour: 
So  like  a  Courtier,  no  Contempt  nor  Bitternefs 
Were  in  his  Pride,  or  Sharpnefs;  if  th  y  were, 

His  Equal  had  awak'd  them,  and  h«s  Ho  o  r Clock  to  it  felf,  knew  the  true  Minutt  when 
Exception  bid  him  fpeak;  and  at  that  time 
His  Tongue  obeyd  his  Hand.  Who  were  below  him, 
He  us  d  as  Creatures  of  another  Place, 

And  bow'd  his  eminent  Top  to  their  low  Ranks, 
Making  them  proud  of  his  Humility, 
In  their  poor  Praife  he  humbled:  Such  a  Man 
Might  be  a  Copy  to  thefe  younger  Times; 

Which  follow'd  well,  would  demonffcrate  them  now* But  Goers  backward. 

Ber.  His  good  Remembrance,  Sir, 
Lyes  richer  in  your  Thoughts,  than  on  his  Tomb : 
So  in  Approof  lives  not  his  Epitaph, 
As  in  your  Royal  Speech. 

King,  Would  I  were  with  him;  he  would  always  fay, 
(Methmks  I  hear  him  nowj  his  phufive  Words 

He  fcatter'd  not  in  Ears,  but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there  and  to  bear;  let  me  not  live, 
( This  his  good  Melancholly  oft  began 
On  the  Cataftrophe  and  Heel  of  Paftime 
When  it  was  outj  Let  roe  not  live,  quoth  he, 
After  my  Flame  lacks  Oil,  to  be  the  SnufF 
Of  younger  Spirits,  whofe  apprehenfive  Senfes 
All  but  new  Things  difdain ;  whofe  Judgments  are 
Meer  Fathers  of  their  Garments;  whofe  Conftancies 

Expire  before  their  Faftiions:  This  he  wifti'd. 
I  after  him,  do  after  him  wifti  too, 

Since  T,  nor  Wax,  nor  Honey  can  bring  home, 
I  quickly  were  diffolved  from  my  Hive, 
To  give  fome  Labourers  room. 

2  Lord.  You're  loved,  Sir, 
They  that  leaft  lend  it  you,  mail  lack  your  firfh 

King.  I  fill  a  Place  I  know't ;  how  long  is'r,  County Since 

V 
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Since  the  Pbyf  cisn  at  your  Father's  died  ? 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Ber.  St  me  fix  Months  fince,  my  Lord. 
King*  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet. 

Lend  me  an  Arm;  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  Applications  ;  Nature  and  Sicknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  Leifure.     Welcome,  Count, 

My  Sor's  no  dearer. 
Ber.  Thanks  to  your  Majefty.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Countefs,  Steward  and  Gown. 
Count.  I  will  now  hear,  what  fay  you  of  this  Gentle- 

woman ? 

Stew.  Madam,  the  Care  I  have  had  to  even  your  Con- 
tent, I  wifh  might  be  found  in  the  Calender  of  my  paft 

Endeavours,  for  then  we  wound  our  Modefty,  and  make 
foul  the  Clearnefs  of  our  Defervings,  when  of  our  felveswe 

publifh  them. 

Count.  What  do's  this  Knave  here  ?  Get  you  gone,  Sirrah ; 
the  Complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  not  all  believe;  'tis 
my  Slownefs  that  I  do  not,  for  I  know  you  lack  not  Folly 
to  commit  them,  and  have  Ability  enough  to  make  fuch 
Knaveries  yours. 

Clo.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Madam,  I  am  a  poor  Fel- low. 
Count.  Well,  Sir. 
Clo.  No,  Madam, 

*Tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor,  though  many  of  the  Rich 
are  damn'd;  but  if  I  have  your  Ladyfhip's  good  Will  to  go 
to  the  World,  Isbel  the  Woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  Beggar? 
Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  Cafe. 
Count.  What  Cafe? 
Clo.  In  Isiefs  Cafe  and  mine  own ;  Service  is  no  Heri- 

tage, and  I  think  I  fhall  never  have  the  Bleffing  of  God, 

'till  I  have  Iffue  a  my  Body,  for  they  fay  Barns  are  Blef- fings. 

Count.  Tell  me  the  Reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry  ? 
Clo.  My  poor  Body,  Madam,  requires  it,  I  am  driven 

on  by  the  Flefh,  and  he  muft  needs  go  that  the  Devil 
drives. 

Count 
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Count.  Is  this  all  your  Worihip's  Reafon? 
Clo.  Faith,  Madam,  I  have  other  holy  Reafons,  fuch  as 

they  are. 
Count.  May  the  World  know  them? 
Clo.  I  have  been,  Madam,  a  wicked  Creature,  as  you  and 

all  Flefli  and  Blood  are,  and  indeed  I  do  marry  that  I  may 
repent. 

Count.  Thy  Marriage  fooner  than  thy  Wickednefs. 
Clo.  I  am  out  of  Friends,  Madam,  and  I  hope  to  have 

Friends  for  my  Wife's  Sake. Count.  Such  Friends  are  thine  Enemies,  Knave. 

Clo.  Y'are  mallow,  Madam,  in  great  Friends,  for  the 
Knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me  which  I  am  weary  of;  he 
that  ears  my  Land,  fpares  my  Team,  and  gives  me  leave  to 

in  the  Crop;  if  I  be  his  Cuckold,  he's  my  Drudge;  he  that 
comforts  my  Wife*  is  the  Cherifherof  my  Flefhand  Blood; 
he  that  cherifheth  my  Flefh  and  Blood,  loves  my  Flefh  and 
Blood ;  he  that  loves  my  Flefh  and  Blood  is  my  Friend : 
Ergo>  he  that  kiffes  my  Wife  is  my  Friend.  If  Men  could 
be  content  to  be  what  they  are,  there  were  no  fear  in  Mar- 

riage, for  young  Charbon  the  Puritan,  and  old  Pojfam  the 

Papift,  howfome'er  their  Hearts  are  fever'd  in  Religion,  their 
Heads  are  both  one,  they  may  joul  Horns  together  like  any 
Deer  i'th'  Herd. 

Count.  Thou  wilt  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and  calumnious 
Knave.  . 

Clo.  A  Prophet,  I  Madam,  and  I  fpeak  the  Truth  the  next 
way,  for  I  the  Ballad  will  repeat,  which  Men  full  true  mail 
find,  your  Marriage  comes  by  Deftiny,  your  Cuckow  fings 
by  kind. 

Count.  Get  you  gone,  Sir,  I'll  talk  with  you  more  anon. 
Stew.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Madam,  that  he  bid  Hellen  come 

to  you,  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 
Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  Gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak  with 

her,  Hellen  I  mean. 

Clo.  Was  this  fair  Face  the  Caufe,  quoth  fhe, 
Why  the  Grecians  facked  Troy? 
Fond  done,  done  fond,  was  this  King  Priarns  Joy? 
With  that  fhe  fighed  as  fhe  flood,  bis> 
And  gave  this  Sentence  then;  among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good, 

among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good,  there's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 
Count* 
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Count.  What*  one  good  in  ten  \  You  corrupt  the  Song, 
Sirrah* 

Go.  One  good  Woman  in  ten,  Madam,  which  is  the  pu- 

rifying ath'  Song:  Would  God  would  ferve  the  World  fo 
all  the  Year,  weNd  find  no  Fault  with  the  Tithe  Woman  if 

I  were  the  Parfon;  one  in  ten,  quoth  a'!  and  we  might  have 
a  good  Woman  born  but  o'er  every  blazing  Star,  or  at  an 
Earthquake,  'twould  mend  the  Lottery  well;  a  Man  may 
pray  his  Heart  out  e'er  a  pluck  one* 

Count.  You'll  be  gone*  Sir  Knave,  and  do  as  I  command 
you.? 
Go.  That  Man  that  fhould  be  at  a  Woman's  command, 

and  yet  no  hurt  done  !  tho*  Honefty  be  no  Puritan,  yet  it 
will  do  no  hurt;  it  will  wear  the  Surplis  of  Humility  over 
the  black  Gown  of  a  big  Heart:  I  am  going,  Forfooth,  the 
Bufinefs  is  for  Hellen  to  come  hither.  {Exit. 

Count.  Well,  now* 

Stew.  I  know,  Madam,  you  love  your  Gentlewoman  in- 
tirely. 

Count.  Faith  I  do ;  her  Father  bequeath'd  her  to  me,  and 
flie  her  felf,  without  other  Advantages,  may  lawfully  make 
Title  to  as  much  Love  as  (he  finds ;  there  is  more  owing 

her  than  is  paid,  and  more  (hall  be  paid  her  than  fhe'll demand. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her  than  I  think 

fhe  wifh'd  me;  alone  fhe  was,  and  did  communicate  to  her 
felf,  her  own  Words  to  her  own  Ears;  fhe  thought,  I  dare  vow 

for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any  Stranger  Senfe.  Her  Matter 
was,  fhe  lov  a  your  Son;  Fortune,  fhe  faid,  was  noGoddefs, 
that  had  put  fuch  Difference  betwixt  their  two  Eftates ; 
Love  no  God,  that  would  not  extend  his  Might,  only  where 

Qualities  were  level:  Complain'd  againft  the  Queen  of  Vir- 
gins, that  would  fuffer  her  poor  Knight  to  be  furpris'd  with* 

out  Refcue  in  the  firft   AfTault  or  Ranfom  afterward.  This 

flie  deliver'd  in  the  moft  bitter  Touch  of  Sorrow  that  e'er 
I  heard  Virgin  exclaim  in,  which  I  held  it  my  Duty  fpee* 
dily  to  acquaint  you  withal ;  fithence  in  the  Lofs  that  may 
happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething  to  know  it» 

Count.  You  have  difcharg'd  this  Honefty,  keep  it  to  your 
felf 5  many  Likelihoods  inform'd  me  of  this  before,  which 
hung  fo  tottering  in  the  Ballance,  that  I  could  never  believe 
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nor  mifdoubt :  Pray  you  leave  me,  flail  this  in  yourBoform 
and  I  thank  you  for  your  honeftCare;  I  will  fpeak  with  you 
further  anon.  [Exit  Steward. 

Enter  Helena. 

Count.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me  when  I  was  young; 
If  ever  we  are  Nature's,  thefe  are  ours;  this  Thorn 
Doth  to  our  Rofe  of  Youth  rightly  belong, 
Our  Blood  to  us,  this  to  our  Blood  is  born, 

It  is  the  Show  and  Seal  of  Nature's  Truth, 
Where  Love's  ftrong  Paffion  is  impreftin  Youth; 
By  our  Remembrances  of  Days  forgone, 
Such  were  our  Faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  none; 

Her  Eye  is  lick  on't,  I  obferve  her  now. 
Hel.  What  is,  your  Pleafure,  Madam? 
Count.  You  know,  Hellen,  I  am  a  Mother  to  you. 
Hel.  Mine  honourable  Miftrefs. 

Count.  Nay,  a  Mother,  why  not  a  Mother?  when  I  faid 
Mother, 

Methought  you  faw  a  Serpent;  what's  in  Mother, 
That  you  ftart  at  it?  I  fay,  I  am  your  Mother, 
And  put  you  in  the  Catalogue  of  thofc 

That  were  enwombed  mine;  'tis  often  feen 
Adoption  ftrives  with  Nature,   and  Choice  breeds 
A  native  Slip  to  us  from  foreign  Seeds. 

You  ne'er  oppreft  me  with  a  Mother's  Groan, 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  Mother's  Care: 
God's  Mercy,  Maiden,  do's  it  curd  thy  Blood, 
To  fay  I  am  thy  Mother?  what's  the  Matter, 
That  this  diftemper'd  Meflenger  of  Wet, 
The  many  colour'd  Iris  rounds  thine  Eye? 
Why   that  you  are  my  Daughter? 

Hel.  That  I  am  nor. 

Count.  I  fay  I  am  your  Mother. 
Hel.  Pardon,  Madam. 

The  Count  Rojjtllion  cannot  be  my  Brother; 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honoured  Name ; 

No  Note  upon  my  Parents,  his  all  Noble. 
My  Matter,  my  dear  Lord  he  is,  and  I 
His  Servant  Jive,  and  will  his  ValTal  die  : 

He  mutt  not  be  my  Brother. 
Count.  Nor  I  your  Mqther. 

Hel. 
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HeL  You  are  my  Mother,  Madam*  would  you  were, 

So  that  my  Lord  your  Son  were  not  my  Brother; 
Indeed  my  Mother   or  were  you  both  our  Mothers, 

I  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  Heav'n, 
So  I  were  not  his  Sifter;  can't  no  other, 
Bat  I  your  Daughter,  he  mull  be  my  Brother, 

Count.  Yes,  Hellcn>  you  might  be  my  Daughter-in-law, 
God  fhield  you  mean  it  not,  Daughter  and  Mother, 
So  drive  upon  your  Pulfe:  what  pale  agen? 

My  Fear  hath  ca'ch'd  your  Fondnefs!  Now  I  fee 
TheMifVry  of  your  LoveJinefs,  and  find 

Your  fait  Tears  Head;    now  to  all  Senfe  'tis  grofs, 
You  love  my  Son ;  Invention  is  afham5d 
Againft  the  Proclamation  of  thy  Paffion, 
To  fay  thou  doft  not;  therefore  tell  me  true, 

But  tell  me  then  'tis  fo.  For  look,  thy  Checks 
Confcfs  it  one  to  th'other,  and  thine  Eyes 
See  it  fo  grofly  mown  in  thy  Behaviour, 
That  in  their  Kind  they  fpeak  it:  only  Sin 
And  hellifh  Obftinacy  tie  thy  Tongue, 

That  Truth  mould  be  fufpe&ed;  fpeak,  is't  fof 
If  it  be  fo,  you  have  wound  a  goodly  Clew: 

If  it  be  not,  forfwear't;  howe'er  I  charge  thee, 
As  Heav'n  (hall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 
To  tell  me  truly* 

HeL  Good  Madam,  pardon  me* 
Count.  Do  you  love  my  Son? 
HeL  Your  Pardon,  noble  Miftrefs* 
Count.  Love  you  my  Son  ? 
HeL  Do  not  you  love  him,  Madam? 

Count.  Go  not  about;  my  Love  hath  in't  a  Bond, 
Whereof  the  World  takes  note:  Come,  come,  difclofe 
The  State  of  your  Affection,   for  your  Paflions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd, HeL  Then  I  confefs 

Here  on  my  Knee,  before  high  Heavens  and  you, 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  Heav'n,  I  love  your  Son"; 
My  Friends  were  poor,  but  honeft;  fo's  my  Love; Be  not  offended,  for  it  hurts  not  him 

That  he  is  lov'd  of  me;  I  follow  him  not 
By  any  Token  of  prefumptuous  Suit, 
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Nor  would  I  have*him>  'till  I  do  deferve  him, 
Yet  never  know  how  that  Defert  (hould  be: 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  againfl  Hope; 
Yet  in  this  captious  and  intenible  Sive, 
I  ftill  pour  in  the  Warer  of  my  Love, 
And  lack  not  to  lofe  (kill;  thus  Indian  like, 
Religious  in  mine  Error,  I  adore 
The  Sun  that  looks  upon  the  Worfhipper, 
Butknowsof  him  no  more.   My  deareft  Madam, 
Let  not  your  Hate  incounter  with  my  Love, 
For  loving  where  you  do;  hut  if  your  felf, 
Wnofe  aged  Honour  cites  a  virtuous  Youth, 
Did  ever  in  fo  true  a  Flame  of  Loving, 
Wifh  chaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 
Was  both  her  felf  and  Love;  O  then  give  pity 
To  her  whofe  State  is  fuch,  that  cannot  chufe 

But  lend  and  give  where  (he  is  fure  to  lofe  ; 
That  feeks  not  to  find  that,  which  Search  implies, 
But  Riddle  like,  lives  fweetly  where  fhe  dies. 

Count.  Had  you  not  lately  an  Intent,  fpeak  truly, 
To  go  to  Paris* 

Hel.  Madam,  I  had. 
Count.  Wherefore?  Tell  true. 

Hel.  I  will  tell  true,  by  Grace  it  felf  I  fwear; 
You  know  my  Father  left  me  fome  Prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov\i  Effects,  fuch  as  his  Reading 
And  manifeft  Experience  had  collected 

For  general  Soveraignty;  and  that  he  will'd  me In  heedfuirft  Refervation  to  beftow  them, 
As  Note%  whofe  Faculties  inclufive  were, 
M^rethan  they  were  in  note:  Amongft  the  reft, 

There  is  a  Remedy,  approv'd,  fet  down, 
To  cure  the  defpera^e  Languifhings  whereof 

The  King  is  render'd  loft. 
Count.  This  was  your  Motive  for  Paris,  was  it,  fpeak? 
Hel.  My  Lord,  your  Son  made  me  to  think  of  this; 

Elfe  Paris,  and  the  M.dicine,  and  the  King, 
Had  from  the  Converfation  of  my  Thoughts, 
Happily  been  abfent  then. 

Count,   But  think  you,  Hellen, 
If  you  iliould  tender  your  fuppofed  Aid, 

He 



All's  well  that  Ends  well.  7  5  7 
He  would  receive  it?  He  and  his  Phyfkians 
Are  of  one  Mind;  he,  that  they  cannot;help  him: 
They,  that  they  cannot  help.    How  (hall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  Virgin,  when  the  Schools. 

Embowell'd  of  their  Doctrine,  have  left  off 
The  Danger  to  it  felf? 

HeL  There's  fomething  in't 
More  than  my  Father's  Skill,  which  was  the  great 'ft 
Of  his  Profeffion,  that  his  good  Receipt 
Shall  for  my  Legacy  be  fan&ified 

By  th'  luckieft  Stars  in  Heav'n ;  and  would  your  Honour 
But  give  me  leave,  for  the  fuccefs  I'd  venture 
The  well  loft  Life  of  mine,  on  his  Grace's  Cure, 
By  fuch  a  Day  and  Hour. 

Count.  Do'ft  thou  believe't? 
HeL  Ay,  Madam,  knowingly. 
Count.   Why,  Hellen>  thou  fhalt  have  my  Leave  and  Love 

Means  and  Attendants,   and  ray  loving  Greetings 

To  rhofe  of  mine  in  Court.  I'll  ftay  at  home, 
And  pray  God's  Bleffing  unto  thy  Attempt: 
Be  gone  to  Morrow,  and  be  fure  of  this, 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  fhalt  not  mifs;        \Excnnt* 

A  C  T   II.     S  G  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  the  King  with  divers  young  Lords,  taking  leave  for  th 
Florentine  War.  Bertram  and  Parolles.   Flourijb  Cornets* 

King.  T^Arewel,  young  Lords :  Thefe  warlike  Principles 
JL    Do    not  throw  from  you;  and  you,   my  Lord' farewel ; 

Share  the  Advice  betwixt  you.  If  both  gain,  all 

The  Gift  doth  ftretch  it  felf  as  'tis  receiv'd, 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

1  Lord.  'Tis  our  Hope,  Sir, 
After  well  entered  Soldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  Grace  in  Health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be ;  and  yet  my  Heart 
Will  not  confefs  he  owes  the  Malady 
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That  doth  my  Life  befiege;  farewel,  young  Lords, 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  Sons 
Of  worthy  French  Men;  let  higher  Ital^ 
Thofe  bated  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 

Of  the  laft  Monarchy,  fe,e  that  you  come 
Not  to  woo  Honour,  but  towed  it,  when 
The  bravefr,  Queflion  (brinks;  find  what  you  feek, 
That  Fame  may  cry  you  loud :  I  fay,  farewel. 

i  Lord.  Health  at  your  bidding  ferve  your  Majefly. 
King.  Thofe  Girls  of  ltdly,  take  heed  of  them; 

They  fay  our  French  lack  Language  to  deny 
If  they  demand :  Beware  of  being  Captives, 
Before  you  ferve. 

Both.  Our  Hearts  receive  your  Warnings. 
King.  Farewel.  Come  hither  to  me. 
i  Lord.  Oh,  my  fweet  Lord,  that  you  will  flay  behind  us. 

Par.  'Tis  not  his  Fault,  the  Spark   ■ 
^  Lord.  Oh  'tis  brave  Wars. 
Par.  Moft  admirable ;  I  have  feen  thofe  Wars. 

Ber.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  Coil  with, 

Too  young,  and  the  next  Year,  and  'tis  too  early. 
Par.  And  thy  Mind  fland  to  it;  Boy; 

Steal  away  bravely. 
Ber.  I  flay  here  the  Forehorfe  to  a  Smock, 

Creeking  my  Shooes  on  the  plain  Mafonry, 

'Till  Honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  Sword  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with :  By  Hcav'n  I'll  fleal  away. 

i  Lord.  There's  Honour  in  the  Theft. 
Par.  Commit  it,  Count. 
2  Lord.  I  am  acceffarv,  and  fo  farewel. 

Ber.  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd  Body. 
i  Lord.  Farewel,  Captain. 
2  Lord.  Sweet  Monfieur  Parolles. 

Par.  Noble  Heroes,  my  Sword  and  yours  are  kin ;  good 
Sparks  and  luflrous;  a  Word,  good  Metals.  You  (hall  find  in 
the  Regiment  of  Spinii,  one  Captain  Spurio  his  Cicatrice, 
with  an  Emblem  of  War  here  on  his  finifler  Check;  it  was 

this  very  Sword  entrench'd  it;  fay  to  him,  I  livea  and  ob- 
ferve  his  Reports  of  mc. 

i  Lord.  We  fhall,  noble  Captain, 
Par.  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  Novices;  what  will  ye  do  f Ber. 
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Ber.  Stay;  the  King. 
Par.  Ule  a  more  fpacious  Ceremony  to  the  noble  Lords, 

you  have  reftrain'd  your,felf  within  the  Lift  of  too  cold  an 
Adieu,"  be  more  expreflive  to  them,  for  they  wear  them- 
felves  in  the  Cap  of  the  Time,  there  do  muiter  true  Gate, 
eat,  fpeak,  and  move  under  the  Influence  of  the  moft  re- 

ceiv'd  Star,  and  tho*  the  Devil  lead  the  Meafure,  fuch  arc 
to  be  followed:  Alter  them,  and  take  a  more  dilated  fare- wel. 

Ber.  And  I  will  do  fo.  < 

Par.  Worthy  Fellows,  and  like  to  prove  moft  finewy 
Sword  men.  [Exeunt . 

Enter  Lafeu. 

■  Laf,  Pardon,  my  Lord,  for  me  and  for  my  Tidings. 
King.  I'll  fee  thee  to  ftand  up.  ^Pardon, 
Laf.  Then  here's   a  Man  ftands  that  hath  brought   his 

I  would  you  had  kneel'd,  my  Lord,  to  ask  me  Mercy, 
And  that  at  my  Bidding  you  could  fo  ftand  up. 

King.  I  would  I  had,  fo  I  had  broke  thy  Pate, 

And  ask'd  thee  Mercy  for't. 
Laf.  Goodfaith  a  Crofs,  but,  my  good  Lord,  'tis  thus; 

Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  Infirmity? 
King.   No. 
Laf.  O  will  you  eat  no  Grapes,  my  Royal  Fox  ? 

Yes,  but  you  will,  my  noble  Grapes,  and  if 
My  Royal  Fox  could  reach  them :  I  have  feen  a  Medicine 

That's  able  to  break  Life  into  a  Stone, 
Quicken  a  Rock,  and  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  Iprightly  Fire  and  Motion,  whofe  fimple  Touch 
Is  powerful  to  araifc  King  Pippen,  nay, 

To  give  great  Charlcmain  a  Pen  in's  Hand, 
And  write  to  her  a  Love-line. 

King.  What  her  is  this  ? 

Laf.  Why  Doctor  She:  My  Lord,  there's  one  arriv'd, 
If  you  will  fee  her:  Now,  by  my  Faith  and  Honour, 
li  ferioully  I  may  convey  my  Thoughts 
In  this  my  light  Deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one,  that  in  her  Sex,  her  Years,  Profeflion, 
Wifdom  and  Conftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  Weaknefs:  Will  you  fee  her. ? 
For  that  is  her  Demand,  and  know  her  Bufinefs? 
That  done,  laugh  well  at  me.  U  4  King. 



j 60  Alts  well  that  Ends  well. 
King.  Now,  good  Lafeuy 

Bring  in  the  Admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
May  fpend  our  Wonder  too,  or  take  off  thine, 

By  wondring  how  thou  took'ft  it, 
Laf.  Nay,  I'll  fit  you, 

And  not  be  all  Day  neither. 
Kmg.  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  Prologues. 
Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways. 

[Bringing  in  Helena, 
King.  This  hafte  hath  Wings  indeed. 
Laf  Nay,  come  your  ways, 

This  is  his  Majefty,  fay  your  Mind  to  him; 
A  Traitor  you  do  look  like,  but  fuch  Traitors 

His  Majefty  feldom  fears;  I  am  Crejfed's  Uncle, 
That  dare  leave  two  together;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

King.  Now,  fair  one,  do's  your  Bufinefs  follow  us? 
Hel.  Ay,  my  good  Lord, 

Gertrd  de  Narbon  was  my  Father, 
In  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found. 

King.  I  knew  him. 
Hel.  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  Praifes  towards  him> 

Knowing  him  is  enough:  On's  Bed  of  Death 
Many  Receipts  he  gave  me,  namely  one, 
Which  as  the  deareft  IfTue  of  his  Practice, 

And  of  his  old  Experience,  th*  only  Darling, 
He  bad  me  ftore  up,  as  a  Triple-Eye, 
Safer  than  mine  own  two:  More  dear  I  havefo; 

And  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that  malignant  Caufe,  wherein  the  Honour 

Of  my  dear  Father's  Gift  ftands  chief  in  Power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  Appliance, 
With  all  bound  Humblenefs. 

King*  We  thank  you,  Maiden ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  Cure, 
When  our  mofl  learned  Doctors  leave  us,  ancj 

The  congregated  Colledge  have  concluded, 
That  labouring  Art  can  never  ranfome  Nature 
From  her  unaidable  Eftate:  I  fay,  we  muft  not 
So  ftain  our  Judgmenr,  or  corrupt  our  Hope, 
To  proftitute  our  paft-cure  Malady 
To  Empericks,  or  to  diffever  fo 
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Our  great  felf  and  our  Credit,  to  efteem 
A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  paft  fenfe  we  deem. 

Hel.  My  Duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  my  pains ; 
I  will  no  more  enforce  my  Office  on  you, 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  Royal  Thoughts, 
A  modeft  one  to  bear  me  back  again. 

King.  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  bdcalPd  grateful; 

Thou  thought'ft  to  help  me,  and  fuch  Thanks  I  give, As  one  near  Death  to  thofe  that  wifh  him  live; 

But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'ft  no  part, 
I  knowing  all  my  Peril,  thou  no  Art. 

Hel.  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try, 

Since  you  fet  up  your  Reft  'gainft  Remedy;     , 
He  that  of  greateft  Works  is  finifher, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakeft  Minifter  : 
So  holy  Writ,  in  Babes,  hath  Judgment  mown, 
When  Judges  have  been  Babes.  Great  Floods  have  flown 
From  fimple  Sources ;  and  great  Seas  have  dried, 

When  Miracles  have  by  the  great'ft  been  denied. 
Oft  Expectation  fails,  and  mod  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes :  And  oft  it  hits, 
Where  Hope  is  coldeft,  and  Defpair  moft  fhifts. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee;  fare  thee  well,  kind  Maid, 

Thy  pains  not  us'd,  muft  by  thy  felf  be  paid, 
Proffers  not  took,  reap  Thanks  for  their  Reward. 

Hel.  Infpired  Merit  fo  by  Breath  is  bar'd : 
It  is  not  fo  with  him  that  all  things  knows 

As  'tis  with  us,  that  fquare  our  Guefs  by  fhows  : 
But  moft  it  is  Preemption  in  us,  when 

The  help  of  Heav'n  we  count  the  acl:  of  Men. 
Dear  Sir,  to  my  Endeavours  give  confent, 

Of  Heav'n,  not  me,  make  an  Experiment. 
I  am  not  an  Impoftor,  that  proclaim 
My  felf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim, 
But  know,  I  think,  and  think  I  know  moft  fure, 
My  Art  is  not  paft  Power,  nor  you  paft  Cure. 

King.  Art  thou  fo  confident?  within  what  fpacc 
Hop'ft  thou  my  Cure  ? 

Hel.  The  Greateft  lending  Grace, 

E'er  twice  the  Horfes  of  the  Sun  fhall  bring Their  fiery  Torcher  his  diurnal  Ring. 

E'er 
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E'er  twice  in  Murk  and  Occidental  Damp, 
Moift  Hefperus  hath  quench'd  his  fleepy  Lamp  ; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  Pilot's  Glafs 
Hath  told  the  thievifh  Minutes  how  they  pafs, 
What  is  infirm,  from  your  found  Parts  (hall  fly, 
Health  dial!  live  free,  and  Sicknefs  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  Certainty  and  Confidence, 
What  dar'fl  thou  venture  ? 

HeL  Tax  of  Impudence, 

A  Strumpet's  boldnefs,  a  divulged  Shame 
Traduc'd  by  odious  Ballads :  My  Maiden's  Name 
Sear'd  otherwife,  no  worfe  of  worft  extended, 
With  vileft  Torture  let  my  Life  be  ended. 

King.  Methinks  in  thee  fome  blelTed  Spirit  doth  fpeak 
His  powerful  Sound,  within  an  Organ  weak; 
And  what  Impoflihility  would  (lay 
In  common  Senfe,  Senfe  faves  another  way. 
Thy  Life  is  dear,  for  all  that  Life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  Life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate  : 

Youth,  Beauty,  Wifdom,  Courage,  all 
That  Happinefs  and  Prime  can  happy  call; 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  muft  intimate 

Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate ; 
Sweet  Practifer,  thy  Phyfick  I  will  try, 
That  minifters  thine  own  Death  if  I  die. 

HeL  If  I  break  Time,  or  flinch  in  Property 
Of  what  I  fpokc,  unpitied  let  me  die, 

And  well  deferv'd :  Not  helping,  Death's  my  Fee; 
But  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

King.  Make  thy  Demand. 
HeL  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 
King.  Ay,  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  hopes  of  help. 
HeL  Then  (halt  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly  hand, 

What  Husband  in  thy  Power  I  will  command. 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  Arrogance 
To  chufe  from  forth  the  Royal  Blood  of  France^ 
My  low  and  humble  Name  to  propagate 
With  any  Branch  or  Image  of  thy  State: 
But  fuch  a  one  thy  Vaflal,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  ask,  thee  to  beftow. 

King. 
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King.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  Premifes  obfetVd, 

Thy  Will  by  my  Performance  (hall  be  ferv'd  : So  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time,  for  I, 

Thy  refblv'd  Patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely; 
More  mould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  muft, 

Tho'  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  trull : 

From  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on,  but  reft 

Unqueftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  mefome  help  here  hoa!  if  thou  proceed, 

As  high  as  word,  my  Deed  (hall  match  thy  Deed. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Countefs  and  Clown. 

Count.  Come  on,  Sir,  I  lhall  now  put  you  to  the  height 

of  your  breeding. 

Clown.  I  will  fliew  my  felf  highly  fed,  and  lowly  taught; 
I  know  my  Bufinefs  is  but  to  the  Court. 

Count.  To  the  Court,  why  what  place  make  you  fpe- 
cial,  when  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  Contempt ;  but  to 
the  Court? 

Clo.  Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  Man  any  Man- 
ners, he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  Court :  He  that  cannot 

make  a  Leg,  put  off's  Cap,  kifs  his  Hand,  and  fay  nothing, 
has  neither  Leg,  Hands,  Lip,  nor  Cap;  and  indeed  fuch  a 
Fellow,  to  fay  precifely,  were  not  for  the  Court;  but  for 
me,  I  have  an  Anfwer  will  ferve  all  Men. 

Count.  Marry  that's  a  bountiful  Anfwer  that  fits  all  Que- stions. 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  Barber's  Chair,  that  fits  all  Buttocks,  the 
pin  Buttock,  the  quatch  Buttock,  the  brawn  Buttock,  or 
any  Buttock. 

Count.  Will  your  Anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  Queftions? 
Clo.  As  fit  as  ten  Groats  is  for  the  Hand  of  an  Attorney, 

as  your  French  Crown  for  your  TafFaty  Punk,  as  Tib's 

Rufji  for  Tom's  Forc-fingcr,  as  a  Pancake  for  Shrovetuefdayy 
a  Morris  for  May-daj,  as  the  Nail  to  his  hole,  the  Cuckold 
to  his  Horn,  as  a  fcolding  Quean  to  a  wrangling  Knave,  as 

the  Nun's  Lip  to  the  Friar's  Mouth,  nay,  as  the  Pudding to  his  Skin. 

Count.  Have  you,  I  fay,  an  Anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs  for  all 
Queftions? 

Clo* 
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Clo.  From  below  your  Duke,  to  beneath  your  Conftablej 

it  will  fit  any  Queftion. 
Count.  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monflrous  fize,  that 

muft  fit  all  Demands. 

Clo.  But  a  Trifle  neither  in  good  faith,  if  the  Learned 
fhould  fpeak  truth  of  it :  Here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 

to't.  Ask  me  if  I  am  a  Courtier,  it  mail  do  you  no  harm 
to  learn. 

Count.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could  :  I  will  be  a 
Fool  in  queftion,  hoping  to  be  the  wifer  by  your  anfwer. 
I  pray  you,  Sir,  are  you  a  Courtier  ? 

Clo.    O  Lord,   Sir   there's  a  fimple  putting  off:  More, 
more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count.   Sir,  I  am  a  poor  Friend  of  your's,  that  loves  you. 
Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir   thick,  thick,  fpare  not  me. 
Count.  I  think,  Sir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely 

Meat. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir   nay  put  me  to't,  I  warrant  you. 
Count.  You  were  lately  whip'd,  Sir,  as  I  think. 
Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir   fpare  not  me. 
Count.  Do  you  cry,  O  Lord,  Sir,  at  your  whipping,  and 

fpare  not  me  ?  Indeed,  your  O  Lord  Sir,  is  very  fequent  to 
your  whipping  :  You  would  anfwer  very  well  to  a  whip- 

ping if  you  were  but  bound  to't. 
Clo.  I  ne'er  had  worfe  luck  in  my  Life,  in  my,  O  Lord 

Sir ;  I  fee  things  may  ferve  long,  and  not  ferve  ever. 
Count.  I  play  the  noble  Hufwife  with  the  time,  to  enter- 

tain it  fo  merrily  with  a  Fool. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir-   why  there't  ferves  well  again. 
Count.  An  end,  Sir,  to  your  Bufinefs:  Give  Hellen  this, 

And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back, 
Commend  me  to  my  Kinfmen,  and  my  Son : 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo.  Not  much  Commendation  to  them. 

Count.  Not  much  Imployment  for  you,  you  underftand 
me. 

Clo.  Moft  fruitfully,  I  am  there  before  my  Legs. 
Count.  Hafte  thou  again.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and  Parolle?. 

Laf.  They  fay  Miracles  are  paft,  and  we  have  our  Philo- 
fophical  Perfor,  to  make  modern  and  familiar  things  fuper- 

natural 
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natural  and  caufelefs.  Hence  is  it,  that  we  make  Trifles  of 

Terrors,  enfeonfing  our  felves  into  feeming  Knowledge, 
when  we  (hould  fubmit  our  felves  to  an  unknown  Fear. 

Par.  Why  'tis  the  rarefl:  Argument  of  wonder,  that  hath 
fliot  out  in  our  latter  times. 

Ber.  And  fo  'tis. 

Laf  To  be  relinquim'd  of  the  Artifts. 
Par.  So  I  fay,  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelfus. 
Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentick  Fellows . 
Par.  Right,  fo  I  fay. 
Laf.  That  gave  him  out  incurable. 

Par.  Why  there  'tis,  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf  Not  to  be  help'd. 
Par.  Right,  as 'twere  a  Man  afllir'd  of  an   
Laf.  Uncertain  Life,  and  fure  Death. 
Par.  Juft,  you  fay  well :  So  would  I  have  faid. 
Laf  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  Novelty  to  the  World. 
Par.  It  is  indeed,  if  you  will  have  it  in  the  (hewing,  you 

(hall  read  it  in  what  do  you  call  there. 

Laf  A  (hewing  of  a  heav'nly  EfFed  in  an  earthly  A&or. 
Par.  That's  it,  I  would  have  faid  the  very  fame. 
Laf.  Why  your  Dolphin  is  not  luftier :  For  me,  I  fpeak 

in  refpe&   

Par.  Nay,  'tis  ftrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is  the  brief 
and  the  tedious  of  it,  and  he's  of  a  moft  facinerious  Spirit, 
that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the-—— . 

Laf  Very  hand  of  Heav'n. Par.  Ay,  fo  I  fay. 
Laf.  In  a  moft  weak 
Par.  And  debile  Minifter,  great  Power,  great  Tranfcen- 

dence,  which  mould  indeed  give  us  a  further  ufe  to  be  made, 

than  only  the  recov'ry  of  the  King,  as  to  be—— 
Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

Enter  King,  Helena,  and  Attendants. 
Par.  I  would  have  faid  it,  you  faid  well  :  Here  comes 

the  King. 

Laf.  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  fays:  I'll  like  a  Maid  the 
better  while  I  have  a  Tooth  in  my  Head :  Why  he's  able  to lead  her  a  Corranto. 

Par.  Mor  dn  Flnaigrey  is  not  this  Helkn  t 
Laf.  Fore  God  I  think  fo. 

King. 
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King,  Go  call  before  me  all  the  Lords  in  Courts 

Sit,  my  Preferver,  by  thy  Patient's  fide, 
And  with  this  healthful  Hand,  whofe  banifti'd  fenfc 
Thou  haft  repeal'd,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promis'd  Gift, 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  three  or  four  Lords. 
Fair  Maid,  fend  forth  thine  Eye;  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  Noble  Batchellors,  ftand  at  my  beftowing, 

O'er  whom  both  Sovereign  Power,  and  Father's  Voice 
I  have  to  ufe ;  thy  frank  Election  make, 
Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  forfake. 

HeL  To  each  of  you,  one  fair  and  virtuous  Miftrefs 
Fall,  when  Love  pleafe  :  marry,  to  each,  but  one* 

Laf  Fd  give  Bay  Curtal,  and  his  Furniture, 
My  Mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  Boys, 
And  writ  as  little  Beard. 

King,  Perufe  them  well: 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  noble  Father. 

[_She  addrejfes  her  Jelf  to  a  Lord, 

Hel,  Gentlemen,  Heav'n  hath,  through  me,  reftor'd  the 
King  to  Health. 

All,  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  Heav'n  for  you. 
Hel,  I  am  a  fimple  Maid,  and  therein  wealthieft, 

That  I  proteft,  I  fimply  am  a  Maid'   
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  I  have  done  already: 
The  Blufhes  in  my  Cheeks  thus  whifper  me. 

We  blufti  that  thou  fhould'ft  chufe  but  be  refufed ; 
Let  the  white  Death  fit  on  thy  Cheeks  for  ever, 

We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 
King,  Make  choice  and  fee, 

Who  fhuns  thy  Love,  ihuns  all  his  Love  in  me. 
Hel,  Now  Dian  from  thy  Altar  do  I  fly, 

And  to  impartial  Jove^  that  God  moft  high 
Do  my  fighs  ftream  :  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  Suit? 

i  Lord.  And  grant  it. 
Hel,  Thanks,  Sir,  all  the  reft  is  mute. 
Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  Choice,  than  throw 

A  Deaux-ace  for  my  Life. 
Hel,  The  Honour,  Sir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  Eyes^ 

Before  I  fpeak,  too  threatningly  replies; Love 
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Love  make  your  Fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wiflies,  and  her  humble  Love. 

iLord.  No  better,  if  you  pleafe. 
Hel.  My  wifh  receive, 

Which  great  Jove  grant,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her?  And  they  were  Sons  of  mine, 

I'd  have  them  whip'd,  or  I  would  fend  them  to  th'  Turk. to  make  Eunuchs  of. 

HeU  Be  not  afraid  that  I  your  hand  mould  take, 

I'll  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake : 
Bleffing  upon  your  Vows,  and  in  your  Bed, 
Find  fairer  Fortune,  if  you  ever  wed. 

Luf.  Thefc  Boys  are  Boys  of  Ice,  they'll  none  of  her: 
Sure  they  are  Baftards  to  the  Englijb,  the  French  ne'er  got 'em. 

HeU  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good 
To  make  your  felf  a  Son  out  of  my  Blood. 

4  Lord*  Fair  one,  I  think  not  fo. 

Laf.  There's  one  Grape  yet,  I  am  fure  my  Father 
drunk  Wine;  but  if  thou  be'ft  not  an  Afs,  I  am  a  Youth  of 
fourteea  :  I  have  known  thee  already. 

HeU  I  dare  not  fay  I  take  you,  but  I  give 
Me  and  my  Service,  ever  whilft  I  live, 
Into  your  guiding  Power  :  This  is  the  Man.    [To  Bertram. 

King.  Why  then  young  Bertram  take  her,  foe's  thy  Wife. 
Ber.  My  Wife,  my  Liege?  I  fhall  befeech  your  Highnefs, 

In  fuch  a  Bufinefs,  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  own  Eyes. 

King.  Know'ft  thou  net,  Bertram,  what  fhe  hath  done for  me  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  but  never  hope  to  know  why 
I  mould  marry  her. 

King.  Thou  know'ft  flie  has  rais'd  me  from  my  fickly Bed. 

Ber,  But  follows  it,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Mull:  anfwer  for  your  railing :  I  know  her  well  ? 

She  had  her  breeding  at  my  Father's  charge : 
A  poor  Phyfician's  Daughter  my  Wife?  Difdain 
Rather  corrupt  me  ever. 

King.  'Tis  only  Title  thou  difdain'ft  in  her,  the  which 
I  can  build  up:  Strange  is  it  tbat  our  Bloods Of 
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Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together, 
Would  quite  confound  diftinction;  yet  ftands  off 
In  differences  of  mighty.     If  (he  be 

All  that  is  virtuous,  fave  what  thou  diflik'ft, 
A  poor  Phyfician's  Daughter,  thou  diflik'ft Of  Virtue  for  the  Name :  But  do  not  fo. 

From  loweft  place,  whence  virtuous  things  proceed, 

The  Place  is  dignify'd  by  th'  Doer's  Deed. 
Where  great  Addition  fwells,  and  Virtue  none, 
It  is  a  dropfied  Honour;  Good  alone, 
Is  good  without  a  Name.     Vilenefs  is  fo : 
The  Property  by  what  it  is,  ihould  go, 
Not  by  the  Title.     She  is  young,  wife,  fair, 

In  thefe,  to  Nature  (he's  immediate  Heir; 
And  thefe  breed  Honour :  That  is  Honour's  fcorn, 
Which  challenges  it  felf  as  Honours  born, 
And  is  not  like  the  Sire,    Honours  beft  thrive, 
When  rather  from  our  Ads  we  them  derive 

Than  our  Fore-goers :  The  meer  word's  a  flave 
Debofh'd  on  every  Tomb,  on  every  Grave; 
A  lying  Trophy,  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 
Where  Duft,  and  damn'd  Oblivion  is  the  Tomb. 
Of  honour'd  Bones  indeed,  what  fhould  be  faid? 
If  thou  canft  like  this  Creature  as  a  Maid, 
I  can  create  the  reft  :  Virtue  and  (he 
Is  her  own  Dower ;  Honour  and  Wealth  from  me. 

ter.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do't. 
King.  Thou  wrong'ft  thy  felf,  if  thou  (hould'ft  ftrive  te chufe. 

HeL  That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  Lord,  I'm  glad : 
Let  the  reft  go. 

King.  My  Honour's  at  the  ftake,  which  to  defeat 
I  muft  produce  my  Power.     Here,  take  her  Hand, 
Proud  fcornful  Boy,  unworthy  this  good  Gift, 
That  doft  in  vile  Mifprifion  (hackle  up 
My  Love,  and  her  Defert ;  that  canft  not  dream, 
We  poizing  us  in  her  defective  Scale, 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  Beam ;  that  wilt  not  know, 
It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  Honour,  where 
We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.     Check  thy  Contempt  % 
Obey  our  Will,  which  travels  in  thy  good. 

Believe 
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Believe  not  thy  Difdain,  but  prefently 
Do  thine  own  Fortunes  that  obedient  right 

Whtch  both  thy  Duty  owes,  and  our  Power  claims : 
Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  rhy  cares  for  ever, 
Into  the  Staggers  and  the  carelefs  Lapfe 
Of  Youth  and  Ignorance;  both  my  Revenge  and  Hate 
Looting  upon  thee  in  the  Name  of  Juftice, 
Without  all  terms  of  pity.     Speak  thine  anfwer. 

Ber.  Pardon,  my  gracious  Lord ;  for  I  fubmit 
My  Fancy  to  your  Eyes.    When  I  confider 
What  great  Creation,  and  what  dole  of  Honour 

Flies  where  you  bid  :  I  find  that  (he  which  late    \ 
Was  in  my  nobler  Thoughts  moft  bafe,  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  King ;  who  fo  enobled, 
Is  as  'twere  born  fo. 

King,  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her  fhe  is  thine :  To  whom  I  promife 
A  Counterpoize;  if  not  in  thy  Eftate, 
A  Ballance  more  repleat. 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

King,  Good  Fortune,  and  the  Favour  of  the  King 
Smile  upon  the  Contract ;  whofe  Ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  now-born  Brief, 
And  be  performed  to  Night ;  the  folemn  Feaft 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 

Expecting  abfent  Friends.     As  thou  lov'ft  her, 
Thy  Love's  to  me  religious;  elfe  do's  err.  [Exeunt, Manent  Farolles  and  Lafeu. 

Laf.  Do  you  hear,  Monfieur?  a  word  with  you. 
Par.  Your  pleafure,  Sir. 
Laf,  Your  Lord  and  M after  did  well  to  make  his  Recan- 

tation. 

Par,  Recantation?  my  Lord?  my  Matter? 
Laf.  Ay,  is  it  not  a  Language  I  fpeak? 
Par.  A  moft  harm  one,  and  not  to  be  underftood  with- 

out bloody  fucceeding.     My  Matter? 
Laf  Are  you  Companion  to  the  Count  Rojjilion  f 
Par.  To  any  Count?  to  all  Counts ;  to  what  is  Man. 

Laf  To  what  is  Count's  Man;  Count's  Mafter  is  of  an- other Stile. 

Vol.  II.  X  Par, 
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Par.  You  are  too  old,  Sir ;  let  it  fatisfie  you,  you  are 

too  old. 

Laf.  I  muft  tell  thee,  Sirrah,  I  write  Man;y  to  which 
title  Age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 
Laf.  I  did  think  thee  for  two  Ordinaries  to  be  a  pretty 

wife  Fellow.  If  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of  thy  Tra- 
vel, it  might  pafs;  yet  the  Scarfs  and  the  Banners  about 

thee,  did  manifoldly  difTuade  me  from  believing  thee  a  VefTel 
of  too  great  a  Burthen.  I  have  now  found  thee;  when  I 

lofe  thee  again,'  I  care  not  :  Yet  art  thou  good  for  nothing 
but  taking  up,  and  that  thou'rt  fcarce  worth. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  Privilege  of  Antiquity  upon 
thee   

Laf  Do  not  plunge  thy  felf  too  far  in  Anger,  left  thou 
haften  thy  trial;   which  is,  Lord  have  Mercy  on  thee  for  a 
Hen  ;  (oy  my  good  Window  of  Lattice,  fare  thee  well,  thy 
Cafement  I  need  not  open,  I  look  through  thee.     Give  me 

_  thy  Hand. 
Par.  My  Lord,  you  give  moft  egregious  Indignity. 
Laf  Ay,  withal  my  Heart,  and  thou  art  worthy  of  it. 

Par*  I  have  not,  my  Lord,   deferv'd  it. 
Laf.  Yes,  good  faith,  ev'ry  dram  of  it;  and  I  will  not 

bate  thee  a  fcruple. ' 
Par.  Well,  I  (hall  be  wifer   • 

Laf.  Ev'n  as  foon  as  thou  can'ft,  for  thou  haft  to  pull  at 
a  fmack  a'th5  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft  bound  in  thy 
Scarf  and  beaten,  thou  (halt  find  what  it  is  to  be  proud  of 
thy  Bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold  my  Acquaintance 
with  thee,  or  rather  my  Knowledge,  that  I  may  lay  in  the 
default,  he  is  a  Man  I  know. 

Par.  My  Lord,  you  do  me  moft  infupportable  Vexa- 
tion. 

Laf  I  would  it  were  Hell  Pains  for  thy  fake,  and  my 
poor  doing  eternal  :  For  doing  I  am  paft,  as  I  will  by  thee, 
in  what  motion  Age  will  give  me  leave.  [Exit. 

Par.  Well,  thou  haft  a  Son  (hall  take  this  Difgrace  off 
me;  fcurvy,  old,  filthy,  fcurvy  Lord  :  Well,  I  muft  be  pa- 

tient, there  is  no  fettering  of  Authority.  I'll  beat  him,  by 
my  Life,  if  I  can  meet  him  with  any  convenience,  and  he 

were  double  and  double  a  Lord.   I'll  have  no  more  pity  of 
his 
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his  Age  than  I  would  have  of   I'll  beat  him,  and  if  I 
could  but  meet  him  again. 

Enter  La  feu. 

Laf.  Sirrah,  your  Lord  and  Mailer's  married,  there's 
New's  for  you:  You  have  a  new  Miflrefs. 

Par.  I  moft  unfeignedly  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  make 
fome  Refervation  of  your  Wrongs.  He  is  my  good  Lord, 
whom  I  ferve  above  is  my  Matter* 

Laf*  Who?  God  ? 
Par.  Ay,  Sir. 

Laf  The  Devil  it  is,  that's  thy  Mailer.  WhydoftthoU 
garter  up  thy  Arms  a  this  fafliion?  Doft  make  Hole  of  thy 
Sleeves?  Do  other  Servants  fo?  Thou  wert  belt,  fet  thy 
lower  Part  where  thy  Nofe  (lands.  By  mine  Honour,  if  I 

were  but  two  hours  younger,  I'd  beat  thee:  Methink'ft 
thou  art  a  general  Offence,  and  every  Man  mould  beat  thee, 
I  think  thou  waft  created  for  Men  to  breath  themfelves  up* 
on  thee. . 

Par.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  Lord. 
Laf.  Go  to,  Sir ;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  picking  a 

Kernel  out  of  a  Pomegranat ;  you  are  a  Vagabond,  and  no 
true  Traveller:  You  are  more  fawcy  with  Lords  and  ho- 

nourable Perfonages,  than  the  commiffion  of  your  Birth  and 
Virtue  gives  you  Heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  another 

word,  e\[e  I'd  call  you  Knave.     I  leave  you*  [Exit, Enter  Bertram* 

Par.  Good,  very  good,  it  is  fo  then.  Good,  very  good, 
let  it  be  conceal'd  a  while. 

Ber.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever* 
Par.  What  is  the  matter,  fweet  Heart? 
Ber.  Although  before  the  folemn  Prieft  I  have  fworn,  I 

will  not  bed  her. 

Par.  What?  what,  .fwect  Heart  ? 
Ber,  O  my  Parollesy  they  have  married  me  s 

I'll  to  the  Tufcan  Wars,  and  never  bed  her. 
,    Par.  France  is  a  Dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits 
The  tread  of  a  Man's  Foot:  To  th'  Wars. 

Ber.  There's  Letters  from  my  Mother  :  What  th'impoit is,  I  know  not  yet. 

Par.  Ay,  that  would  be  known:  To  th1  Wars  my  Boy, 
to  th'  Wars* 

X  %  He 
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He  wears  his  Honour  in  a  Box  unfeen, 

That  hugs  his  kickly  wickfy  here  at  home, 
Spending  his  manly  Marrow  in  her  Arms 
Which  mould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet 

Of  Mars's  fiery  Steed  :   To  other  Regions, 

France  is  a  Stable,  we  that  dwell  in't  Jades, 
Therefore  to  th'  War. 

Ber.  It  mail  be  fo,  I'll  fend  her  to  my  Houfe, 
Acquaint  my  Mother  with  my  hate  to  her, 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled.     Write  to  the  King 
Thit  which  I  dutfr.  not  fpeak.     His  prefent  Gift 
Shall  furnifh  me  to  thofe  Italian  Fields 
Where  noble  Fellows  ilnke.     War  is  noftrife 
To  the  dark  Houfe,  and  the  detefted  Wife, 

Par.  Will  this  Capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure? 
Ber.  Go  with  me  to  my  Chamber,  and  advife  me. 

I'll  fend  her  ftraight  away  :  To  morrow 
I'll  to  the  Wars,  fhe  to  her  fingle  Sorrow. 

Par.  Why  thefe  Balls  bound,  there's  noife  in  it.  'Tishard 

A  young  Man  married,  is  a  Man  that's  marr'd  : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely;  go, 

The  King  has  done  you  wrong:  but  hum,  'tisfo.     [Exeunt* Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 

Hcl.  My  Mother  greets  me  kindly,  is  fhe  well? 

Clo.  She  is  not  well,  but  yet  fhe  has  her  Health;  fhe's  very 
merry,  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well  :  But  thanks  be  given  fhe's 
very  well,  and  wants  nothing  i'th'  World ;  but  yet  fhe  is not  well. 

Hcl.  If  fhe  be  very  wel!,  what  does  fhe  ail,  that  fhe's 
not  very  well? 

Clo.  Truly  file's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  two  things. 
Hel.  What  two  things? 

Clo.  One,  that  fhe  is  not  in  Heav'n,  whither  God  fend 

her  quickly;  the  other,  that  fhe's  in  Earth,  from  whence 
God  fend  her  quickly. 

Enter  Parol  I  es. 

Par.  BJefs  you,  my  fortunate  Lady. 
Hcl.  I  hope,  Sir,  I  have  your  gocd  will  to  have  mine 

own  good  Fortune. 

Par. 
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Par.  You  had  my  Prayers  to  Jesd  them  on,  and  to  keep 
them  on,  have  them  ftil).  O  my  Knave,  how  does  my  old 
Lady? 

Clo.  So  that  you  had  her  Wrinkles  and  I  her  Mony, 
I  would  (he  did  as  you  fay. 

Par.  Why  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry  you  are  the  wifer  Man  ;  for  many  a  Man's Tongue  makes  out  his  Matters  undoing :  To  fay  nothing, 
to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to 
be  a  great  part  of  your  Title,  which  is  within  a  very  little 
of  nothing. 

Par.   Away,  thou'rt  a  Knave. 
Clo.  You  mould  have  faid,  Sir,  before  a  Knave,  th'art  a 

Knave,  that's  before  me  th'art  a  Knave  :  This  had  been 
truth,  Sir. 

Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  Fool,  I  have  found  thee. 
Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  your  feif,  Sir  ?  or  were  you 

taught  to  find  me  ?  The  fearch,  Sir,  was  profitable,  and 

much  Fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even  to  the  World's  Plea- 
fure,  and  the  encreafe  of  Laughter. 

Par.   A  good  Knave  iYaith,  and  well  fed. 
Madam,  my  Lord  will  go  away  to  Night, 
A  very  ferious  Bufinefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  Prerogative  and  Rite  of  Love, 
Which  as  your  due  Time  claims,  he  does  acknowledge, 

But  puts  it  off  by  a  ccmpcJl'd  reftraint  : 
Whofe  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  Sweets 
Which  they  diftil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 

To  make  the  coming  hour  o'erflow  with  joy, And  Pleafure  drown  the  brim. 

Bel.  What's  his  will  clfe^. 

Par.  That  you  will  take  your  inflant  leave  o'trT  King, 
And  make  this  hafte  as  your  own  good  proceeding, 
Strengthned  with  what  Apology  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

Hel.  What  more  commands  he? 

Par.  That  having  this  obtain'd,   you  prefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure. 

Hel.  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. 

Par.  I  fhall  report  it  fo.  [Exit  Par*. 
Hel.  I  pray  you  come,  Sirrah.  [Exit. 

X   3  Enter 
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Enter  Lafeu  and  Bertram.  * 
Laf  But  I  hope  your  Lordfhip  thinks  not  him  a  Sol* dier. 

Ber.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof. 
Laf.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance, 
Ber.  And  by  other  warrantable  Teftimony. 
Laf.  Then  my  Dial  goes  not  true,  I  took  this  Lark  for 

a  Bunting, 

Ber.  I  do  affure  you,  my  Lord*  he  is  very  great  in  Know- 
ledge, and  accordingly  Valiant. 

Laf.  I  have  then  finned  againft  his  Experience,  and  tranf- 

grefs'd  againft  his  Valour,  and  my  State  that  way  is  dange- 
rous, fince  I  cannot  find  in  my  Heart  to  repent  :  Here 

he  comes,  I  pray  you  make  us  Friends,  I  will  purfue  the Amity, 
Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Thefe  things  fh all  be  done,  Sir. 

Laf.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  who's  his  Taylor? Par.  Sir  ? 

Laf.  O  I  know  him  well,  I,  Sir,  he  Sir's  a  good  Work- 
man, a  very  good  Taylor. 

Ber.  Is  (he  gone  to  the  King  ?  \Afide  to  Parolles. 
Par.  She  is. 

Ber.   Will  llie  away  to  night  2 

Par.  As  you'll  have  her. 
Ber.  I  have  writ  my  Letters,  casketed  my  Treafure, 

Given  order  for  our  Horfc,  and  to  Night, 
When  I  fhould  take  Poffeffion  of  the  Bride 

And  e'er  I  do  begin  —   
Ltf.  A  good  Traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end  of 

a  Dinner ;  but  if  on  that  he  lyes  three  thirds,  and  ufes  a  known 
Truth  to  pafs  athoufand  Nothings  with,  he  mould  be  once 
heard,  and  thrice  beaten   God  fave  you  Captain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  Unkindncfs  between  my  Lord  and  you, 
Monfieur  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into  my 

Lord's  Difpleafure. 
Laf.  You  have  made  (hik  to  run  into't,  Boots  and  Spurs 

and  all,  like  him  that  leaps  into  theCuftard;  and  out  of  it 

you'll  run  again,  rather  than  fufFer  Queftion  for  your  Re- sidence. 
Ber. 
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Ber.  It  may  be  you  have  miftaken  him,  my  Lord. 

Laf.  And  mall  do  fo  for  ever,  tho'  I  took  him  at's  Prayers. 
Fare  you  weli,  my  Lord,  and  believe  tffis  of  me,  there  can 
be  no  Kernel  in  this  light  Nut:  The  Soul  of  this  Man  is  his 
Clothes.  Truft  him  not  in  matter  of  heavy  Confequence  : 

I  have  kept  of  them  tame,  and  know  their  Natures.  Fare- 
wel,  Monfieur,  I  have  fpoken  better  of  you,  than  you 
have  or  will  deferve  at  my  Hands,  but  we  muft  do  good 
againft  evil.  [Exit. 

Par.  An  idle  Lord,  I  fwear. 
Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why  do  you  not  know  him  ? 
Ber.  Yes,  I  do  know  him  well,  and  common  Speech 

Gives  him  a  worthy  pais.     Here  comes  my  Clog. 
Enter  Helena. 

HeL  I  have,  Sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you, 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procured  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting,  only  he  defires 
Some  private  Speech  with  you. 

Ber.  I  (hall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  not  marvel,  Heleny  at  my  Courfe, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  does, 
The  Miniftration,  and  required  Office 

On  my  particular.     Prepar'd  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  Bufinefs ;  and  therefore  am  I  found 

So  much  unfetled:  This  drives  me  to  entreat  you, 
That  prcfently  you  take  your  way  for  home, 
And  rather  mufe  than  ask  why  I  entreat  you, 
For  my  Refpech  are  better  than  they  feem, 
And  my  Appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  fhews  it  felf  at  the  firft  view, 

To  you  that  know  them  not.     This  to  my  Mother, 

[Giving  a  Letter. 
'Twill  be  two  days  e'er  I  ihall  fee  you,  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  Wifdom. 

HeL  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 
But  that  I  am  your  moft  obedient  Servant. 

Ber.  Come,  no  more  of  that. 
HeL  And  ever  fhali 

With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that 

Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  Stars  have  fail'd 
To  equal  my  great  Fortune.  X  4  Ber. 
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Ber.  Let  that  go  :  my  hafte  is  very  great.  Farewel :  Hie 

home. 

Hel.  Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon, 
Ber.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 
HcL  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  Wealth  I  owe, 

Nor  dare  I  fay  'tis  mine :  And  yet  it  is, But,  like  a  timorous  Thief,  moft  fain  would  fleal 
What  Law  does  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber,  What  would  you  have? 
Hel.  Something,   and  fcarce  fo  much   Nothing  in- 

deed  1  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would,  my  Lord   

'Faith  yes   Strangers  and  Foes  do  funder,  and  not  kifs. 
Ber.  I  pray  you  Hay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  Horfe. 
Hel.  I  (hall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  Lord: 

Where  are  my  other  Men  ?  Monfieur,  farewel.  \JExiu 
Ber.  Go  thou  toward  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 

Whilft  I  can  {hake  my  Sword,  or  hear  the  Drums 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  Couragio.  {Exeunt. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    1. 

Flourijh.       Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  two  French  Lords, 
with  Soldiers. 

D^.QO  that  from  point  to  point,  now  have  you  heard 
i3  The  fundamental  Reafons  of  this  War, 

Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  Blood  let  forth, 
And  more  thirds  after. 

i  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  Quarrel 

Upon  your  Grace's  part,-  black  and  fearful 
On  the  Oppofer. 

Dnhe.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  Coufin  France, 
Would,  in  fo  juft  a  Bufinefs,  ihut  his  Bofom, 
Againft  our  borrowing  Prayers. 

i  Lord.  Good  my  Lord, 
The  reafons  of  our  State  we  cannot  yield, 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  Man, 

"That  the  great  Figure  of  a  Council  frames, 
By  felf-unable  motion,  therefore  dare  not 

Say 
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Say  what  I  think  of  it,  fince  I  have  found 

My  felf  in  my  incertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  gueft. 

Duke*  Be  it  his  pleafure. 
2  Lord.  But  I  am  fure  the  younger  of  our  Nation, 

That  furfeit  on  their  eafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  Phyfick. 

Duke.  Welcome  mail  they  be  be: 
And  all  the  Honours  that  can  fly  from  us,  - 
Shall  on  them  fettle.    You  know  your  places  well, 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell. 
To  morrow  to  the  Field.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Clown* 

Count*  It  hath  happen'd  as  I  would  have  had  it,  fave  that 
he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Go.  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  Lord  to  be  a  very 
melancholy  Man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  ? 
Clo.  Why  he  will  look  upon  his  Boot,  and  ling;  mend 

his  Ruff,  and  fing  ;  ask  Queftions,  andfing;  pick  his  Teeth, 
and  fing :  I  knew  a  Man  that  had  this  Trick  of  Melancholy, 
fold  a  goodly  Manor  for  a  Song. 

Csunt.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  means  to 
come. 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  Isbel  fince  I  was  at  Court.  Our 

old  Ling,  and  our  IsbeVs  o'th*  Country,  are  nothing  like 
your  old  Ling,  and  your  Isbel's  o'th'  Court :  The  Brains  of 
my  Cupid's  knock'd  out,  and  I  begin  to  fove,  as  an  old  Man 
loves  Mony,  with  no  Stomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here? 

Clo.  In  that  you  have  there.  [Exit. 
A  Letter. 

I  have  fent  you  a  D  aught  er*in-Law  :  She  hath  recovered 
the  King)  and  undone  me.  I  have  wedded  her,  JVot  bedded 
her9  and  [worn  to  make  the  Not  eternal.  Tou  /hall  hear  I  am 
run  away  ;  know  it  before  the  Report  come,  if  there  be  breadth 
enough  in  the  Worlds  I  will  hold  a  long  diftance.  My  Duty 
to  you. 

Your  unfortunate  Son, Bertram* This 
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This  is  not  well,  rafli  and  unbridled  Boy, 
To  fly  the  Favours  of  fo  good  a  King, 
To  pluck  his  Indignation  on  thy  Head, 
By  the  mifprifing  of  a  Maid,  too  virtuous 
For  the  Contempt  of  Empire. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  Madam,  yonder  is  heavy  News  within  between 
two  Soldiers  and  my  young  Lady. 

Count.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Clo.  Nay,  there  is  fome  comfort  in  the  News,  fome  com- 

fort, your  Son  will  not  be  kili'd  fo  foon  as  I  thought  he would. 

Count.  Why  mould  he  be  kill'd  1 
Clo.  So  fay  I,  Madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear  he 

does,  the  danger  is  in  (landing  to't;  that's  the  lofs  of  Men, 
though  it  be  the  getting  of  Children.  Here  they  come 
will  tell  you  more.  For  my  part,  I  only  hear  your  Son 
was  run  away. 

Enter  Helena  and  two  Gentlemen, 

i  Gen.  Save  you,  good  Madam. 
Hel.  Madam,  my  Lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone. 
2  Gen.  Do  not  fay  fo. 

Count.  Think  upon  Patience  :  'Pray  yeu,  Gentlemen, 
I  have  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  Joy  and  Grief, 
That  the  firft  face  of  neither  on  the  flart 

Can  Woman  me  unto't.     Where  is  my  Son,  I  pray  you  ? 
2  Gen.  Madam,  he's  gone  to  ferve  the  Duke  of  Florence. 

We  met  him  thitherward,  from  thence  we  came  ; 
And,  after  fome  difpatch  in  hand  at  Court, 
Thither  we  bind  again. 

Hel.  Look  on  this  Letter,  Madam,  here's  my  Pafport. 

When  thou  canfl  get  the  Ring  upon  my  Finger,  which  never 
JJjall  come  off,  and  pew  me  a  Child  begotten  of  thy  Body  that 
I  am  Father  to>  then  call  me  Husband :  But  infuch  a  [Then! 
/  write  a  [Never.^| 

This  is  a  dreadful  Sentence. 

Count.  Brought  you  this  Letter,  Gentlemen  ? 
i  Gen.  Ay,  Madam,  and,  for  the  Contests  fake,  are  forty 

for  our  Pains, 

CtHnU 
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Count.  I  prethec,  Lady,  have  a  better  Cheer, 

If  thou  engroffeft  all  the1  Griefs  as  thine, 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  a  Moiety :  He  was  my  Son, 
But  I  do  warn  his  Name  out  of  my  Blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  Child,     Towards  Florence  is  he? 

2  Gen.  Ay,  Madam. 
Count.  And  to  be  a  Soldier! 

2  Gen.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe,  and  believe't 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  Honour 
That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count.  Return  you  thither  ? 
1  Gen.  Ay,  Madam,  with  the  fwiftefl  Wing  of  Speed. 

HeL  'Till  I  have  no  Wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
'Tis  bitter.  [Reading. 

Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 
HeL  Yes,  Madam. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand  happily,  which 
his  Heart  was  not  confentin^  to. 

Count.  Nothing  in  France  until  he  have  no  Wife: 

There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good  for  him 
But  only  Die,  and  fhe  deferves  a  Lord, 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  Boys  might  tend  upon, 
And  call  her  hourly  Miftrefs.     Who  was  with  him  ? 

1  Gen.  A  Servant  only,  and  a  Gentleman  which  I  have 
fometimes  known. 

Count.  Parolles,  was  it  not  ? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  Lady,  he. 
Count.  A  very  tainted  Fellow,  and  full  of  Wickednefs, 

My  Son  corrupts  a  well  derived  Nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen.  Indeed,  good  Lady,  the  Fellow  has  a  deal  of  that, 
too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count.  Y'are  welcome,  Gentlemen,  I  will  entreat  you, 
when  you  fee  my  Son,  to  tell  him  that  his  Soul  can  never 

win  the  Honour  that  he  lofes:  More  I'll  entreat  you  writ- 
ten to  bear  along. 

%  Gen.  We  ferve  you,  Madam,  in  that,  and  all  your  wor- 
thier!: Affairs. 

Count.  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  Courtefies, 
Will  you  draw  near  \  [Exit  Count,  and  Gentlemen. Heh 
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HeL  'Till  I  have  no  Wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
Nothing  in  France  until  he  has  no  Wife  ! 
Thou  fhak  have  none,  Rojfilion,  none  in  France* 

Then  had  thou  all  again.     Poor  Lord !  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  Country,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  Limbs  of  thine,  to  the  event 
Of  the  none  fparing  War  ?  And  is  it  I, 
That  drives  thee  from  the  fportive  Court,  where  thou 
Waft  (hot  at  with  fair  Eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  fmoaky  Mufquets  ?  O  you  leaden  Meffengers, 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  Fire, 
Fly  with  falfe  aim,  move  the  ftill  piercing  Air 
That  flings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  Lord : 
Whoever  (hoots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 
Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  Breaft, 
I  am  the  Caitiff  that  do  hold  him  to  it, 

And  tho'  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 
His  Death  was  fo  effected.     Better  'twere 

I  met  the  raving  Lion  when  he  roar'd 
With  fharp  conftraint  of  Hunger:  Better  'twere, That  all  the  Miferies  which  Nature  owes 
Were  mine  at  once.     No,  come  thou  home,  Roffilion, 
Whence  Honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  Scar, 
As  oft  it  lofes  all.     I  will  be  gone: 
My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence, 

Shall  I  flay  here  to  do't  ?    No,  no,  although 
The  Air  of  Paradife  did  fan  the  Houfe, 

And  Angels  offic'd  all ;  I  will  be  gone, 
That  pitiful  Rumour  may  report  my  flight 
To  confolate  thine  Ear.     Come  Night  and  Day, 

For  with  the  Dark,  poor  Thief,  I'll  fteal  away.  [Exit. 
Flourijh.     Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,  Brum  and 

Trumpets,  Soldiers,  Parolles. 
Duke.  The  General  of  our  Horfe  thou  art,  and  we 

Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beft  Love  and  Credence 
Upon  thy  promifing  Fortune. 

Ber.   Sir„  it  is 

A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  Strength,  but 
Well  ftri^e  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake, 

To  th'extrearn  edge  of  hazard. Duke. 
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Duke.  Then  go  thou  forth, 

And  Fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  Helm, 
As  thy  aufpicious  Miftrefs. 

Ber.  Tnis  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  my  felf  into  thy  File, 
Make  me  but  like  my  Thoughts,  and  I  (hall  prove 

A  lover  of  thy  Drum  ,•  hater  of  Love.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Countefs  and  Steward* 

Count.  Alas !  and  would  you  take  the  Letter  of  her? 
Might  you  not  know  flue  would  do,  as  fhe  has  done, 
By  fending  me  a  Letter.     Read  it  again, 

LETTER. 

/  am  St.  Jaques  Pilgrim,  thither  gone ; 
uimbutous  Love  hath  fo  in  me  offended. 

That  bare- foot  plod  I  the  cold  Ground  upon, 
With  fainted  f^ow  my  Faults  to  have  amended. 

Write,  write,  that  from  the  bloody  courfe  of  War, 
J\4y  dear  eft  Af after,  your  dear  Son,  may  hie; 

Blefs  him  at  home  in  Peace,  whilft  I  from  far, 
His  Name  with  zealous  Fervour  fanttifie. 

His  taken  Labours  bid  him  me  forgive ; 
/  his  defpightful  Juno  fent  him  forth 

From  courtly  Friends,  with  camping  Foes  to  live, 
Where  Death  and  Danger  dog  the  Heels  of  Worth. 

He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  Death  and  me, 
Whom  I  my  felf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah  what  fliarp  Stings  are  in  her  mildeft  words  ? 
Rynaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much, 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo ;  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  fhe  hath  prevented. 

Stew.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 
If  I  had  given  you  this  over  night, 

She  might  have  been  o'erta'en  ;  and  yet  fhe  writes Purfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

Count.  What  Angel  (hall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  Husband?  He  cannot  thrive, 

Unlefs  her  Prayers,  whom  Heav'n  delights  to  hear, 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  Wrath 

Of 
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Of  greateft  Juftice.     Write,  write,  Rynaldo, 
To  this  unworthy  Husband  of  his  Wife, 
Let  every  word  Weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  My  greateft  Grief, 

Tho*  little  he  do  feci  it,  fet  down  fharply. 
Difpatch  the  moll:  convenient  MelTenger; 
When  haply  he  does  hear  that  ftie  is  gone, 
He  will  return,  and  hope  I  may  that  me. 
Hearing  fo  much,  will  fpeed  her  Foot  again, 
Ltd  hither  by  pure  Love.    Which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  me,  I  have  no  skill  in  Senfe 
To  make  diftin&ion;  Provide  this  MelTenger; 
My  Heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  Age  is  weak, 
Grief  would  have  Tears,  and  Sorrow  bids  me  fpeak. 

[Exeunt* A  Tucket  afar  off. 
Enter  an  old  Widow  of  Florence,  Diana,  Violenta,  and 

Mariana,  with  other  Citizens* 

Wid.   Nay  come, 
For  if  rhey  do  approach  the  City, 
We  (hall  l^fe  all  the  fight. 

Dia.  They  fay,  the  French  Count  has  done 
Moil  honourable  Service. 

Wid.  It  is  reported, 

That  he  has  ta'en  their  greateft  Commander, And  that  with  his  own  Hand  he  flew 

The  Duke's  Brother.    We  have  loft  our  labour, 
They  are  gone  a  contrary  way  :  Hark, 
You  may  know  by  their  Trumpets. 

Mar,  Come,  let's  return  again, 
And  fuffice  our  felves  with  the  Report  of  it* 
Weil,  Diana,  take  heed  of  this  French  Earl, 
The  Honour  of  a  Maid  is  in  her  Name, 
And  no  Legacy  is  fo  rich 
As  Honefty. 

Wid.  I  have  told  my  Neighbour 
How  you  have  been  follicited  by  a  ©entleman 
His  Companion. 

Mar.  I  know  that  Knave,  hang  him,  one  Parolles,  a  fil* 
thy  Officer  he  is  in  thofe  Suggeftions  for  the  young  Earl; 
beware  of  them,  Diana \    their  Promifes,    Enticements, Oaths, 



Alts  "well  that  Ends  well.  7  S  3 
Oaths,  and  Tokens,  and  all  the  Engines  of  Luft,  are  not 
the  things  they  go  under  ;  many  a  Maid  hath  been  feduced 
by  them,  and  the  Mifery  is  Example,  that  fo  terrible  (hews 
in  the  wreck  of  Maiden-hood,  cannot  for  all  that  diiTuade 
Succeflion,  but  that  they  are  limed  with  the  Twigs  that 
threatens  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advife  you  further, 
but  I  hope  your  own  Grace  will  keep  you  where  you  are, 

tho'  there  were  no  further  danger  known,  but  the  Modefly which  is  fo  loft. 
Dia.  You  (hall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena  difguifed  like  a  Pilgrim, 
Wid.  I  hope  fo ;  look  here  comes  a  Pilgrim  ;  I  know 

(he  will  lye  at  my  Houfe ;  thither  they  fend  one  another  ; 

I'll  queftion  her;  God  fave  you  Pilgrim,  whither  are  you bound  ? 

HeL  To  S.  Jaques  le  grand. 
Where  do  the  Palmers  lodge,  I  do  befeech  you? 

Wid.  At  theSr.  Frances  here  befide  the  Port. 

HeL  Is  this  the  way  ?  [A  March  afar  ojf. 

Wid.  Ay  marry  is't.     Hark  you,  they  come  this  way : 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  Pilgrim, 

But  'till  the  Troops  come  by, 
I  will  Conduct  you  where  you  (hall  be  lodg'd  ; 
The  rather,  for  I  think  I  know  your  Hoftefs 
As  ample  as  my  (df. 

Hel.  Is  it  your  felf  ? 
Wid.  If  you  (hall  pleafe  (o9  Pilgrim, 
Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  leifure. 
Wid.  You  came,  I  think,  from  France  ? 
HeL  I  did  fo. 

Wid.  Here  you  (hall  fee  a  Country  -man  of  yours, 
That  has  done  worthy  Service. 

HeL  His  Name,  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia.  The  Count  RoJJilion :  Know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 
Hel.  But  by  the  Ear  that  hears  raoft  nobly  of  him. 

His  Face  I  know  not. 

Dia.  Whatfoe'er  he  is, 

He's  bravely  taken  here.     He  ftole  from  France, 
As  'tis  reported  ;  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.     Think  you  it  is  fo  ? 

HcU  Ayfurely,  m^er  the  Truth,  I  know  his  Lady. Dia, 
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Dia.  There  is  a  Gentleman  that  ferves  the  Count, 

Reports  but  courfely  of  her. 
Hel.  What/s  his  Name  ? 
Dia.  Monfieur  Parolles. 
Hel.  Oh  I  believe  with  him, 

In  Argument  of  Praife,  or  to  the  Worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfelf,  fhe  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  Name  repeated;  all  her  deferring 
Is  a  referved  Honefty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  examin'd. 

Dia.  Alas,  poor  Lady ! 

JTis  a  hard  Bondage  to  become  the  Wife 
Of  a  detefting  Lord. 

Wid.  Ah !  right  good  Creature !  wherefoe'er  fhe  is, 
Her  Heart  weighs  fadly ;  this  young  Maid  might  do  her 

A  ihrewd  turn,  if  fhe  pleas'd. 
Hel.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

May  be,  the  amorous  Count  follicites  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

Wid.  He  does  indeed, 
And  brokes  with  all  that  can,  in  fuch  a  Suit, 
Corrupt  the  tender  Honour  of  a  Maid : 

But  (he  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  Guard In  honefteft  Defence. 
Drum  and  Colours. 

Enter  Bertram,  Parolles>  Officers  and  Soldiers  attending. 
Mar.  The  Gods  forbid  elfe. 

Wid.  So,  now  they  come  : 

That  is  Antonio^  the  Duke's  eldeft  Son, 
That  Efcalus. 

Hel.  Which  is  the  Frenchman  $ 
Dia.  He, 

That  with  the  Plume,  'tis  a  mod  gallant  Fellow, 
I  would  he  lov'd  his  Wife :  If  he  w    e  honefter 

He  were  much  goodlier.     Is't  not  a  handfome  Gentleman  ? 
Hel.  I  like  him  well. 

Dia.  'Tis  pity  he  is  nor  honed:  Yond's  that  fame  Knave 
Tint  leads  him  to  thefe  Places;  were  I  his  Lady, 
I  would  poifon  that  vile  RafcaJ. 

Hel.  Which  is  he? 

Dia.  That  Jack-an-apes  with  Scarfs.     Why  is  he  melan- 
choly ?  Hel. 
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Hel.  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'th'  Battel, 
Par.  Lofe  our  Drum!    Well.         ■ 

Mar.  He's  fhrewdly  vex'd  at  fomething.  Look  he  has 
'fpied  us. 

Wid.  Marry  hang  ycu.  [ExemtBer. andVos.  &c. 
Mar.  And  your  Courtefie,  for  a  Ring-carrier. 
Wid.  The  Troop  is  paft :  Come  Pilgrim,  I  will  bring 

You,  where  you  fhall  hoft  :  Of  injoyn'd  Penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  St.  Jaques  bound, 
Already  at  my  Houfe. 

Hel.  I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Pleafe  it  this  Matron,  and  this  gentle  Maid 
To  eat  with  us  to  Night,  the  Charge  and  Thanking 
Shall  be  for  me ;  and  to  requite  you  further. 
I  will  beftow  fome  Precepts  on  this  Virgin, 
Worthy  the  Note. 

Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  [Exeunt. Enter  Bertram  and  the  two  French  Lords. 

i  Ld.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  put  him  to't :  Let  him 
have  his  way. 

i  Ld.  If  your  Lord  (hip  find  him  not  a  Hilding,  hold 
me  no  more  in  your  Refped:. 

i  Ld.  On  my  Life,  my  Lord,  a  Bubble, 
Ber.  Do  you  think  I  am  fo  far 

Deceived  in  him? 

i  Ld.  Believe  it,  my  Lord,  in  mine  own  direcT:  Know- 
ledge, without  any  Malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him  as  my 

Kinfman;  he's  a  moft  notable  Coward,  an  infinite  and 
endlefs  Liar,  an  hourly  Promife-breaker,  the  Owner  of 

no  one  good  Quality  worthy  your  Lordfhip's  Entertain- ment. 

i  Ld.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left  repofing  too  far  in 
his  Virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might  at  fome  great  and 
trufty  Bufinefs,  in  a  main  Danger,  fail  you. 

Ber.  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  A&ion  to  try 
him. 

z  Ld.  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his  Drum; 
which  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake  to  do. 

i  Ld.  I,  with  a  Troop  of Florentines^  will  fuddenly  Sur- 
prize him;  fuch  I  will  have  whom  I  am  fure  he  knows  not 

from  the  Enemy  ;   We  will  bind  and  hood- wink  him  fo, 
Vol.  II.  Y  that 
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that  he  (hall  fuppofe  no  other  but  that  he  is  carried  into 
the  Leaguer  of  the  Adveriaries,  when  we  bring  him  to  our 
own  Tents;  be  but  your  Lordfhip  prefent  at  his  Lxami- 
nation,  if  he  do  not  for  the  promife  of  his  Life,  and  in  the 
highefl  Compulfion  of  bafe  Fear,  offer  to  betray  you,  and 
deliver  all  the  Intelligence  in  his  power  againit  you,  and 
that  with  the  divine  Forfeit  upon  his  Soul  upon  Oath,  never 
truft  my  Judgment  in  any  thing. 

2  Ld.  Oj  for  the  love  of  Laughter,  let  him  fetch  his 

Drum;  he  fays  he  has  a  Stratagem  for't;  when  your  Lord- 
fhip fees  the  bottom  of  his  fuccefs  in't,  and  to  what  Metal 

this  Counterfeit  Lump  of  ours  will  be  melted,  if  you  give 
him  not  John  Drnm\  Entertainment,  your  inclining  cannot 
be  removed.     Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Parolles. 

i  Ld.    O,  for  the  love  of  Laughter,  hinder  not  the  Ho- 
nour of  his  Defign,   let  him  fetch  off  his  Drum  in   any 

hand. 

Ben  How  now  Monfieur  ?  This  Drum  fticks  forely  in 
your  Difpofition. 

2  Ld.    A  Pox  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  Drum. 
Par.  But  a  Drum !  Is't  but  a  Drum  ?    A  Drum  fo  loft! 

There  was   excellent  Command  !  to  charge  him  with  our 
Horfe   upon  our  own  Wings,  and  to  rend  our  own  Sol- 
diers. 

2  Ld.  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  Command  of 

the  Service;  it  was  a  Difafler  of  War,  that  C&far  himfelf 
could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to  Com- 
mand. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  Succefs: 
Some  Difhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  Drum,  but  it 

it  is  not  to  be  recover'd. 

Par.  It  might  have  been  recover 'd. 
Ber.  It  might,  but  it  not  is  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  rccover'dj  but  that  the  Merit  ef  Service 
is  feldom  attributed  to  the  true  exad  Performer,  I  would 
have  that  Drum  or  another,  or  hie  jacet. 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  Stomach  to't,  Monfieur ;  if 
you  think  your  Myftery  in  Stratagem  can  bring  this  In- 
frrument  of  Honour  again  into  his  native  Quarter,  be  mag- 

nanimous in  the  Enterprise  and  go  on,  I  will  grace  the  An 
tempt 
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tempt  for  a  worthy  Exploit :  If  you  fpeed  well  in  it,  the 

Duke  (hall  both  fpe^k  of  it,  and  extend  to  you  what  fur- 
ther becomes  his  Greatnefs,  even  to  the  utmoft  Syllable  of 

your  Worthinefs. 
Pan  By  the  hand  of  a  Soldier,  I  v/ill  undertake  it. 
Ber.  But  you  muft  not  now  {lumber  in  it. 

Par.  I'll  about  it  this  Evening,  and  I  will  prefently  pea 
down  my  Dilemmaes,  encourage  my  felf  in  my  ceitainty, 
put  my  ielf  into  my  mortal  Preparation  j  and  by  Midnight 
look  to  hear  further  f>  orn  me. 

Ber.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  Grace  you  are  gone 
about  it. 

Par.  I  know  not  what  the  Succefs  will  be,  my  Lord; 
but  the  Attempt  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know  th'art  Valiant, 
And  to  the  poffibility  of  thy  Solderfhip, 
Will  fubfcribe  for  thee,     Farewel. 

Par.  I  love  not  many  Words.  \Exit* 
1  Ld.  No  more  than  a  Fifli  loves  Water.  Is  not  this  a 

flrange  Fellow,  my  Lord,  that  fo  confidently  fecms  to  un- 
dertake this  Bufinefs,  which  he  knows  is  not  to  be  done  ; 

Damns  himfelf  to  do'r>  and  dares  better  be  damn'd  than  to 
do'r. 

2  Ld.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  Lord,  as  we  do ;  cer- 

tain it  is,  that  he  will  ftcal  himfelf  into  a  Man's  Favour, 
and  for  a  Week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  discoveries,  but  when 
you  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  after. 

Ber.  Why  do  you  think  he  will  make  no  deed  at  all  of 
this,  that  fo  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himfelf  unto? 

1  Ld.  None  in  the  World,  but  return  with  an  Inven- 
tion, and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  Lies;  but 

we  have  almoft  imboft  him,  you  mall  fee  his  Fall  to  Night  ; 

for  indeed  he  is  not  for  your  Lordfhip's  Refpecl. 
1  Ld.  We'll  make  you  fome  Sport  with  the  Fox  e'er 

we  Cafe  him.  He  was  firft  fmoak'd  by  the  old  Lord  Lafeu; 
when  his  Difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what  a  Sprat 
you  (hall  find  him,  which  you  mall  fee  this  very  Night. 

i  Ld.    I  muft  go  and  look  my  Twigs, 
He  mail  be  caught. 

Ber.  Your  Brother  he  mail  go  along  with  me. 
Yt  x  Ld. 
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2  Ld.  As't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  I'll  leave  you. 
Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  Houfe,  and  mew  you 

the  Lafs  I  fpoke  of. 

1  Cap.  But  you  fay  (lie's  honeft. 
Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  fpoke  with  her  but  once, 

And  found  her  wondrous  cold  ;  but  I  fent  to  her, 

By  this  fame  Coxcomb  that  we  have  i'th'  wind, Tokens  and  Letters,  which  (he  did  refend  ; 

And  this  is  all  I  have  done  :  She's  a  fair  Creature, 
Will  you  go  fee  her  ? 

1  Ld.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Helena  and  Widow. 

Hel.  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  (he, 
I  know  not  how  I  (hall  aiTure  you  further, 
But  I  (hall  lofe  the  Grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wid.  Tho'my  Eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  born, 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  Bufineffes, 
And  would  not  put  my  Reputation  now 
In  any  flaming  Act 

Hell.  Nor  would  I  wifti  you. 
Firft  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  my  Husband, 
And  what  to  your  fworn  Counfel  I  have  fpeken, 
Is  fo  from  word  to  word  ;  and  then  you  cannot, 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  mould  borrow, 
Err  in  beftowing  it. 

Wid.  I  fhould  believe  you, 

For  you  have  (hew'd  me  that  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  Fortune. 

Hel.  Take  this  Purfe  of  Gold, 

And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far. 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again 
When  I  have  found  if.  The  Count  he  wooes  your  Daughter, 
Lays  down  his  wanton  Siege  before  her  Beauty, 
Refolves  to  carry  her;  let  her  in  fine  confent, 

As  we'll  direct  her  how  'tis  beft  to  bear  it. 
Now  this  importurate  Blood  will  naught  deny, 

That  (he'll  demand :  A  Ring  the  Count  does  wear That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  Houfe 

From  Son  to  Son,  foroe  four  or  five  Defcents, 
Since 
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Since  the  firft  Father  wore  it.    This  Ring  he  holds 
In  moil:  rich  Choice:  Yet  in  his  idle  Fire, 

To  buy  his  Will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear, 

How  e'er  repented  after. 
Wid.  Now  I  fee  the  Bottom  of  your  Purpofe. 
HeL  Now  fee  it  lawful  then.  It  is  no  more, 

But  that  your  Daughter,  e'er  fhe  feems  as  won, 
Defires  this  Ring;  appoints  him  an  Encounter; 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  Time, 

Her  felf  moft  chaftly  abfent :  After  this 

To  marry  her,  I'll  add  three  thoufand  Crowns 
To  what  is  pafl:  already. 

Wid.  I  have  yielded: 
Inftruct  my  Daughter  how  fhe  Hi  all  perfever, 
That  Time  and  Place  with  this  Deceit  fo  lawful, 

May  prove  coherent.  Every  Night  he  comes 

With  Mufick  of  all  forts,  and  Songs  compos'd 
To  her  Unworthinefs:  It  nothing  ftands  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  Eeves,  for  he  perfift?, 

As  if  his  Life  lay  on'r. 
HeL  Why  then  to  Night 

Let  us  afTay  our  Plot,  which  if  it  fpeed, 
Is  wicked  Meaning  in  a  lawful  Deed; 
And  lawful  Meaning  in  a  lawful  Acl:, 
Where  both  not  Sin,  apd  yet  a  finful  Fad. 

But  let's  about  it.  \_Exettnt. 

A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  one  of  the  French  Lords,  with  five  or  fix    Soldiers 
in  Amlmfh. 

Lord.  TTE  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this  Hedge- 
JL  JL  Corner ;  when  you  fally  upon  him,  fpeak  what 

terrible  Language  you  will,  though  you  underftand  it  not 
yourfelves,  no  matter ;  for  we  muft  not  feem  to  underftand 
him,  unlefs  fome  one  amongft  us,  whom  we  mull  produce 
for  an  Interpreter. 

Y  3  Sol. 
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Sol.  Good  Captain,  let  me  be  th'  Interpreter. 
Lord,  Art  not  acquainted  with  him?  Knows  he  not  thy 
Voice?  / 

Sol.  No,  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 
Lord.  But  what  Linfie-woolfie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to  us 

again  ? 
Sol.  Ev'n  fuch  as  you  fpeak  to  me. 
Lord,  He  muft  think  us  Tome  Band  of  Strangers  i'th'  Ad- 

verfaries  Entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  Smack  of  all  neigh* 
bouring  Languages;  therefore  we  muft  every  one  be  a  Man 
of  his  own  Fancy,  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak  one  to  ano- 

ther; fo  we  feem  to  know,  is  to  know  ftraight  our  Purpofe  2 

Chough's  language,  gabble  enough,  and  good  enough.  As 
for  you  Interpreter,  you  muft  feem  very  politick.  But  couch 
hoa,  here  he  comes,  to  beguile  two  Hours  in  a  Sleep,  and 
then  to  return  and  (wear  the  Lies  he  forges. 

Ent$r  Rarojles. 

Par.  Ten  a  Clock;  within  thefe  three  Hours 'twill  be  time 
enough  to  go  home.  What  fhall  I  fay  I  have  done?  It  muft 
be  a  very  plaufive  Invention  that  carries  it.  They  begin  to 

fmoak  me,  and  Difgraces  have  of  latt  knock'd  too  often  at  my 
Door;  I  find  my  Tongue  is  too  Fool-hardy,  but  my  Heart 
hath  the  Fear  of  Mars  before  it,  and  of  his  Creatures,  not 
daring  the  Reports  of  my  Tongue. 

Lord.  This  is  the  firft  that  e'er  thine  own  Tongue  was 
guilty  of  [Afide. 

Par.  What  the  Devil  fhould  move  me  to  undertake  the 

Recovery  of  this  Drum,  being  not  ignorant  of  the  Impofll- 
bility,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  Purpofe?  I  muft  give 
my  felf  fome  Hurts,  and  fay  I  got  them  in  Exploit;  yet  flight 
ones  will  not  carry  it.  They  will  fay,  came  you  off  wnhfo 

little?  And  great  ones  I  dare  not  give;  wherefore  what's 
th$  Inftance?  Tongue,  I  muftputyou  into  a  Butter-woman's 
Mouth,  and  buy  my  felf  another  of  Bajaz,et\  Mules,  if  you 
prattle  me  into  thefe  Perils. 

ford,  h  it  poffible  he  iliould  know  what  he  is,  ard  be 
th;t  he  is? 

P-ar.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  Garments  would  ferv§ 
the  turn,    or  the  breaking  of  my  Spanijb  Sword. 

Lord.  We  cannot  afford  you  fo. 
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Par.  Or  the  paring  of  my  Beard,  and  to  fay  it  was  in 
Stratagem.  v 

Lord.  5T  would  not  do. 
Par.  Or  to  drown  my  Cloaths,  and  fay  I  was  ftript. 
Lord.  Hardly  ferve. 

Par.  Though  I  (wore  I  leap'd  from  the  Window  of  the Cittadel. 

Lord    H  >w  deep.? 
Par.  Thirty  Fathom. 

Lord.  Three  great  Oaths  would  fcarce  make  that  be  be- 
lieved. 

Par.  I  would  I  had  any  Drum  of  the  Enemies,  I  would 
fwear  I  recover'd  it. 

Lord.  You  fhairhear  one  anon. 

Par.  A  Drum  now  of  the  Enemies.        [Alarum  within* 
Lord.  Throco  movoufus,  cargo,  cargo,  cargo. 
u4ll.   Cargo,  cargo,  villimdo  par  cor  bo,  cargo. 
Par.   O  Ranfom,  Ranfom; 

Do  nor  hide  mine  Eyes.     [They  feiz,e  him  and  blindfold  him* 
Inter.  Baskps  throma{do  beskps. 
Par.  I  know  you  are  the  Muskos  Regiment, 

And  I  mall  iofemy  Life  for  want  of  Language. 
If  there  be  here  German  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French ,  let  him  fpeak  to  me, 
I'll  difcov  r  that  which  fhail  undo  the  Florentine. 

Inter.  Baskps  vauvado,  \  underltand  thee,  and  can  fpeak 
thy  Tongue  Kereljbomo,  Sir,  betake  thee  to  thy  Faith,  for 
feventeen  Poniards  are  at  thy  Bofom. 

Par.  Oh. 

Int.   Oh  pray,  pray,  pray, 
Mancha  revancha  dulchc* 

Lord.  Ofceoribi  dulchos  volivorco. 
Int.  The  General  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet, 

And,   hood-winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 

To  gather  from  thee.  Haply  thou  may' ft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  Life. 

Par.  O  let  me  live3 

And  all  the  Secrets  of  our  Camp  I'll  (hew  ; 
Their  Force,  their  Purpofes:  Nay,  I'll  fpeak  that, 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

Int.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 
Y  4  Par. 
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Par.  If  I  do  not,    amn  me. 
Int.  Acordo  lint  a 

Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace.  [Exit. 
\_A  Jbort  Alarum  within. 

Lord.  Go,  tell  the  Count  Rojfillion  and  my  Brother, 
We  have  caught  the  Woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  mufled 
'Till  we  do  hear  from  them. 

Sol.  Captain  I  will. 
Lord.  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  felves, 

Inform  'em  that. 
Sol.  So  I  will,  Sir. 

Lord.  'Till  then  I'll  keep  him  dark  and  fafely  lockt. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Bertram  and  Diana. 

Ber.  They  told  me  that  your  Name  was  FontibelL 
Dia.  No,  my  good  Lord,  Diana. 
Ber.  Titled  Goddefs, 

And  worth  it  with  Addition;  but,  fair  Soul, 
In  your  fine  Frame  hath  Love  no  Quality  I 
If  the  quick  Fire  of  Youth  light  not  your  Mind, 
You  are  no  Maiden,  but  a  Monument : 
When  you  are  dead  you  fhall  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern ; 
And  now  you  mould  be  as  your  Mother  was, 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got, 

Dia,  She  then  was  honefh 

Ber.  So  fhould  you  be* 
Dia.  No. 

My  Mother  did  but  Duty,  fuch,  my  Lord, 
As  you  owe  to  your  Wife. 

Ber.  No  more  o'that ! 
I  prethee  do  not  ftrive  againft  my  Vows: 

I  was  compell'd  to  her,  but  I  love  thee 
By  Love's  own  fweet  Conftraint,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  Rights  of  Service. 

Dia.  Ay,  fo  you  ferve  us 

*Till  we  ferve  you :  But  when  you  have  our  Rofes, 
You  barely  leave  our  Thorns  to  prick  our  felves, 
And  mock  us  with  our  Barenefs. 

Ber.  How  have  I  fworn ! 

Dia. 
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Dia.  'Tis  not  the  many  Oaths  that  make  the  Truth, 

But  the  plain  (ingle  Vow,  that  is  vow'd  true; 
What  is  not  Holy,  that  we  fwear  not  by, 

But  take  the  High'ft  to  witnefs:  Then  pray  you  tell  me, 
If  I  mould  fwear  by  Jove's  great  Attribute, 
I  lov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  my  Oaths, 
When  I  did  love  you  ill?  This  has  no  holding 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love, 
That  I  will  work  againft  him.  Therefore  your  Oaths 
Are  Words  and  poor  Conditions,  but  unfeaPd, 
At  leafr.  in  my  Opinion. 

Ber.  Change  it,  change  it : 
Be  not  fo  holy  Cruel.   Love  is  holy, 

And  my  Integrity  ne'er  knew  the  Crafts, 
That  you  do  charge  Men  with:  Stand  no  more  off, 
But  give  thy  felf  unto  my  iick  Defires, 
Who  then  recovers.  Say  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 
My  Love,  as  it  begins,  mall  fo  perfever. 

Dia.  I  fee  that  Men  make  Hopes  in  fuch  Affairs, 

That  we'll  forfakc  our  (elves.     Give  me  that  Ring. 
Ber.  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  Dear,  but  have  no  Power 

To  give  it  from  me. 
Dia.  Will  you  not,  my  Lord  ? 

Ber.  It  is  an  Honour  'longing  to  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anctftors, 

Which  were  the  greatefl:  Obloquy  i'th'  World In  me  to  lofe. 

Dia.  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  Ring, 

My  Chaftity's  the  Jewel  of  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors, 

Which  were  the  greatefr   Obloquy  i'th'  World 
In  me  to  lofe.     Thus  your  own  proper  Wifdom 
Brings  in  the  Champion  Honour  on  my  Part, 
Againft  your  vain  A  {fault. 

Ber.  Here,  take  my  Ring, 
My  Houfe,  my  Honour,  yea,  my  Life  be  thine, 

And  I'll  be  bid  by  thee. 
Dia.  When  Midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  Chamber 

Window ; 

I'll  order  take,  my  Mother  mall  not  hear, 
Now  will  I  charge  you  in  the  Band  of  Truth, 

When 
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When  you  have  conquerd  my  yet  Maiden-Bed, 
Remain  there  but  an  Hour,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 
My  Reafons  are  moft  ftrong,  and  you  Hi  all  know  them, 

When  back  again  this  Ring  mall  be  deliver'd; 
And  on  your  Finger,  in  the  Night,  I'll  put 
Another  Ring,  that,  what  in  time  proceeds, 
May  token  to  the  future,  our  paft  Deeds, 

Adieu  'till  then,  then  fail  not  :  You  have  won 
A  Wife  of  me,  though  there  my  Hope  be  done. 

Ber.  A  Heav'n  on  Earth  I've  won  by  wooing  thee,     [Exit. 
Dia.  For  which,  live  long  to  thank  both  Heav'n  and  me. 

You  may  fo  in  the  end. 
My  Mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo, 

As  if  fhc  fate  in's  Heart,  She  fays,  all  Men 
H>.ve  the  like  Oaths :  He  had  fworn  to  marry  me 

When  his  Wife's  dead:  Therefore  I'll  lye  with  him 
When  I  am  buried.  Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid, 

Marry  that  will,  I'll  live  and  die  a  Maid;  , 
Only  in  this  Difguife,  I  think't  no  Sin, 
To  coufin  him  that  would  unjuftly  win,  [Exit. 

Enter  the  two  French  Lords,  and  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

i  Ld.  You  hive  not  given  him  his  Mother's  Letter? 
2  Ld.  I  have  deli  er'd  it  an  Hour  fince;  there  is  fome- 

thing  in't  that  (rings  his  Nature,  for  on  the  reading  it,  he 
chang'd  almoft  into  another  Man, 

i  Ld.  He  has  much  worthy  Blame  laid  upon  him,  for 
making  off  fo  good  a  Wife,  and  fo  fweet  a  Lady. 

2  Ld.  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting  Dif- 

pleafure  of  the  King,  who  had  ever  tun'd  his  Bounty  to 
fing  Happinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but  you 
fhall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with  you. 

i  Ld.  When  you  have  fpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I  am  the Grave  of  it. 

2  Ld.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  Gentlewoman  here  in 
Florence,  of  a  moft  chaft  Renown,  and  this  Night  he  flelhes 
his  Will  in  the  Spoil  of  her  Honour;  he  hath  given  her  his 
monumental  Ring,  and  thinks  himfelf  made  in  the  unchafl: 
Compofition, 

i  Ld.  Now  God  delay  our  Rebellion ;  as  we  are  our 
felves,  what  things  are  we ! 

zLd. 
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%  Ld.  Meerly  our  own  Traitors;  and  as  in  the  common 

Courfc  of  all  Treafons,  we  ftill  fee  them  reveal  themfelves, 

'till  they  attain  to  their  abhorr'd  Ends;  fo  he  that  in  this 
Action  contrives  againft  his  own  Nobility  in  his  proper 

Stream,  o'er-flows  himfelf 
1  Ld.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be  the  Trum- 

peters of  our  unlawful  Intents?  We  iTiall  not  then  have  his 
Company  to  Night  f. 

zLd.  Not  'till  after  Midnight;   for  he  is  dieted  to  his 
Hour. 

1  Ld.  That  approaches  apace :  I  would  gladly  have  him 

fee  his  Company  anatomiz'd,  that  he  might  take  a  Meafure 
of  his  own  Judgments,  wherein  fo  fcrioully  he  had  fet  his 
Counterfeit. 

1  Ld.  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  'till  he  come; 
For  his  Prefence  mull:  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

1  Ld.   In  the  mean  time,  what  hear  you  of  thofe  Wars? 
2  Ld.  I  hear  there  is  an  Overture  of  Peace. 

1  Ld.  Nay,  I  aifure  you  a  Peace  is  concluded. 
2  Ld.  What  wiil  Count  Rojfillion  do  then?  Will  he  travel 

higher,  or  return  again  into  France* 
1  Ld.  I  perceive  by  this  Demand,  you  are  not  altogether 

of  his  Counfel. 

2  Ld.  Let  it  be  forbid,  Sir,  fo  fhould  I  be  a  great  deal  of 
this  Aft. 

1  Ld.  Sir,  his  Wife  fome  two  Months  flnce  fled  from 

his  Houfe,  her  Pretence  is  a  Pilgrimage  to  St.  Jaqucs  le 

grand',  which  holy  Undertaking,  with  moft  auftere  Sanfti- 
mony,  iTie  accomplifh'd  ;  and  there  refiding,  the  Tendernefs 
of  her  Nature  became  as  a  Prey  to  her  Grief;  in  fine,  made 

a  (Jroan  of  her  laft  Breath,  and  now  (he  lings  in  Heav'n. 
2  Ld.  How  is  this  juftified? 
1  Ld.  The  ftronger  Part  of  it  by  her  own  Letters,  which 

makes  her  Story  true,  even  to  the  Point  of  her  Death ;  her 
IJeath  it  felf,  which  could  not  be  her  Office  to  fay,  is  come, 
was  faithfully  confirmed  by  the  Reftor  of  the  Place. 

2  Ld.  Hath  the  Count  all  this  Intelligence? 
1  Ld.  Ay,  and  the  particular  Confirmations,  point  from 

point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  Verity. 

2  Ld.  I  am  heartily  forry  that  he'll  be  glad  of  this. 1  Ld. 
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i  Ld.  How  mightily  fometimes  we  make  us  Comforts  of 

our  Loffes. 
2  Ld.  And  how  mightily  fome  other  times  we  drown 

our  Gain  in  Tears,  the  great  Dignity  that  this  Valour  hath 

here  requir'd  from  him,  mall  at  home  be  encountred  with 
a  Shame  as  ample. 

i  Ld.  The  Web  of  our  Life  is  of  a  mingled  Yarn,  good 
and  ill  together:  Our  Virtues  would  be  proud,  if  our  Faults 
whipt  them  not,  and  our  Crimes  would  defpair  if  they  were 

not  cherifh'd  by  our  Virtues. Enter  a  Servant* 

How  now?  Where's  your  Mafter? 
Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  Street,  Sir,  of  whom 

he  hath  taken  a  folemn  Leave :  His  Lordfhip  will  next  Morn- 
ing for  France.  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  Letters  of 

Commendations  to  the  King. 
2  Ld.  They  mail  be  no  more  than  needful  there,  if  they 

were  more  than  they  can  commend. 
Enter  Bertram. 

i  Ld.  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  King's  Tart- 
nefs :  Here's  his  Lordfhip  now.  How  now,  my  Lord,  is't 
not  after  Midnight? 

Ber.  I  have  to  Night  difpatch'd  fixteen  Bufineffes,  a 
Montht  length  a  Piece,  by  an  Abflract.  of  Succefs.'  I  have 
congied  with  the  Duke,  done  my  Adieu  with  his  neareft; 

buried  a  Wife,  mourn'd  for  her;  writ  to  my  Lady  Mother, 
I  am  returning;  entertain'd  my  Convoy,  and  between  thefe 
main  Parcels  of  difpatch,  effected  many  nicer  Needs;  the 
laft  was  the  greater},  but  that  I  have  not  ended  yer. 

2  Ld.  If  the  Bufinefs  be  of  any  Difficulty,  and  this 

Morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafte  of  your  Lord- 
fhip. 

Ber.  I  mean  the  Bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  fearing  to  hear 
of  it  hereafter.  But  Ihall  we  have  this  Dialogue  bet  ween  the 
Fool  and  the  Soldier  ?  Come,  bring  forth  this  counterfeit 

Module;  'has  deceiv'd  me,  like  a  double  meaning  Prophe- 
fier. 

2  Ld.  Bring  him  forth,  h'as  fate  in  the  Stocks  all  Night," 
poor  gallant  Knave. 

Ber>  No  matter,  his  Heels  have  deferv'd  it,  in  ufurping 
his  Spurs  fo  long.    How  does  he  carry  himfelf  ? 

iLd. 
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iLd.  I  have  told  your  Lordfliip  already:  The  Stocks 

carry  him.  But  to  anfwer  you  as  you  would  be  undcr- 
ftood,  he  weeps  like  a  Wench  that  had  fhed  her  Milk,  he 
hath  confeft  himfelf  to  Morgan,  whom  he  fiippofes  to  be  a 
Friar,  from  the  time  of  his  very  Remembrance  to  this  very 

inftant  Difafter  of  his  fetting  fth'  Stocks,*  and  what  think 
you  he  hath  confeft  f 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  has  a? 
2  Ld.  His  Confeffion  is  taken,  and  it  fhall  be  read  to  his 

Face;  if  your  Lordfliip  be  in't,  as  I  believe  you  are,  you 
mull:  have  the  Patience  to  hear  it, 

Enter  Parolles  with  his  Interpreter. 
Ber.  A  Plague  upon  him,  muffled !  he  can  fay  nothing 

of  me;  hufh. 
I  Ld.  Hoodman  comes :  Portotartarojfa. 
Int.  He  calls  for  the  Tortures ;  what,  will  you  fay  with- 

out 'em? 
Par.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know,  without  conftraint; 

If  ye  pinch  me  like  a  Pafty,  I  can  fay  no  more. 
Int.  Bosko  Chimurcho. 
I  Ld.  Bihlibindo  Chicnrmurco. 

Int.  You  are  a  merciful  General :  Our  General  bids  you 
anfwer  to  what  I  fhall  ask  you  out  of  a  Note. 

Tar.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 
Int.  Firft  demand  of  him,  how  many  Horfe  the  Duke  is 

ftrong.  What  fay  you  to  that? 
Par.  Five  cr  fix  Thoufand,  but  very  weak  and  unfervice- 

able;  the  Troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the  Commanders  very 
poor  Rogues,  upon  my  Reputation  and  Credit,  and  as  I 
hope  to  live. 

Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  Anfwer  fo? 

Par.  Do,  1*11  take  the  Sacrament  on't,  how  and  which 

way  you  will:  All's  one  to  me. 
Ber.  What  a  paft-faving  Slave  is  this? 

i  Ld.  Y'are  deceived,  my  Lord,  this  is  Monficur  Parolles, 
the  gallant  Militarift,  that  was  his  own  Phrafe,  that  had  the 
whole  Theory  of  War  in  the  Knot  of  his  Scarf,  and  the 
Pradice  in  the  Chap  of  his  Dagger. 

i  Ld.  I  will  never  truft  a  Man  again  for  keeping  his 
Sword  clean,  nor  believe  he  can  have  every  thing  in  him, 
by  wearing  his  Apparel  neatly. 

Int. 
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Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 
Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  Horfe  I  faid,  I  will  fay  true* 

or  thereabouts  fet  down,  for  I'll  fpeak  truth. 
i  Ld.  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 
Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for't  in  the  Nature  he  de- 

livers it. 

Par.  Poor  Rogues,  I  pray  you  fay. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 
Par.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir,  a  Truth's  a  Truth,  the 

Rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 
Int.  Demand  of  him  of  what  Strength  they  are  a  Foot. 

What  fay  you  to  that  ? 
Par.  By  my  Troth,  Sir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  prefent 

Hour  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee,  Spurio  a  hundred  and 
fifty,  Sebaflian  fo  many,  Corambus  fo  many,  Jaques  fo  ma- 

ny; Gttiltian,  Cojmo,  Lodowick^  and  Gratii>  two  hundred 
each;  mine  own  Company,  Chitcpher,  Vaumondy  Bentii,  two 
hundred  and  fifty  each,  fo  that  the  Mufter-fiie,  rotten  and 
found,  upon  my  Life  amounts  not  to  fifteen  thoufand  Pole* 
half  of  the  which  dare  not  fhake  the  Snow  from  off  their 

Coffacks,  left  they  fhake  themfclves  to  Pieces. 
Ber.  What  (hall  be  done  to  himf 

i  Ld.  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  Demand  of 
him  my  Conditions,  and  what  Credit  I  have  with  the 
Dukei 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down.  You  ill  all  demand  of  him, 
whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be  i'th'  Camp,  a  Frenchman; 
what  his  Reputation  is  with  the  Duke,  what  his  Valour, 
Honefty,  and  Expertnefs  in  War  ;  or  whether  he  thinks  it 
were  not  poffible  with  well  weighing  Sums  of  Gold  to  cor- 

rupt him  to  revolt.  What  fay  you  to  this?  What  do  you 
know  of  it/* 

Par.  I  befeech  you  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular  of  the 
Interrogatories.     Demand  them  fingly. 

Int.  Do  you  know  Captain  Dumain? 
Par,  I  know  him,  he  was  a  Botcher's  Prentice  in  Paris$ 

from  whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the  Sheriff's  Fool 
with  Child,  dumb  Innocent,  that  could  not  fay  him  nay. 

Ber.  Nay,  by  your  leave  hold  your  Hands,  tho*  I  know his  Brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  Tile  that  falls. 

Int.  Well,  is  this  Captain  in  the  Duke  of  Florence's 
Camp?  Par. 
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Par.  Upon  my  Knowledge  he  is,  and  lowfie. 
i  Ld.  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  me,  we  fliall  hear  of  you 

Lord  anon. 

Int.  What  is  his  Reputation  with  the  Duke  ? 
Pan  The  Duke  knows  him  for  no  other,  but  a  poor  Offi- 

cer of  mine,  and  writ  to  me  the  other  Day  to  turn  him  out 

o'th5  Band,     I  think  I  have  his  Letter  in  my  Pocket. 
Int.  Marry  we'll  fearch. 
Par.  In  good  Sadnefs  I  do  not  know,  either  it  is  there^ 

or  it  is  upon  a  File  with  the  Duke's  other  Letters,  in  my Tent. 

Int.  Here  'tis,  here's  a  Paper,  fhall  I  read  it  to  you? Par.  I  do  not  know  if  it  be  it  or  no. 

Ber.  Our  Interpreter  do's  it  well. 
1  Ld.  Excellently. 

Int.  Dian,  the  Count* s  a  Fool,  and  full  of  Gold. 
Par.  That  is  not  the  Duke's  Letter,  Sir;  that  is  an  Adver- 

tifement  to  a  proper  Maid  in  Florence,  one  Diana,  to  take 
heed  of  the  Allurement  of  one  Count  Rojfillion,  a  foolifti 
idle  Boy,  but  for  all  that  very  ruttifh.  I  pray  you,  Sif> 
put  it  up  again. 

Int.  Nay,  I'll  read  it  firft,  by  your  favour. 
Par.  My  meaning  in'r,  I  protefr,  was  very  honeft  in  the 

behalf  of  the  Maid ;  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to  be  a 
dangerous  and  lafcivious  Boy,  who  is  a  Whale  to  Virginity, 
and  devours  up  all  the  Fry  it  finds. 

Ber.  Damnable !  both  fides  Regue. 

Inter.    Reads  the  Letter. 

When  he  fw  ears  Oaths,  bid  him  drop  Gold,  and  take  it* 
After  he  [cores,  he  never  pays  the  Score: 
Half  won  is  Match  well  made,  match  and  well  make  it; 

He  ne'er  pays  after-Debts,  take  it  before. 
And  fay  a  Soldier  (Dian)  told  thee  this : 
Men  are  to  mell  with,  Boys  are  not  to  k*[s. 

For  count  of  this,  the  Count's  a  Fool,  I  know  ity 
Who  pap  before,  but  not  when  he  does  owe  it. 

Thine,  as  he  yow'd  to  thee  in  thine  Ear,* Paroh.es; 

Bcr. 



8 co  Alls  nvell  that  Ends  'well. 
Ber.  He  mall  bewhipt  through  the  Army  with  this  Rime 

in  his  Forehead. 

2  Ld.  This  is  your  devoted  Friend,  Sir,  the  manifold 

Linguift,  and  the  Army-potent  Soldier. 
Ber.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before,  but  a  Cat,  and 

he's  a  Cat  to  me. 

Int.  I  perceive,  Sir,  by  the  General's  Looks,  we  mail  be 
fain  to  hang  you. 

Par.  My  Life,  Sir,  in  any  cafe;  not  that  I  am  afraid  to 
die,  but  that  my  Offences  being  many,  I  would  repent  out 
the  Remainder  of  Nature.  Let  me  live,  Sir,  in  a  Dungeon, 

i'th'  Stocks,  any  where,  fo  I  may  live. 
Int.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confefs  freely; 

therefore  once  more  to  this  Captain  Dumain:  You  have  an- 

fwer'd  to  his  Reputation  with  the  Duke,  and  to  his  Valour. 
What  is  his  Honefly? 

Par,  He  will  fteal,  Sir,  an  Egg  out  of  a  Cloifter:  For 
Rapes  and  Ravifhments  he  parallels  Nejfus.  He  profefTes  not 

keeping  of  Oaths ;  breaking  them  he  is  ftronger  than  Her' 
ades.  He  will  lie,  Sir,  with  fuch  volubility,  that  you  would 
think  Truth  were  a  Fool:  Drunkennefs  is  his  beft  Virtue, 

for  he  will  be  Swine-drunk,  and  in  his  Sleep  he  does*little 
harm,  fave  to  his  Bed-cloaths  about  him;  but  they  know  his 
Conditions,  and  lay  him  in  Straw.  I  have  but  little  more 

to  fay,  Sir,  of  his  Honefty,  he  has  every  thing  that  an  ho- 
ned Man  fhouid  not  have  ;  what  an  honeft  Man  mould 

have,  he  has  nothing. 
i  Ld.   I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 
Ber.  For  this  Description  of  thine  Honefiy  f  A  Pox  upon 

him  for  me,  he's  more  and  more  a  Cat. 
Int.  What  fay  you  to  his  Expertnefs  in  War. 

Par.  Faith,  Sir,  h'as  led  the  Drum  before  the  EngUJh 
Tragedians :  To  belie  him  I  will  not,  and  more  of  his  Sol- 
dierlhip  I  know  not,  except  is  that  Country,  he  had  the 
Honour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  Place  there  caird  Mile-end^  to 
inftrucl:  for  the  doubling  of  Files.  I  would  do  the  Man  what 
Honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

i  Ld.  He  hath  out-villan'd  Villany  fo  far,  that  the  Rarity redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  Pox  on  him,  he's  a  Cat  ftill. 
Int.  His  Qualities  being  at  this  poor  Price,  I  need  not  to 

ask  you,  if  Gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt.  Par. 
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Par.  Sir,  for  a  Cardecue  he  will  k\\  the  Fee-fimple  of  his 

Salvation,  the  Inheritance  of  it,  and  cut  th'  Intail  from  all 
Remainders,  and  perpetual  Succeffion  for  it  perpetually 

Int.  What's  his  Brother,  the  other  Captain  Dumain  \ 

i  Ld.  Why  do's  he  ask  him  of  me? 
Int.  What's  he  ? 

Par.  E'en  a  Crowo'th'  fame  Neft;  not  altogether  fo  great 
as  the  firft  in  Goodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in  Evil. 
He  excells  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his  Brother  is  re- 

puted one  of  the  bed  that  is.  In  a  Retreat  he  out-runs  any 
Lackey;  marry  in  coming  on  he  has  the  Cramp. 

Int.  If  your  Life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  betray 
the  Florentine  I 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  Captain  of  his  Horfe,  Count  RoJJillion. 
Int.  I'll  whifper  with  the  General,  and  know  his  Plea- 

fure. 

Par.  I'll  no  more  drumming,  a  Plague  of  all  Drums,  on- 
ly to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  Suppofition 

of  that  lafcivious  young  Boy  the  Count,  have  I  run  into 
Danger ;  yet  who  would  have  fufpe&ed  an  Ambufti  where 
I  was  taken  ? 

Int.  There  is  no  Remedy,  Sir,  but  you  mull:  die;  the 
General  fays,  you  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  difcovered  the 
Secrets  of  your  Army>  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  Reports 
of  Men  very  nobly  held,  can  ferve  the  World  for  no  ho* 
neft  Ufe ;  therefore  you  mull:  die.  Come,  Heads-man,  off 
with  his  Head. 

Par.  O  Lord,  Sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my  Death. 
Int.  That  fhall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 

Friend s:  \Vnblinding  him. 
So  look  about  you;  know  you  any  here? 

Count.  Good  Morrow,  noble  Captain.    ■ 
2  Ld.  God  blefs  you,  Captain  Parolles. 
i  Ld.  God  fave  you,  noble  Captain. 
2  Ld.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord  La- 

fen\  I  am  for  Trance. 
i  Ld.  Good  Captain,  will  you  give  me  a  Copy  of  that 

fame  Sonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  Behalf  of  the  Count  Rof- 
fillion,  and  I  were  not  a  very  Coward,  Pd  compel  it  of  you  ; 
but  fare  you  well.  [Exeunt. 

Vol.  II.  /  Z  Inu 
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Int.  You  are  undone,  Captain,  all  but  your  Scarf,  that 

has  a  Knot  on't  yet. 
Par.  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  Plot? 
Int.  If  you  could  find  out  a  Country  where  but  Women 

were  that  had  receiv'd  fo  much  Shame,  you  might  begin 
an  impudent  Nation.  Fare  ye  well,  Sir,  I  am  for  France  too, 
we  fhall  fpeak  of  you  there.  [Exit. 

Par.  Yet  am  I  thankful :  If  my  Heart  were  great, 

'Twould  burfl:  at  this.    Captain,  I'll  be  no  more, 
But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  deep  as  foft 
As  Captain  mail.  Simply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  live :  Who  knows  himfelf  a  Braggart, 
Let  him  fear  this;  for  it  will  come  to  pafs, 
That  every  Braggart  (hall  be  found  an  Afs. 
Ruft  Sword,  cool  Blufhes,  and  Parolles  live 

Safeft  in  Shame;  being  fool'd,  by  Fool'ry  thrive  ; 
There's  Place  and  Means  for  every  Man  alive. 
I'll  after  them.  [Exit. 

Enter  Helena,  Widow,  and  Diana. 

HeL  That  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not  wrong'dyou, 
One  of  the  greateft  in  the  Chriftian  World 

Shall  be  my  Surety;  'fore  whofe  Throne 'tis  needful, 
E'er  I  can  perfed  mine  Intents,  to  kneel. 
Time  was  I  did  him  a  defired  Office, 

Dear  almofr.  as  his  Life,  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartars  Bofom  would  peep  forth, 

Aad  anfwer  Thanks.  I  duly  am  inform'd, 
His  Grace  is  at  Marfellies^  to  which  Place 
We  have  convenient  Convoy;  you  muft  know 
I  am  fuppofcd  dead,  the  Army  breaking, 

My  Husband  hies  him  home,  where  Heav'n  aiding, 
And  by  the  Leave  of  my  good  Lord  the  King, 
We'll  be  before  our  Welcome. 

Wid.  Gentle  Madam, 
You  never  had  a  Servant  to  whofe  truft 
Your  Bufinefs  was  more  welcome. 

HeL  Nor  you,  Miftrefs, 
Ever  a  Friend,  whofe  Thoughts  more  truly  labour 

To  recompence  your  Love:  Doubt  not  but  Heav'n 
Hath 
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Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  Daughter's  Dowre, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  Motive 
And  helper  to  a  Husband.  But,  O  ftrange  Men! 
That  can  fuch  fweet  Ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 

When  fawcy  trufting  of  the  cozen'd  Thoughts  1 
Defiles  the  pitchy  Night,  fo  Luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away. 
But  more  of  this  hereafter.   You  Diana, 

Under  my  poor  Inftru&ions  yet  muft  fuffer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Dia,  Let  Death  and  Honefty 
Go  with  your  Impofitions,  I  am  yours 

Upon  your  Will  to  fuffer. 
Hel.  Yet  I  pray  you: 

But  with  the  Word  the  Time  will  bring  on  Summer, 
When  Briars  mall  have  Leaves  as  well  as  Thorns, 
And  be  as  fweet  as  fharp:  We  muft  away, 

Our  Waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  Time  revives  us; 
All's  well  that  ends  well,  ftill,  that  finds  the  Crown; 

What  e'er  the  Courfe,  the  End  is  the  Renown.     {Exeunt. 
Enter  Count  efs9  Lafeu,  and  Clown. 

Laf  No,  no,  no,  your  Son  was  mifs-led  with  a  (nipt  taf- 
fata  Fellow  there,  whofe  villanous  Saffron  would  have  made 

all  the  unbak'd  and  dow  Youth  of  a  Nation  in  his  Colour. 
Your  Daughter-in-law  had  been  alive  at  this  Hour,  and  your 

Son  here  at  home,  more  advane'd  by  the  King  than  by  that 
red-taird  Humble- Bee  I  fpeak  of. 

Count.  I  would  I  had  not  known  him,  it  was  the  Death 
of  the  moil:  virtuous  Gentlewoman ;  that  ever  Nature  had 

Praife  for  Creating;  if  me  had  partaken  of  my  Flefh,  and 
coft  me  the  deareft  Groans  of  a  Mother,  I  could  not  have 
owed  her  a  more  rooted  Love. 

Laf.  'Twas  a  good  Lady,  'twas  a  good  Lady.  We  may 
pick  a  thoufand  Sallets  e'er  we  light  on  fuch  another  Herb. 

Clo.  Indeed,  Sir,  Ihe  was  the  fweet  Marjoram  of  the 
Sallet,  or  rather  the  Herb  of  Grace. 

Laf.  They  are  not  Sallet-Herbs,  you  Knave,  they  are 
Nofe-herbs. 

Clo.  I  am  no  ̂ ViNebuchadneztx,itry  Sir3 1  have  not  much 
Skill  in  GraflTe* 

Z  2,  Laf. 



8  04  All's  well  that  Ends  well. 
Laf  Whether  doft  thou  profcfs  thy  felf,  a  Knave  or  a 

Fool? 

Clo.  A  Fool,  Sir,  at  a  Woman's  Service,  and  a  Knave  at  a 
Man's. 

Laf.  Your  Diftindion  ? 
Clo.  I  would  cozen  the  Man  of  his  Wife,  and  do  his  Ser- 

vice. 
Laf.  So  you  were  a  Knave  at  his  Service  indeed. 
Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  Wife  my  Bauble,  Sir,  to  do  her 

Service. 
La.  I  will  fubfcribe  for  thee,  thou  art  both  Knave  and 

FooL 
Clo.  At  your  Service. 
Laf  No,  no,  no. 
Clo.  Why,  Sir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  I  can  ferve  as  great 

a  Prince  as  you  are. 

Laf.  Who's  that,  a  Frenchman*. 
Clo.  Faith,  Sir,  a  has  an  Englifh  Name,  butlhis  Phifnomy  is 

more  hotter  in  France  than  here. 

Laf.  What  Prince  is  that? 
Clo.  The  black  Prince,  Sir,  alias  the  Prince  of  Darknefs, 

alias  the  Devil. 

Laf  Hold  thee,  there's  my  Purfe,  I  give  thee  not  this 
to  fuggeft  thee  from  thy  Mailer  thou  talk'ft  of,  ferve  him ftilL 

Clo.  I  am  a  wooJland  Fellow,  Sir,  that  always  Iov*d  a 
great  Fire,  and  the  Matter  I  fpeak  of  ever  keeps  a  good  Fire, 
but  fure  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  World,  let  his  Nobility 
remain  in's  Court.  I  am  for  the  Houfe  with  the  narrow 
Gate,  which  I  take  to  be  too  little  for  Pomp  to  enter:  Some 
that  humble  themfelves  may,  but  the  many  will  be  toochill 

and  tender,  and  they'll  be  for  the  flowry  Way  that  leads  to 
the  broad  Gate,  and  the  great  Fire. 

Laf  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  aweary  of  thee,  and  I 
tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out  with  thee. 

Go  thy  ways,  let  my  Horfts  fbe  well  look'd  to,  without 
any  Tricks 

Clo.  If  I  put  any  Tricks  upon  'em,  they  (hall  be  Jadet 
Tricks,  which  are  their  own   Right  by  the  Law  of   Na- 

ture. [Exit. 
Laf.  A  fhrewd  Knave,  and  unhappy. 

Count.' 
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Count.  So  he  is.  My  Lord,  that's  gone,  made  himfelf  much 
Sport  out  of  him;  by  his  Authority  he  remains  here,  which 
he  thinks  is  a  Patent  for  his  Saucinefs,  and  indeed  he  has  no 
Pace,  but  he  runs  where  he  will. 

Laf  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifs;  and  I  was  about  to 
tell  you,  fince  I  heard  of  the  good  Lady's  Death,  and  that 
my  Lord  your  Son  was  upon  his  Return  home,  I  mov'd 
the  King  my  Matter  to  fpcak  in  the  Behalf  of  my  Daughter ; 
which  in  the  Minority  of  them  both,  his  Majefty,  out  of 
a  felf  gracious  Remembrance,  did  firftpropofe;  his  Highnefs 

hath  promis'd  me  to  do  it,  and  to  flop  up  the  Difpleafure 
he  hath  conceiv'd  againft  your  Son,  there  is  no  fitter  Mat- 

ter.    How  do's  your  Ladyfhiplike  it. 
Count.  With  very  much  Centent,  my  Lord,  and  I  wifh 

it  happily  effected. 

Laf  His  Highnefs  comes  Poft  from  Marfellie's>  of  as  able 
a  Body  as  when  he  numbred  thirty,  and  will  be  here  to 

Morrow ;  or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him,  that  in  fuch  Intelligence 
hath  feldomfail'd. 

Count.  It  rejoices  me  that  I  hope  I  fliall  fee  him  e'er  I  die: 
I  have  Letters  that  my  Son  will  be  here  to  Night:  I  fliall 

befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  remain  with  me  'till  they  meet 
together. 

Laf  Madam,  I  was  thinking  with  what  Manners  I  might 
fafely  be  admitted. 

Count.  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  Privilege. 
Laf  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  Charter;  but  I 

thank  my  God  it  holds  yet. 
Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  Madam,  yonders  my  Lord  your  Son  with  a  Patch 

of  Velvet  on's  Face;  whether  there  be  a  Scar  under'tornpt 
the  Velvet  knows,  but  'tis  a  goodly  Patch  of  Velvety  his 
left  Cheek  is  a  Cheek  of  two  Pile  and  a  half,  but  his  right 
Cheek  is  worn  bare. 

Count.  A  Scar  nobly  got, 
Or  a  noble  Scar,  is  a  good  Livery  of  Honoun 
So  belike  is  that. 

Clo.  But  it  is  your  carbinado'd  Face, 
Laf.  Let  us  go  fee 

Your  Son,  I  pray  you :  I  long  to  talk 
With  the  young  noble  Soldier. 

Z   3  Clo. 
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Clo.  'Faith  there's  a  dozen  of 'em,  with  delicate  fine  Hats* 

and  moft  courteous  Feathers,  which  bow  the  Head,  and 
ncd  at  every  Man.  [Exeunt. 

ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Helena,  Wtdow^  and  Diana,  with  two  Attendants. 

Hel.  T>  U  T  this  exceeding  pofting  Day  and  Night, 
J3  Muft  wear  your  Spirits  low,  we  cannot  help  it. 

But  fince  you  have  made  the  Days  and  Nights  as  one, 
To  wear  your  gentle  Limbs  in  my  Affairs, 
Be  bold  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital, 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.     In  happy  time. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

This  Man  may  help  me  to  his  Majefty'sEar, 
If  he  would  fpend  his  Power.     God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Gent.  And  you. 
HeL  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  Court  of  France. 
Gent.  I  have  been  fometimes  there. 

HeL  I  do  prefume,  Sir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  Report  that  £oes  upon  your  Goodnefs; 
And  therefore  goaded  with  m  >ft  fharp  Occsfionsa 
Which  lay  nice  Manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  Virtues,  for  the  which 
I  mall  continue  thankful. 

Gent.  What's  your  Will? 
Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 

To  give  this  poor  Petition  to  the  King, 
And  aid  me  with  that  ftoreof  Power  you  have 
To  come  into  his  Prefence. 

Gent.  The  King's  not  here, Hel.  Not  here,  Sir  ? 
Gent.  Not  indeed, 

He  hence  remov'd  laft  Night,  and  with  more  hafte Than  is  his  ufe. 
Wid.  Lord,  how  we  lofe  our  Pain?. 

HeL  All's  well  that  Ends  well  yet, 
Tho'  Time  feem  fo  adverfe,  and  means  unfit; 
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I  do  befeech  you,  whither  is  he  gone? 
Gent.  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  RoJJilion, 

Whither  I  am  going. 
Hel.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir, 

Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  King  before  me, 
Commend  the  Paper  to  his  gracious  Hand, 
Which,  I  prefume,  (hall  render  you  no  blame, 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  Pains  for  it, 
I  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

Gent.  This  I'll  do  for  you. 

Hel.  And  you  mail  find  your  felf  to  be  well  thank'd, 
what  e'er  falls  more.  We  muft  to  Horfe  again.  Go,  go, 
provide.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Clown  and  Parolles. 

Par.  Good  Mr.  Levatch>  give  my  Lord  La  feu  this  Let* 
ter ;  I  have  e'er  now,  Sir,  been  better  known  to  you,  when 
I  have  held  familiarity  with  freflier  Clothes  ;  but  I  am 

now,  Sir,  muddied  in  Fortune's  Mood,  and  fmell  fornewhat 
ftrong  of  her  ftrong  Difpleafure. 

Clo.  Truly,  Fortune's  Difpleafure  is  but  fluttifli,  if  it 
fmell  fo  ftrongly  as  thou  fpeak'ft  of :  I  will  henceforth  eat  no 
FifTi  of  Fortune's  butt'ring.     Prethee,  allow  the  Wind. 

Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  to  flop  your  Nofe,  Sir;  I  fpeak 
but  a  Metaphor. 

Go.  Indeed,  Sir,  if  your  Metaphor  ftink,  I  will  flop  my 

Nofe,  or  againft  any  Man's  Metaphor.  Prethee  get  thee further. 

Par.  Pray  you,  Sir,  deliver  me  this  Paper. 

Clo.  Foh !  prethee  {land  away ;  a  Paper  from  Fortune's 
Clofe-flooJ,  to  give  to  a  Nobleman.  Look  here  he  comes 
himfelf. 

Enter  Lafeu* 

Clo.  Here  is  a  ̂ >ur  of  Fortune's,  Sir,  or  of  Fortune's  Cat? 
but  not  a  Mufcat ;  that  hath  fall*n  into  the  unclean  Fifli- 
pond  of  her  Difpleafure,  and,  ̂ s  he  fays,  muddied  withal. 
Pray  you,  Sir,  ufe  the  Carp  as  you  may,  for  he  looks  like 
a  poor,  decayed,  ingenious,  foolifh,  rafcally  Knave.  I  do 
pity  his  Diftrefs  in  my  Smiles  of  Comfort,  and  leave  him 
to  your  Lordihipv 

Z  4  Tar. 
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Par.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  Man  whom  Fortune  hath  crucify 
fcratch'd. 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do?  'Tis  too 
Jate  to  pare  her  Nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  play'd  the 
Knave  with  Fortune,  that  (he  fhould  fcratch  you,  who  of 
her  felf  is  a  good  Lady,  and  would  not  have  Knaves  thrive 

long  under  her?  There's  a  Cardecuc  for  you  :  Let  the  Ju- 
ftices  make  you  and  Fortune  Friends ;  I  am  for  other  Bu«> 
finefs. 

Par.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  to  hear  me  one  finglc 
word. 

Laf  You  beg  a  fingle  Penny  more:  Come,  you  fhall 

ha'r,  fave  your  word. 
Par.  My  Name,  my  good  Lord,  is  Parolles. 
Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox  my  Paf» 

fion,  give  me  your  Hand :  How  does  your  Drum  ? 
Par.  O  my  good  Lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found me. 

Laf.  Was  I,  infooth  ?  And  I  was  the  firft  that  loft  thee. 
Par.  It  lyes  in  you,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome  Grace, 

for  you  did  bring  me  out. 
Laf.  Out  upon  the  Knave,  doll  thou  put  upon  me  at 

once,  borh  the  Office  of  God  and  Devil ;  one  brings  thee 

in  Grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  The  King's  com- 
ing, I  know  by  his  Trumpets.  Sirrah,  enquire  further  after 

me,  I  had  talk  of  you  laft  Night ;  tho'  you  are  a  Fool  and 
a  Knave,  you  ih all  eat,  goto,  follow. 

Par,  I  praife  God  for  you.  [Exeunt. 

Flour  ip.     Enter  King,  Countefs,  Lafeu,  the  two  French 
Lords,  with  Attendants. 

King,  We  I  oil  a  Jewel  of  her  and  our  Efteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it ;  but  your  Son^ 

As  mad  in  Folly,  lack'd  the  Senfe  to  know Her  Eftimation  home. 

Count.  sTis  paft,  my  Liege; 
And  I  befeech  your  Majefty  to  make  it 

Natural  Rebellion,  done  fth'  blade  of  Youth, 
Wken  Oil  and  Fire,  too  ftrong  for  Reafon's  force, 
Overbears  it,  and  burns  on. 

King. 
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King.  My  honour'd  Lady, 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all, 

Tho*  my  Revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him, 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  fhoot. 

Laf.  This  I  muft  fay, 
But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon ;  the  young  Lord 
Did  to  his  Majefty,  his  Mother,  and  his  Lady, 
Offence  of  mighty  Note;  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all.     He  loft  a  Wife, 
Whofe  Beauty  did  aftonifh  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  Eyes ;  whofe  Words  all  Ears  took  captive; 

Whofe  deep  Perfection,  Hearts  that  fcorn'd  to  ferve, 
Humbly  call'd  Miftrefs. 

King.  Praifing  what  is  loft, 
Makes  the  Remembrance  dear.  Well— call  him  hither, 
We  are  reconcil'd,  and  the  firft  View  fhall  kill 
All  Repetition  :  Let  him  not  ask  our  Pardon, 
The  nature  of  his  great  Offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  Oblivion,  we  do  bury 

Th'  incenfing  Relicks  of  ir.     Let  him  approach 
A  Stranger,  no  Offender  ;  and  inform  him 

So  'tis  our  Will  he  fhould. 
Gent.  I  fhall,  my  Liege. 
King.  What  fays  he  to  your  Daughter? 

Have  you  fpoke  ? 
Laf.  All  that  he  is,  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs. 
King.  Then  fhall  we  have  a  Match.     I  have  Letters  fent 

rue,  that  fet  him  high  in  Fame. 
Enter  Bertram. 

Laf.  He  looks  well  on't. 
King.  I  am  not  a  Day  of  Seafon, 

For  thou  maift  fee  a  Sun-fhine,  and  a  Hail 
In  me  at  once ;  but  to  the  brighteft  Beams 
Diftra&ed  Clouds  give  way,  fo  ftand  thou  forth, 
The  Time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  My  high  repented  Blames, 
Dear  Sovereign,  pardon  me. 

King.  All  is  whole, 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  coafumed  Time, 

Let's  take  the  Inftant  by  the  forward  Top  $ For 
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For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  Decrees 
Th*  iaaudible  and  noifelefs  Foot  of  Time 

Steals,  e'er  we  can  effect  their.     You  remember 
The  Daughter  of  this  Lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  Liege.   At  firft 

I  (tuck  my  Choice  upon  her,  e'er  my  Heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  Herald  of  my  Tongue: 
Where  the  Irnpreffion  of  mine  Eye  enfixing, 
Contempt  his  fcornful  Perfpective  did  lend  me, 

Which  warp'd  the  Line  of  every  other  Favour, 
Scorn'd  a  fair  Colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftoirn? 
Extended  or  contracted  all  Proportions 
To  a  mod  hideous  Object.     Thence  it  came. 

That  (he,  whom  all  Men  prais'd,  and  whom  my  felf, 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov'd  ;  was  in  mine  Eye The  Duft  that  did  offend  it. 

King.  Well  excus'd : 
That  thou  did  ft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  Sores  away 

From  the  great  'Compt ;  but  Love  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  remorfeful  Pardon  flowly  carried, 
To  the  great  fender,  turns  a  fowre  Offence, 

Crying,  that's  good  that's  gone :  Our  rafh  Faults 
Make  trivial  Price  of  ferious  Things  we  have, 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  Grave. 
Oft  our  Difpleafurts  to  our  felves  unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  Friends,  and  after  weep  their  Duft : 

Our  own  Love  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done, 
While  fhameful  Hate  fleeps  out  the  Afternoon. 
Be  this  fweet  Hellens  Knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  Token  for  fair  Maudlin, 

The  main  Confents  are  had,  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  fee  our  Widower's  fecond  Marriage  Day : 
Which  better  than  the  firft,  O  dear  Heav'n  blefs, 

Or,  e'er  they  meet,  in  me,  O  Nature,  ceafe. 
Laf.  Come  on  my  Son,  in  whom  my  Houfe's  Name 

Muft  be  diverted :  Give  a  Favour  from  you 
To  fparkle  in  the  Spirits  of  my  Daughter, 
That  ftie  may  quickly  come.     By  my  old  Beard, 

And  every  Hair  that's  on't,  Hellen,  that's  dead, 
Was  a  fweet  Creature :  Such  a  Ring  as  this, 
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The  laft  that  e'er  fhe  took  her  leave  at  Court, 
I  faw  upon  her  Finger. 

Ber.  Hers  it  was  not. 

King.  Now  pray  you  let  me  fee  it.     For  mine  Eye, 

While  I  was  fpeaking,  oft  was  faften'd  to't  : 
This  Ring  was  mine,  and  when  I  gave  it  Hellen, 
I  bad  her,  if  her  Fortunes  ever  flood 
Neceilited  to  help,  that  by  this  Token 
I  would  relieve  her.     Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  ftiould  ftead  her  moft  ? 

Ber.  My  gracious  Sovereign, 

How  e'er  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo, 
The  Ring  was  never  hers. 

Count.  Son,  on  my  Life, 

I  have  feen  her  wear  it,  and  fhe  reckoned  it 
At  her  Life's  rate. 

Laf.  I  am  fure  I  faw  her  wear  it. 

Ber.  You  are  deceiv'd,  my  Lord,  fhe  never  faw  it ; 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  Cafement  thrown  me, 

Wrap'd  in  a  Paper,  which  contained  the  Name 
Of  her  that  threw  it  :  Noble  (he  was,  and  thought 

I  flood  engag'd,  but  when  I  had  fubferib'd 
To  mine  own  Fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  Honour 
As  fhe  had  made  the  Overture,  fhe  ceaft 
In  heavy  Satisfaction,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  Ring  again. 

King.  Flatus  himfelf, 
That  knows  the  TincT:  and  multiplying  Medicine, 

Hath  not  in  Nature's  Myftery  more  Science, 
Than  I  have  in  this  Ring.     'Twas  mine,  'twas  Hellens, 
Whoever  gave  it  you :  Then  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  your  fdf, 

Confefs  'twas  hers,  and  by  what  rough  Enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.     She  call'd  the  Saints  to  furety, 
That  fhe  would  never  put  it  from  her  Finger, 
SJnlefs  fhe  gave  it  to  your  felf  in  Bed, 
(Where  yeu  have  never  come^  or  fent  it  us 
JJpon  her  great  Difafter. 

Bsr*  She  never  faw  it. King* 
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King.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  falfly,  as  I  Jove  mine  Honour 
And  mak'ft  conjectural  Fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  mut  out;  if  it  mould  prove 

That  thou  art  fo  inhuman   'twill  not  prove  (o  - 
And  yet  I  know  not   thou  didft  hate  her  deadly, 
And  lhe  is  dead,  which  nothing  but  to  clofe 
Her  Eyes  my  felf,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  than  to  fee  this  Ring.     Take  him  away, [Guards  fciz,e  Bertram, 

My  fore-palt  proofs,  howe  er  the  matter  fall, 
Shall  tax  my  Fears  of  little  Vanity, 

Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.     Away  with  him, 
We'll  fift  this  Matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  (hall  prove 
This  Ring  was  ever  hers,  you  fliall  as  eafie, 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  Bed  in  Florence, 

Where  yet  (he  never  was.f  \_Exit  Bertram  guarded. Enter  a  Gentleman. 

King.  I  am  wrap'd  in  difmal  Thinking. 
Gent.  Gracious  Sovereign, 

Whether  I  have  been  to  blame  or  no,  I  know  not, 

Here's  a  Petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  hath  for  four  or  five  Removes  come  ftiort* 
To  tender  it  her  felf.     I  undertook  it, 

Vanquim'd  thereto  by  the  fair  Grace  and  Speech 
Of  the  poor  Suppliant,  who  by  this  I  know 
Is  here  attending  :  her  Bufinefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  Vifage,  and  me  told  me 
In  a  fwcet  verbal  Brief,  it  did  concern 

Your  Highnefs  with  her  felf. 

The  King  reads  a  Letter* 

IJpon  his  many  Protefiations  to  marry  me,  when  his  Wife 
-was  dead)  I  blujh  to  fa)  it,  he  won  me.  Now  is  the  Count 
Roflilion  Widower,  his  Vows  are  forfeited  tome  >  and  my  Ho- 

nours f  aid  to  him.  He  flole  from  Florence,  taking  no  leave, 
and  I  follow  him  to  this  Country  for  Jufticet  Grant  it  me,  Q 
King,  in  you  it  befi  Lyes,  otherwifi  a  Seducer  flour  ifhes,  and  a 
poor  Maid  is  undone. 

Diana  Capilet. Laf. 
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Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  Son-in-Law  in  a  Fair,  and  Toll  him 

for  this.     I'll  none  of  him. 

King.  The  Heav'ns  have  thought  well  on  thee,  Lafeu, 
To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.    Seek  the  Sutors : 
Go  fpeedily,  and  bring  again  the  Count. 

Enter  Bertram. 

I  am  afraid  the  Life  of  Hellen  (Lady) 

Was  foully  fnatch'd. 
Count.  Now  Jufticc  on  the  Doers. 
King.  I  wonder,  Sir,  Wives  are  fo  monftrous  to  you, 

And  that  you  fly  them  foon  as  you  fwear  them  Lordftiip  ; 

Yet  you  defire  to  marry.     What  Woman's  that ! 
Enter  Widow%  and  Diana, 

Dia.  I  am,  my  Lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capilet; 
My  Suit,  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

Wtd.  I  am  her  Mother,  Sir,  whofe  Age  and  Honour 
Both  fufFer  under  this  Complaint  we  bring, 
And  both  ftiall  ceafe  without  your  remedy. 

King.  Come  hither,  Count,  do  you  know  thefc  Women  ? 
Ber.  My  Lord,  I  neither  can  nor  wili  deny 

But  that  I  know  them;  do  they  charge  me  further? 
Dia.  Why  do  you  look  fo  flrange  upon  your  Wife  ? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord. 
Dia.  If  you  fhall  marry 

You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine; 

You  give  away  Heav'ns  Vows,  and  thofe  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  my  felf,  which  is  known  mine  ; 
For  I  by  Vow  am  fo  embodied  yours, 
That  fne  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me, 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.  Your  Reputation  comes  too  fhort  for  my  Daughter, 
you  are  no  Husband  for  her.  [To  Bertram. 

Ber.  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  aiad  defperate  Creature, 
Whom  fometime  I  have  laugh/d  with  :  Let  your  Highnefs 
Lay  a  more  noble  Thought  upon  mine  Honour, 

I  Than  for  to  think  that  I  would  fink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  Thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to  friend, 

'Till  your  Deeds  gain  them  fairer :  Prove  your  Honour, Then  in  my  Thought  it  lyes. 
Dia. 
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Dim.  Good  my  Lord, 
Ask  him  upon  his  Oath,  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  my  Virginity. 

King.  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  her  ? 
Ber.  She's  Impudent,  my  Lord, 

And  was  a  common  Gamefter  to  the  Camp. 
Dia.  He  does  me  wrong,  my  Lord;  if  I  were  fo, 

He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  Price. 
Do  not  believe  him.     O  behold  this  Ring, 
Whofe  high  Refpecl:  and  rich  Validity 
Did  lack  a  Parallel :  Yet  for  all  that 

He  gave  it  to  a  Commoner  o'th'  Camp, If  I  be  one. 

Count.  He  blufhes,  and  'tis  hit : 
Of  fix.  preceeding  Anceftors,  that  Jem 

Confer'd  by  Teftament  to  th'  fequent  I  flue 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.     This  is  his  Wife, 
That  Ring's  a  thoufand  Proofs. 

King.  Methought  you  faid 
You  faw  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefs  it. 

Dia.  I  did,  my  Lord,  but  loath  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  Inftrument;  his  Name's  Parolles. 

Laf.  I  faw  the  Man  to  day,  if  Man  he  be. 
King,  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 
Ber.  What  of  him? 

He's  quoted  for  a  mod  perfidious  Slave, 
With  all  the  Spots  o'th'  World,  tax'd  and  deboifh'd, 
Which  Nature  fickens  with :  but  to  fpeak  truth, 

Am  I,  or  that  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing? 

King.  She  hath  that  Ring  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think  (lie  has ;  certain  it  is  I  lik'd  her,' 
And  boarded  her  i'th'  wanton  way  of  Youth  : 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  of  me, 
Madding  my  eagernefs  with  her  reftraint, 

As  all  Impediments  in  Fancy's  courfe 
Are  Motives  of  more  Fancy,  and  in  fine, 

Her  Infuit  coming  with  her  modern  ©race,' 
Subdu'd  me  to  her  rate  ;  (he  got  the  Ring, 
And  I  had  that  which  any  Inferior  might 
At  Market  Price  have  bought. 
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Did.  I  muft  be  patient  : 
You  that  have  turn'd  off  a  firft  fo  noble  Wife, 
May  juftly  Diet  me.     I  pray  you  yet, 
Since  you  lack  Virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  Husband, 
Send  for  your  Ring,  I  will  return  it  home, 
And  give  me  mine  again, 

Ber.  I  have  it  not. 

King.  What  Ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you? 
Dia.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  Finger : 
King.  Know  you  this  Ring,  this  Ring  was  his  of  late. 
Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 
King.  The  Story  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 

Out  of  a  Cafement. 
Enter  Parolles. 

Ber.  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs  the  Ring  was  hers. 
King.  You  boggle  ftirewdly,  every  Feather  ftarts  you: 

Is  this  the  Man  you  fpeak  of  ? 
Dia.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
King.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge  you, 

Not  fearing  the  Difpleafure  of  your  Matter ; 
Which  on  your  juft  Proceeding  Til  keep  off, 
By  him,  and  by  this  Woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  Matter  hath  been  an 
honourable  Gentleman,  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him,  which 
Gentlemen  have. 

King.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe;  Did  he  love  this 
Woman  ?  Q 

Par.  'Faith,  Sir,  he  did  love  her,  but  how  ! 
King.  How,  I  pray  you? 
Par.  He  did  love  her*  Sir,  as  a  Gentleman  loves  a  Wo- 

man. 

King.  How  is  that? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her,  Sir,  and  lov'd  her  not. 
King.  As  thou  art  a  Knave,  and  no  Knave ;  what  an  equi- 

vocal Companion  is  this  ? 

Par.  I  am  a  poor  Man,  and  at  your  Majefty's  Command. 

Laf.'He's  a  good  Drum,  my  Lord,  but  a  naughty  O- rator. 

Dia.  Do  you  know  he  promis'd  me  Manage? 
Par.  'Faith,  I  know  more  than  Til  fpeak. 
King.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'ft? Par, 



S  i  C  Alls  well  that  Ends  well. 

Par.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty.  I  did  go  between 

them,  as  I  faid  ;  but  more  than  that,  he  lov'd  her  :  For, 
indeed,  he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Sathan,  and 
of  Limbo,  and  of  Furies,  and  I  know  not  what ;  yet 
I  was  in  that  Credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew 

of  their  going  to  Bed,  and  of  other  Motions,  as  promifing 
her  Marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill  will  to 
fpeak  of;  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I  know. 

King.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou  canft  fry 
they  are  married;    but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  Evidence  ; 
therefore  ftand  atide.     This  Ring,  you  fay,  was  yours  ? 

Dia.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
King.  Where  did  you  buy  it?  or  who  gave  it  you? 
Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  ner  did  I  buy  it. 
King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 
Dia.  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 
Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

King.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  ways, 
How  could  you  give  it  him. 

Dia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf.  This  Woman's  an  eafie  Glove,  my  Lord,  fhe  goes 
off  and  on  at  pleafure. 

King.  This  Ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft  Wife. 
Dia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  ought  I  know. 
King.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  bow, 

To  Prifon  with  her  :  And  away  with  him. 
Unlefs  thou  telPft  me  where  thou  hadft  this  Ring, 
Thou  dieft  within  this  Hour. 

Dia.  I'll  never  tell  you. 
King.  Take  her  away. 

Dia.  I'll  put  in  Bail,  my  Liege. 
King.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  Cuftomer. 

Dia.  Bv  Jove,  if  ever  I  knew  Man,  'twas  you. 
King.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  while? 
Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty ; 

He  knows  I  am  no  Maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't ; 
I'll  fwear  I  am  a  Maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  King,  I  am  no  Strumpet,  by  my  Life; 

I  am  either  Maid  ,or  elfe  this  old  Man's  Wifc[Powting  to  Laf. King. 
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King.  She  does  abufe  our  Ears,  to  Prifon  with  her. 
Dia.  Good  Mother,  fetch  my  Bail.     Stay,  Royal,  Siri 

The  Jeweller  that  owes  the  Ring  is  fent  for, 
And  he  (hall  furety  me.     But  for  this  Lord,         [7VBcrt. 

Who  hathabus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf, 
Tho5  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him. 
He  knows  himfelf  my  Bed  he  hath  defil'd, 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  Wife  with  Child ; 

Dead  tho*  (he  be,  me  feels  her  young  one  kick: 
So  there's  my  Riddle,  one  that's  dead  is  quick. 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Helena  andlVtdow. 

King.  Is  there  no  Exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  Office  of  mine  Eyes? 

Is't  real  that  I  fee  ? 
Hel.  No,  my  good  Lord, 

*Tis  but  the  iTiadow  of  a  Wife  yau  fee, 
The  Name,  and  not  the  Thing. 

Ber.  Both,  both,  O  pardon. 
Hel.  Ob,  my  good  Lord,  when  I  was  like  this  Maid, 

I  found  you  wondrous  kind*  there  is  your  Ring, 

And  look  you,  here's  your  Letter :  This  it  fays, 
When  from  my  Finger  yon  can  get  this  Ring, 
And  are  by  me  with  Child,  &c.     This  is  done* 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

Ber.  If  (lie,  my  Liege,  can  make  me  know  this  clearly* 

I'll  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 
Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue* 

Deadly  Divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you* 
O,  my  dear  Mother,  do  I  fee  you  living?    \To  the  Count  eft* 

Laf.  Mine  Eyes  fmell  Onions>  I  (hall  weep  anon: 
Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  Handkerchief.      [To  ParolJes* 
So,  I  thank  thee,  wait  oh  me  home,  I'll  make  Sport  with 
thee  :  Let  thy  Courtefies  alone,  they  are  fcurvy  ones* 

King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  Story  know, 
To  make  the  even  Truth  in  pleafure  flow  : 

If  thou  beeft  yet  a  frefti  uncropped  Flower,        [To  Diana*' 
Chufe  thou  thy  Husband,  and  I'll  pay  thy  Dower, 
For  I  can  guefs,  that  by  thy  honeft  aid, 

Thou  keep'ft  a  Wife  her  felf,  thy  felf  a  Maid. Vol.  II*  A  a  Of 
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Of  that  and  all  the  Progrefs  more  and  lefs, 
Refolvedly  more  lcifure  (hall  exprefs : 
All  yet  feems  well,  and  if  it  end  fo  meet, 
The  bitter  paft>  more  welcome  is  the  fweet. 

EPILOGUE. 

THE  Kings  a  Beggar,  now  the  Play  is  done  : 
All  is  well  ended,  if  his  Suit  be  wony 

That  you  exprejs  Content ;  which  we  will  Pay, 
With  ftrife  to  pleafe  you,  day  exceeding  day  ; 
Ours  be  your  Patience  then9  and  yours  onr  Parts9 
Tonr  gentle  Hands  lend  us9  and  take  our  Hearts* 

[Exeunt. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

ORfino,  Duke  of  Illyria. 
Sebaftian,  a  young  Gentleman^   Brother  to 

Viola. 

Antonio,  a  Sea-Captain^  Friend  to  Sebaftian. 

(2  '    f    Gentlemen  attending  on  the  Duke, 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  Uncle  £0  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,  a  foolijh  Knight,  preten- 
ding to  Olivia. 

A  Sea-Captain^  Friend  to  Viola. 
Fabian,  Servant  to  Olivia. 

Malvolio,  a  f ant aftical  Steward  to  Olivia. 
Clowny  Servant  to  Olivia. 

Olivia,  a  Lady  of  great  Beauty  and  Fortune >  be- 

lov'd  by  the  Duke. 
Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke. 

Maria,  Confident  to  Olivia. 

Trieft,  Sailors,  Officers,   and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE  a  City  on  the  Coaft  of 
Illyria. 
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What  you  will. 

ACT  I.    SCENE    I 
SCENE    I.  The  Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke^  Curio,  and  Lords. 
D  V  K  E. 

F  Mufick  be  the  Food  of  Love,  play  on, 
Give  me  excefs  of  it;  that  furfeiting 
The  Appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die. 
That  Strain  again,  it  had  a  dying  Fall: 

O,  it  came  o'er  my  Ear,  like  the  fweet  Wind 
That  breathes  upon  a  Bank  of^Violets, 

Stealing,  and  giving  Odour,  Enough,  no  more; 

'Tis  not  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 
O  Spirit  of  Love,  how  quick  and  frefh  art  thou! 

That  notwithstanding  thy  Capacity, 
Receiveth  as  the  Sea;  Nought  enters  there, 

Of  what  validity  and  pitch  fo  e'er. 
But  falls  into  Abatement,  and  low  Price, 
Even  in  a  Minute;  fo  full  of  Shapes  is  Fancy* 
That  it  alone  is  high  fantaftical. 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord  I 
D*kf.  What,  Curio? 



Siz  Twelfth-Night;  or, 
Cur.  The  Hart. 

Duke.  Why  fo  I  do,  the  nobleft  that  I  have: 
O  when  mine  Eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 

Methought  flie  purg'd  the  Air  of  Peftilence; 
That  Inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  Hart, 
And  my  Defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  Hounds, 

E'er  fince  purfue  me.      How  now,  what  News  from  her? Enter  Valentine. 

VaL  SopleafemyLord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
But  from  her  Hand-maid  do  return  this  Anfwer: 

The  Element  it  felf,  'till  feven  Years  heat, 
Shall  not  behold  her  Face  at  ample  View; 
But  like  a  Cloyftrefs  fhe  will  vailed  walk, 
And  water  once  a  Day  her  Chambers  round 
With  Eye-offending  Brine :  All  this  to  feafon 

A  Brother'sdead  Love,  which  fhe  would  keepfrefh 
And  lading  in  her  fad  Remembrance. 

Duke.  O  fhe  that  hath  a  Heart  of  this  fine  Frame, 
To  pay  this  Debt  of  Love  but  to  a  Brother, 
How  will  (he  love,  when  the  rich  golden  Shaft 
Hath  kiird  the  Flock  of  all  Affections  elfe 
That  live  in  her!  When  Liver,  Brain,  and  Heart, 

Thefe  foveraign  Thrones,  are  all  fupply'd,  and  fill'd 
Her  fweet  Perfections  with  one  felf-fame  King : 
Away  before  me,  to  fweet  Beds  of  Flowers, 

Love  Thoughts  lye  rich,  when  canopy'd  with  Bowers. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE    II.  The  Street. 

inter  Viola,  a  Captain  and  Sailors, 
Flo,  What  Country,  Friends,  is  this? 
Cap.  This  is  Illjria^  Lady. 
Vio.  And  what  fhould  I  do  in  Illyrial 

My  Brother  he  is  in  Eliz^ium. 

Perchance  he  is  not  drown'd;  what  think  you,  Sailors? 
Cap.  It  is  perchance  that  you  your  felf  were  fav'd. 
Vio*  O  my  poor  Brother!  And  fo  perchance  may  he  be. 
Cap.  True,  Madam;  and  to  comfort  you  with  Chance, 

Affure  your  felf,  after  our  Ship  did  fplit, 
When  you,  and  thofe  poor  Number  faved  with  you, 

Hung 
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Hung  on  your  driving  Boat:  I  faw  your  Brother, 
Mod  provident  in  Peril,  bind  himfelf, 

Courage  and  Hope  both  teaching  hmi  the  Practice, 

To  a  ftrong  Maft  that  liv'd  .upon  the  Sea, 

Where  like  Orion  on  the  Dolphin's  Back, 
I  faw  him  hold  Acquaintance  with  the  Waves, 
So  long  as  I  could  fee. 

Fto.  F jr  faying  fo,  there's  Gold : 
Mine  own  Ekape  unfoldeth  to  my  Hope, 
Whereto  thy  Speech  ferves  for  Authority, 

The  like  of  him,  Know'ft  thou  this  Country? 
Cap.  Ay,  Madam,  well;  for  I  was  bred  and  born 

Not  th«ee  Hours  Travel  from  this  very  Place. 
Pio.  Who  governs  here? 
Cap.  A  noble  Duke  in  Nature,  as  in  Name. 
Fio.  What  is  his  Name? 

Cup.  Orfino. 
Vto.  Or/mo !  I  have  he ard  my  Father  Name  him* 

He  was  a  Batchellor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late; 
For  but  a  Month  a^o  I  went  from  hence, 

And  then  'twas  frefli  in  Murmur,  as  you  know 
What  great  o:es  do,  the  lefs  wili  prattle  of, 
That  he  d  d  feek  the  Love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  Wi  at's  flie? 
Cap.  A  virtuous  Maid,  the  Daughter  of  a  Count, 

That  dy'd  fome  twelve  Months  fince,  then  leaving  her In  the  Protection  of  his  Son,  her  Brother, 

Who  (ho  tly  a'fo  dy'd  ;  for  whofe  dear  Love, 
They  fay,  fhe  had  abjur'd  the  Sight 
And  Company  of  Men. 

Fio.  O  that  I  ferv'd  that  Lady, 
And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  World, 
'Till  I  had  made  mine  own  Occafion  meHow 
What  my  Eftate  is. 

Cap.   That  were  hard  to  compafs, 
Becaufe  (he  will  admit  no  kind  of  Suit, 

No,  not  the  Duke's. 
Vio.  There  is  a  fair  Behavior  in  thee,  Captain  ; 

And  tho'  that  Nature,  with  a  beauteous  Wall 
Doth  oft  clofc  in  Pollution  ;  yet  of  thee. 
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I  will  believe  thou  haft  a  Mind  that  fuits 

With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  Charafter. 

I  prethee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteoufly, 
Conceal  me  what  I  ana,  and  be  my  Aid, 
For  fuch  Difguife  as  haply  fhall  become 

The  Form  of  my  Intent.  I'll  ferve  this  Duke, 
Thou  fhalt  prefent  me  as  an  Eunuch  to  him, 
It  may  be  worth  thy  Pains;  for  I  can  flng, 
And  fpeak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  Mufick, 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  Service. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  Time  I  will  commit, 
Only  fhape  thou  thy  Silence  to  my  Wit. 

Cap,  Be  you  his  Eunuch,  and  your  Mute  I'll  be, 
When  my  Tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  Eyes  not  fee. 

Fto.  I  thank  thee;  lead  me  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III.  Olivia  j  Houfe. 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To,  What  a  Plague  means  my  Neece  to  take  the  Death 

of  her  Brother  thus?  I  am  Aire  Care's  an  Enemy  to  Life. 
Mar,  By  my  Troth,  Sir  Toby,  you  muft  come  in  earlier 

a  Nights;  your  Coufin,  my  Lady,  takes  great  Exceptions  to 
your  ill  Hours. 

Sir  To.  Why  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 
Mar,  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  your  felf  within  the  mo- 

deft  Limits  of  Order. 

Sir  To,  Confine?  I'll  confine  my  felf  no  finer  than  I  am; 
thefe  Clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo  be  thefe 
Boots  too ;  and  they  be  net,  let  them  hang  themfelves  in  their 
own  Strap*. 

Alar,  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you;  I  heard 
my  Lady  talk  of  it  Yefterday,  and  of  a  foolifh  Knight  that 
you  brought  in  one  Night  here,  to  he  her  Wooer  ? 

Sir  To.  Who,  S  ir  Andrew  Ague  chcekj 
Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  Man  as  any's  in  Illjria. 
Mar.  What's  that  to  th*  Purpofe? 
Sir  To,  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  Ducats  a  Year. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  Year  in  all  thefe  Ducats  i 
He's  a  very  Fool,  and  a  Prodigal. 

Sir 
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Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  fay  fo:  He  plays  o'th'  Viol-de- 
Gambo,  and  fpe"aks  three  or  four  Languages  Word  for 
Word  without  Book,  and  hath  all  the  good  Gifts  of  Na- 
ture. 

Mar.  He  hath  indeed,  almoft  natural ;  for  befides  that 

he's  a  Fool,  he's  a  great  Quarreller ;  and  but  that  he  hath  theGift 
of  a  Coward  to  allay  the  Guft  he  hath  in  Quarrelling,  'tis 
thought  among  the  Prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  Gift 
of  a  Grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  Hand  they  are  Scoundrels  and  Subftradtors 
that  fay  fo  of  him.  Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  in 
your  Company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  Healths  to  my  Neece:  111  drink 
to  her  as  long  as  there  is  a  Paffage  in  my  Throat,  and 

Drink  in  Illyria.  He's  a  Coward  and  a  Coyftril  that  will 
not  drink  to  my  Neece  'till  his  Brains  turn  o'th'  Toe  like  a 
Parifli  Top.  What  Wench  i  Caftiliano  vttlgo ;  for  here  comes 
Sir  Andrew  Ague- face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Toby  Belch !  How  now,  Sir  Tobj  Belch  ? 
Sir  To.  Sweet  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  Shrew. 
Mar.  And  you  too,  Sir. 
Sir  To.  Accoft,  Sir  Andrew,  accoft. 

Sir  And.  What's  that  ? 
Sir  To.  My  Neece's  Chambermaid. 
Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Accoft,  I  defire  better  Acquain- 

tance. 

Mar.  My  Name  is  Mary,  Sir. 
Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Mary  accoft. 
Sir  To.  You  miftake,  Knight :  Accoft  is,  front  her,  board 

ber,  woe  her,  aflaiJ  her. 
Sir  And.  By  my  Troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her  in 

this  Company.  Is  that  the  Meaning  of  Accoft  ? 
Mar.  Fare  you  well,  Gentlemen. 
Sir  To.  And  thou  let  her  part  fo,  Sir  Andrew,  would  thou 

migh'ft  never  draw  Sword  again. 
§ir  And.  And  you  part  fo,  Miftrefs,  I  would  I  might  ne- 

ver draw  Sword  again.  Fair  Lady,  do  you  think  you  have 
Fools  in  Hand? 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  th'  Hand. 
Sir  And.  Marry  but  you  fhall  have,  and  here's  my  Hand. 
Mar.  Now,  Sir,  Thoaght  is  free:  I  pray  you  bring  your 

Hand  to  th*  Buttery  Bar,  and  let  it  drink. 
Sir  And.  Wherefore,  fwect  Hearth  What's  your  Meta- 

phor ? 

Mar.  It's  dry,  Sir. 
Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  fo  :    I  am  not  fuch  an  Afs,  but  I 

can  keep  my  Hand  dry.  But  what's  your  Jeft  ? 
Mar.  A  dry  [eft,  Sir. 
Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  Finger  Ends:  Marry, 
now  I  let  go  your  Hand,  I  am  barren.  [Exit  Maria. 

Sir  To.  O  Knight,  thou  lack'fl:  a  Cup  of  Canary  :   When 
did  I  fee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  Life,  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee  Ca- 
nary put  down;  Methinks,  fometimes  I  have  no  more  Wit 

than  a  Chriftian,  or  an  ordinary  Man  has;  but  I  am  a  great 

Eater  of  Becf9  and  I  believe  that  do's  harm  to  my  Wit. Sir  To.  No  Queftion. 

Sir  And.  And  I  thought  that  Pd  forfwear  it.     I'll  ride 
home,  to  Morrow,  Sir  Toby. 

SirTo.  Thy -quoy,  my  dear  Knight? 
Sir  And.  What  is  pur-qnoy  *    Do,  or  not  do?  I  would  I 

had  beftowed  that  time  in  the  Tongues,  that  I  have  in  Fen~ 

cing,   Dancing,    and  Bear-baiting  ;  O  had  I  but  followed the  Arts. 
SirTo.  Then  hadfl:  thou  had  an  excellent  Head  of  Hair, 
Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  Hair? 
Sir  To.  Paft  Queftion,  for  thou  feeft  it  will  not  cool  my 

Nature. 

Sir  Andy  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't  not? 
Sir  To.  Excellent,   it  hangs  like  Flax  on  a  Diftaff;  and 

I  hope  to  fee  a  Houfewife  take  thee  between  her  Legs,  and 
fpin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  Faith  I'll  home  to  Morrow,  Sir  Toby,  your  Neece 
will  not  be  feen,  or  if  fhe  be,  it's  four  to  one  (he'll  none  of 
me :  The  Duke  hirafelf  here  hard  by,  wooes  her. 

S.rTo.  She'll  none  o'th' Duke,  ftie'll  not  match  above  her 
Degree,  neither  in  Eftate,  Years,  nor  Wit,-  I  have  heard 
her  (wear.  Tut,  there's  Life  in't  Man. Sir  And. 
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Sir  And.  I'll  ftay  a  Month  longer.I  am  a  Fellow  o'th'  ftrangeft 
Mind  i'the  World :  I  delight  in  Masks  and  Revels  fome- 
times  altogether. 

SirTo.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  Kick-fhaws,  Knight? 
Sir  And.  As  any  Man  in  fllyria,  whatfoever  he  be,  under 

the  Degree  of  my  Betters,  and  yet  I  will  not  compare  with 
an  old  Man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  Excellence  in  a  Galliard,  Knight  ? 
Sir  And.  Faith,  I  can  cut  a  Caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  Mutton  to't. 
Sir  And.  And  I  think  I  have  the  Back-trick,  fimply  as 

ftrong  as  any  Man  in  Illj/ria. 
Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid?  Wherefore  have 

thefe  Gifts  a  Curtain  before  3em?  Are  they  like  to  take  Dud, 
like  Miftrefs  Malls  Picture  ?  Why  doll  thou  not  go  to 
Church  in  a  Galliard,  and  come  home  in  a  Carranto?  My 
very  Walk  mould  be  a  Jig  I  I  would  not  fo  much  as  make 
Water  but  in  a  Sink-a-pace:  What  doit  thou  mean  ?  Is  it 
a  World  to  hide  Virtues  in?  I  did  not  think,  by  the  excel- 

lent Conftitution  of  thy  Leg,  it  was  forrrTd  under  the  Star 
of  a  Galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  'tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in  a 
dam'd-colour'd  Stocken.  Shall  we  fit  about  fome  Revels? 

Sir  To.  What  fhall  we  do  elfe;  werq  we  not  born  under 
Taurus  ? 

Sir  And.  Taurus  ?  That's  Sides  and  Heart. 
SirTo.  No,  Sir,  it  is  Legs  and  Thighs,  Let  me  fee  thee 

Caper,  Ha,  higher :  Ha,  ha,  excellent.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  I V.  The  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  in  Mans  Attire. 

Val.  If  the  Duke  continue  thefe  Favours  towards  you, 

Cefarhy  you  are  like  to  be  much  advane'd;  he  hath  known 
you  but  three  Days,  and  already  you  are  no  Stranger. 

Vto.  You  either  fear  his  Humour,  or  my  Negligence, 
that  you  call  in  queftien  the  Continuance  of  his  Love.  Is 
he  inconftant,  Sir,  in  his  Favours  ? 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 
Enter 
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Enter  Duke^  Curio,  and  Attendants 

Fio.  I  thank  you:  Here  comes  the  Duke. 
Duke.  Who  faw  Cefario,  hoa  § 
Fto.  On  your  Attendance,  my  Lord,  here. 
Duke.  Stand  you  a  while  aloof.  Cefarioy 

Thou  know'ft  no  lefs,  but  all :  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  Book  even  of  my  fecret  Soul. 
Therefore,  good  Youth,  addrefs  thy  Gate  unto  heri 

Be  not  deny'd  Accefs,  ftand  at  her  Doors, 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  Foot  fhall  grow 
'Till  thou  have  Audience. 

Fto.  Sure,  my  noble  Lord, 

If  fhe  be  fo  abandon'd  to  her  Sorrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  (he  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke,  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  Bounds, 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  Return. 

Vto.  Say  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  Lord,  what  then  \ 
Duke*  O  then,  unfold  the  Paflion  of  my  Love, 

Surprize  her  with  Difcourfe  of  my  dear  Faith; 
It  fhall  become  thee  well  to  aft  my  Woes; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  Youth, 

Than  in  a  Nuncio's  of  more  grave  Afpecl:. 
Fio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 
Duke*  Dear  Lad,  believe  it; 

For  they  fhall  yet  belie  thy  happy  Years, 

That  fay  thou  art  a  Man  :  Diana*s  Lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth,  and  rubious ;  thy  fmall  Pipe 

Is  as  the  Maiden's  Organ,  fhrill  and  found, 
And  all  is  femblative  a  Woman's  Part. 
I  know  thy  Conftellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  Affair:  Some  four  or  five  attend  him, 
All  if  you  will ;  for  I  my  fdf  am  bell: 
When  leaft  in  Company.  Profper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  ihalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord, 
To  call  his  Fortunes  thine. 

Fto.  Ill  do  my  beft 
To  woo  your  Lady;  yet  a  barful  Strife, 

Who-e'er  I  woo,  my  felf  would  be  his  Wife.         \Exemu 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V.    Olivia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I 
will  not  open  my  Lips  fo  wide  as  a  Brittle  may  enter  in  way  of 
thy  Excufe;  my  Lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  Abfence. 

Clo,  Let  her  hang  me ;  he  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this World  needs  fear  no  Colours. 

Mar.  Make  that  good. 
Clo.  He  mail  fee  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  Lenten  Aniwer:  I  can  tell  thee  where  that 
faying  was  born,  of  I  fear  no  Colours. 

Clo.  Where,  good  Miflrefs  Mary  I 
Mar.  In  the  Wars,  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay  in 

your  Foolery. 
Clo.  Well,  God  give  them  Wifdom  that  have  it;  andthofe 

that  are  Fools,  let  them  ufe  their  Talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  abfent, 
or  be  turn'd  away,  is  not  this  as  good  as  a  hanging  to 
you? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  Hanging  prevents  a  bad  Marriage;  and 
for  turning  away,  let  Summer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  \ 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two  Points. 
Mar.  That  if  one  break  the  other  will  hold;  or,  if  both 

break,  your  Gaskings  fall. 
Clo.  Apt  in  good  Faith,  very  apt:  Well,  go  thy  way^  if 

Sir  Toby  would  leave  Drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a  Piece 

of  Eve's  Flem,  as  any  Illyria. 
Mar.  Peace,  you  Rogue,  no  more  o'that:  Here  comes  my 

Lady;  make  your  Excufe  wifely  you  were  heft. 

Enter    Olivia  and  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  Fooling; 
thofe  Wits  that  think  they  have  thee,  do  very  oft  prove 
Fools ;  and  I  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may  pafs  for  a  wife 
Man.  For  what  fays  Ouinapalus,  Better  a  witty  Fool  than 
a  fooliih  Wit.  God  blefs  thee,  Lady. 

OIL  Take  the  Fool  away. 
Ch.  po  you  not  hear,  Fellows,  take  away  the  Lady. 

Oil. 
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OIL  Go  to,  y'are  a  dry  Fool;  I'll  no  more  of  you;  be- 
fides  you  grow  difhoneft. 

Clo.  Two  Faults,  Madona,  that  Drink  and  good  Counfel 
will  amend;  for  give  the  dry  Fool  Drink,  then  is  the  Fool 
not  dry.  Bid  the  diihoneft  Man  mend  himfelf ;  if  he  mend,  he  is 
no  longer  diihoneft,  if  he  cannot,  let  the  Botcher  mend  him. 

Any  thing  that's  mended  is  but  patch'd:  Virtue  that  tranf- 
greffes  is  but  patch'd  with  Sin,  and  Sin  that  amends  is  but 
patch'd  with  Virtue.  If  that- this  fimple  Sillogifm  will  ferve, 
fo;  if  it  will  not,  what  Remedy?  As  there  is  no  true  Cuckold 

but  Calamity,  fo  Beauty's  a  Flower  :  The  Lady  bad  take  a- 
way  the  Fool,  therefore  I  fay  again,  take  her  away. 

OIL  Sir,  I  bad  them  take  away  you. 
Clo.  Mifprifion  in  the  higheft  Degree.  Lady,  Cucullmnon 

facit  monachum ;  that  as  much  as  to  fay,  as  I  were  not  mot- 
ley in  my  Brain  :  Good  Madona,  give  me  leave  to  prove 

you  a  Fool. 
OIL  Can  you  do  it  ? 
Clo.  Dexteroufly,  good  Mttdona. 
Oli,  Make  your  Proof. 
Clo.  I  muft.  catechize  you  for  it,  Madon*>  Good  my  Moufe 

of  Virtue  anfwer.     | 

OIL  Well,  Sir,  for  want  of  other  Idlenefs,  I'll  bide  your Proof. 

Clo.  Good  Madona,  why  mourn'fl:  thou  ? 
OIL  Good  Fool,  for  my  Brother's  Death. Clo.  I  think  his  Soul  is  in  Hell,  Madona. 

OIL  I  know  his  Soul  is  in  Heaven,  Fool. 
Clo.  The  more  Fool  you,  Madona^  to  mourn  for  your 

Brother's  Soul  being  in  Heaven :  Take  away  the  Fool,  Gen- tlemen. 

OIL  What  think  you  of  this  Fool,  Malvolio^  doth  he  not 
mend? 

Mai.  Yes,  and  fhall  do,  'till  the  Pangs  of  Death  fhake 
him.  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  Wife,  doth  ever  make  the 
better  Fool. 

Clo.  God  fend  you,  Sir,  a  fpeedy  Infirmity,  for  the  better 
increafing  your  Folly :  Sir  Toby  will  be  fworn  that  I  am  no 
Fox,  but  he, will  not  pafs  his  Word  for  two  Pence  that  you 
are  no  Fool. 

OIL 
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OIL  How  fay  you  to  that,  Malvolio? 
/kid.  I  marvd  your  Ladylhip  takes  Delight  infuchabar- 

ren  RafcaJ ;  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  Day  with  an  or- 
dinary Fool,  that  has  no  more  Brains  than  a  Stone.  Look 

you  now,  he's  out  of  his  Guard  already  ;  unlefs  you  laugh 
and  minifter  Occafion  to  him,  h^  is  gagg'd.  I  proteft  I  take 
thefe  wife  Men  that  crow  fo  at  thefe  fet  kind  of  Fools,  no 
better  than  the  Fools  Zanies. 

OIL  O  you  are  fick  of  Self-love,  Malvolio^  and  tafte  with 

a  diftempei'd  Appetite.  To  be  generous,  guiltlefs,  and  of 
free  Dilpofition,  is  to  rake  thofe  things  for  Bird-bolts  that 

you  deem  Canon-Bullets:  There  is  no  Slander  in  an  allow'd 
Fool,  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a 
known  difcreet  Man,  though  he  do  nothing  but  reprove. 

Go.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  learning,  for  thou 

fpeak'ft  well  of  Fools. 
Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  Gate  a  young  Gentleman 
much  defires  to  fp<  ak  with  you. 

OIL  From  the  Count  Orfino  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  Madam,  'tis  a  fair  young  Marr,  and well  attended. 

OIL  Who  of  my  People  hold  him  in  delay? 
Mar.  Sir  Toby>  Madam,  your  Kinfman. 
OIL  Fetch  him  off  I  pray  you,  h;fpeaks  nothing  but  Mad- 

man: Fie  on  him.  Go  you,  Malvolio',  if  it  be  a  Suit  from 
the  Count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home.  What  you  will  to 
difmifs  it.  [Exit Malvolio. 
Now  fee,  Sir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and  People  dif- 
like  it. 

Clo.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madona,  as  if  thy  eldeft  Son 
ihould  be  a  Fool:  whofe  Scull  Jove  cram  with  Brains,  for 
here  he  Comes, 

Enter  Sir  Toby, 

One  of  thy  Kin  has  a  moll:  weak  Via  mater. 
OIL  By  mine  Honour  half  drunk.  What  is  he  at  the 

Gate,  Coufin  ? 
Sir  To.  A  Gentleman. 
OIL  A  Gentleman/  What  Gentleman? Sir  To. 



83*  Twelfth-Night;  or, 

Sir  To.  'Tis  a  Gentleman  here.  A  Plague  o'thefe  pickle Herring:  How  now,  Sot? 
Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby. 
Oli.  Coufin,  Coufin,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by  this 

Lethargy? 

Sir  To.  Letchery,  I  defie  Letchery  :  There's  one  at  the Gate. 

Oli.  Ay  marry,  what  is  he .? 
Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  Devil  and  he  will,  I  care  not: 

Give  me  Faith,  fay  L  Well,  it's  all  one.  [Exit. 
Oli.  What's  a  drunken  Man  like, Fool? 
Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  Man,  a  FooJ,  and  a  Madman :  One 

Draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  Fool,  the  fecond  mads  him, 
and  a  third  drowns  him. 

Oli.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  Coroner,  and  let  him  fit  o* 
my  Coz;  for  he's  in  the  third  Degree  of  Drink ;  he's  drown'd  j 
go  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madona,  and  the  Fool  fhalllook 
to  the  Madman.  [Exit  Clown. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  Fellow  fwears  he  will  fpeak 
with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  fick,  he  takes  on  him  to 
underftand  fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you* 
I  told  him  you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  Fore-know- 

ledge of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you* 

What  is  to  be  faid  to  him,  Lady  f  he's  fortified  againft  any Denial. 
Oli.  Tell  him  he  ihall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

Mai.  Ha's  been  told  fo ;  and  he  fays  he'll  ftand  at  your  id 
Door  like  a  Sheriff's  Poft,  and  be  the  Supporter  to  a  Bench, 
but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

Oli.  What  kind  o'Man  is  he  ? 
Mai.  Why,  of  Mankind. 
Oli.  What  manner  of  Man  ? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  Manners ;  he'll  fpeak  with  you,  will  you or  no. 
Oli.  Of  what  Perfonage  and  Years  is  he. 
Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  Man,  nor  young  enough 

for  a  Boy;  as  a  Squafh  is  before  'tis  a  Peafcod,  or  a  Codling 
when  'tis  almoft  an  Apple  :  'tis  with  him  in  ftanding  Water, 
between  Boy  and  Man.    He  is  very  well-favour'd,  and  he 

fpeaks 
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fpwks  very  fhrewifhly;  one  would  think  his  Mother's  Milk were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

Oli,  Let  him  approach :  Call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 
Mai.  Gentlewoman,  my  Lady  calls.  [Exit, 

Enter  Maria. 

Oli.  Give  me  my  Vail:  Come,  throw  it  o'er  my  Faces 
We'll  once  more  hear  Or/ino's  Embafly. Enter  Viola. 

Wo.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  which  is  me  ? 
Oli.  Speak  to  me,  I  mall  anfwer  for  her:  Your  Will/ 
Vto.  Moft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unmatchable  Beauty — I 

pray  you  tell  me  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  for  I 
never  faw  her.  I  would  be  loath  to  caft  away  my  Speech ; 

for  befides  that  it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,  I  have  taken 
great  Pains  to  con  it.  Good  Beauties,  let  me  fuftain  no 
Scorn ;  I  am  very  Comptible,  even  to  the  leaft  finifter  Ufage. 

Oli.  Whence  came  you,  Sir  ? 
Vio.  I  can  fav  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and  that 

Queftion's  out  of  my  Part.  Good  gentle  one,  give  me  mo- 
deft  AfTurance,  if  you  be  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  that  I 
may  proceed  in  Speech. 

Oli,  Are  you  a  Comedian  ? 
Vio.  No,  my  profound  Heart;  and  yet,  by  the  very  Pangs 

of  Malice,  I  fwear,  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are  you  the  La- 
dy of  the  Houfe  ? 

Oli,  If  I  do  not  ufurp  my  felf,  I  am. 
Vio.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  fhe,  you  do  ufurp  your  felf; 

for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  refer ve :  But 

i  <s*i$  from  my  Commiflion.  I  will  on  with  my  Speech  in 
your  Praife,  and  then  (hew  you  the  Heart  of  my  MefTage. 

Oli,  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive  you  the Praife. 

Vio,  Alas,  I  took  great  Pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis  Poe- tical. 

Oli.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feign'd.  t  pray  you  keep it  in.  I  heard  you  were  fawcy  at  my  Gates,  and  allow'd 
your  Approach  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than  to  hear  you. 
If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone;  if  you  have  Reafon,  be  brief; 
'tis  not  the  time  of  the  Moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  fo 
skipping  a  Dialogue. 
You  IL  B  b  Mar. 
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Mar.  Will  you  boift  Sail,  Sir,  here  lyes  your  way. 
Vio.  No,  good  Swabber,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little  onger. 

Some  mollification  for  your  Giant,  fweet  Lady:  Tell  me 
your  Mind,  I  am  a  Meiienger, 

Oli.  Sure  you  have  fome  hideous  Matter  to  deliver,  when 
the  Curtefie  of  it  is  fo  fearful.     Speak  your  Office. 

Vio.  Ic  alone  concerns  your  Ear.  I  bring  no  Overture  of 
War,  no  Taxations  of  Homage;  I  hold  the  Olive  in  my 
Hand:  My  Words  are  as  full  of  Peace  as  Matter. 

Oli.  Yer.  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  ? 
What  would  you? 

Vio.  TheRudentfs  that  hath  appear'd  in  me  have  I  learn'd 
from  my  Entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what  I  would,  are 

asfecret  as  a  Maiden-head  ;  to  your  Ears,  Divinity;  to  any 
others,  Prophanation. 

Oli.  Give  us  the  Place  alone.  \JExit  Maria. 
We  will  hear  this  Divinity.  Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  Text? 

Vio.  Moft  fweet  Lady. 
Oli.  A  comfortable  Doctrine,  and  much  may  be  faid  of 

it.     Where  lyes  the  Text? 

Vio.  In  Orjino's  Bofom. 
Oli.  In  his  Bofom?  In  what  Chapter  of  his  Bofom? 
Vio.  To  anfwer  by  the  Method,  in  the  firft  of  his  Heart. 
Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it;  it  is  Herefy.  Have  you  no  more 

to  fay  ? 
Vio.  Good  Madam  let  me  fee  your  Face. 
Oli.  Have  you  any  Commiffion  from  your  Lord  to  nego- 

tiate with  my  Face?  You  are  now  out  of  your  Text;,  but 
we  will  draw  the  Cuj  tain,  and  mew  you  the  Picture.  Look 

you,  Sir,  fuch  a  one  I  was  this  prefent  :  Is't  not  well 
done?  \Vnveiling. 

Vio.  Excellently  clone,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  'Tis  in  grain,  Sir,  'twill  endure  Wind  and  Wea- ther. 

Vio.  Tis  Beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white, 

Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  Hand  laid  on: 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruell'ft  She  alive, 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  Graces  to  the  Grave, 
And  kave  the  World  no  Copy. 

Oli.  O,  Shy  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted:  I  will  give 
out  divers  Schedules  of  my  Beauty.   It  fhall  be  inventoried, 

and 
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and  every  Particle  and  Utenfil  labell'd  to  my  Will.  As, 
Item,  two  Lips  indifferent  red.  Item,  two  grey  Eyes,  with 
Lids  to  them.  Item^  One  Neck,  one  Chin,  and  fo  forth. 
Were  you  fent  hither  to  praife  me? 

Vio.  I  fee  you  what  you  are,  you  are  too  proud; 
But  if  you  were  the  Devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  Lord  and  Matter  loves  you :  O  fuch  Love 

Could  be  but  recompenc'd,  tho'  you  were  crown'd 
The  Non-pareil  of  Beauty. 

Oli.  How  does  he  love  me? 
Vio.  With  Adorations,  fertile  Tears, 

With  Groans  that  thunder  Love,  with  Sighs  of  Fire^ 

Oli.  Your  Lord  do's  know  my  Mind,  I  cannot  love  him  $ 
Yet  I  fuppofe  him  Virtuous,  know  him  Noble, 
Of  great  Eftate,  of  frefh  and  ftainlefs  Youth ; 

In  Voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant, 
And  in  Dimension,  and  the  Shape  of  Nature, 
A  gracious  Perfon;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him; 
He  might  have  todk  his  Anfwer  long  ago. 

Vio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  Mailer's  Flame, 
With  fuch  a  SufPring,  fuch  a  deadly  Life: 
In  your  Denial  I  would  find  no  Senfe, 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 

Oli.  Why,  what  would  you  do? 
Vio.  Make  me  a  Willow  Cabin  at  your  Gate, 

And  call  upon  my  Soul  within  the  Houfe ; 
Write  loyal  Cantons  of  contemned  Love, 
And  fing  them  loud  even  in  the  Dead  of  Nights 
Hollow  your  Name  to  the  reverberate  Hills, 
And  make  the  babling.Goflip  of  the  Air 
Cry  our,  Olivia:  O  you  mould  not  reft 
Between  the  Elements  of  Air  and  Earth, 
But  you  fhould  pity  me. 

Oli.  You  might  do  much  : 
What  is  your  Parentage? 

Vio.  Above  my  Fortunes,  yet  my  State  is  well  i 
I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Oli.  Get  you  to  your  Lord ; 
I  cannot  love  him:  Let  him  ferccf  no  more, 
Unlsfs,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again, 

Bb-  2.  Tc 
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To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it;  fare  you  well: 
I  thank  you  for  your  Pains;  fpend  this  for  me. 

Vi.o.  I  am  no  Fee'd-poft,  Lady ;  keep  your  Purfe : 
My  Mafter,  not  my  felf,  lacks  Recompcnce. 
Love  make  his  Heart  of  Flint,  that  youfhall  love, 
And  let  your  Fervour  like  my  Matter's  be, 
Plac'd  in  Contempt :  Farewel,  fair  Cruelty.  [Exit. OIL  What  is  your  Parentage? 
Above  my  Fortunes,  yet  my  State  is  well : 

I  am  a  Gentleman   I'll  be  fworn  thou  art, 
Thy  Tongue,  thy  Face,  thy  Limb,  Actions,  and  Spirit, 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  Blazon   not  too  faft— -foft,  foft, 
Unlefs  the  Mafter  were  the  Man.    How  now? 

Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  Plague? 
Methinks  f  feel  this  Youths  Perfections, 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtil  Stealth 

To  creep  in  at  mine  Eyes.     Well,  let  it  be 
What  hoa,  Malvolio. 

Enter  Malvolio. . 

MaL  Here,  Madam,  at  your  Service. 
OIL  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  MefTenger, 

The  Duke's  Man;  he  left  this  Ring  behind  him; 
Would  I,  or  not:  Tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 

Nor  hold  him  up  with  Hopes,  I  am  not  for  him: 
If  that  the  Youth  will  come  this  way  to  Morrow, 

I'll  give  him  Reafon  for't  by  thee,  Malvolio. 
Mai.  Madam,  I  will. 
OIL  I  do,  I  know  not  what,  and  fear  to  find 

Mine  Eye  too  great  a  Flatterer  for  my  Mind: 
Fate,  (hew  thy  Force,  our  felves  we  do  not  owe ; 
What  is  decreed,  muft  be ;  and  be  this  fo. 

[Exit. 

[Exit. 

ACT 
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A  C  T   II.     SCENEL 

SCENES  Street. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sebaftian. 

Ant.  XT  7ILL  you  ftay  no  longer?  Nor  will  you  not  that 
VV    I  go  with  you? 

Seb.  By  your  Patience,  no:  My  Stars  fhine  darkly  over 
me;  the  Malignancy  of  my  Fate,  might  perhaps  diftemper 
yours ;  therefore  I  crave  of  you  your  leave,  that  I  may  bear 
my  Evils  alone.  It  were  a  bad  Recompence  for  your  Love, 
to  lay  any  of  them  on  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are  bound. 
Seb.  No  footh,  Sir,  my  determinate  Voyage  is  meer  ex- 

travagancy: But  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a  Touch  of 
Modefty,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what  I  am 
willing  to  keep  in,  therefore  it  charges  me  in  Manners  the 
rather  to  exprefs  my  klf:  You  mull:  know  of  me  then,  An- 
tonioy  my  Name  is  Sebaftian,  which  I  calld  Rodorigo,  my 
Father  was  that  Sebaftian  of  MeJJaline,  whom  I  know  you 
have  heard  of.  He  left  behind  him,  my  felf,  and  a  Sitter, 

both  born  in  one  Hour;  if  the  Heavens  had  been  pless'd, 
would  we  had  fo  ended:  But  you,  Sir,  alter'd  that,  for  fome 
Hours  before  you  took  me  frcm  the  Breach  of  the  Sea,  was 

my  Sifter  drown'd. Ant.  Alas  the  Day ! 

Seb.  A  Lady,  Sir,  tho*  it  was  faid  fhe  much  refembled 
me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful ;  but  tho*  I  could 
not  with  fuch  eftimable  Wonder  over-far  believe  that,  yet 
thus  far  I  will  boldly  publiih  her,  fhe  bore  a  Mind  that  En- 

vy could  not  but  call  fair:  She  is  drown'd  already, Sir,  with 
fait  Water,  tho'  I  feem  to  drown  her  Remembrance  again with  more. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  your  bad  Entertainment. 
Seb*  O  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  Trouble, 
Ant.  If  you  will  not  murrher  me  for  my  Lovc>  lefc  me 

be  your  Servant. 
B  b  3  Seb. 
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Seb.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that  is, 

kill  him  whom  you  have  recovered,  defire  it  not.  Fare  ye 
well  at  once,  my  Bofom  is  full  of  Kindnefs,  and  I  am  yet 
fo  near  the  Manners  of  my  Mother,  that  upon  the  leaf!  occa* 
fion  more,  mine  Eyes  will  tell  Tales  of  me:  I  am  bound  to 

the  Duke  Orjino's  Court ;  farewel.  [_Exit. 
Ant*  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  Gods  go  with  thee. 

I  have  made  Enemies  in  Orfino's  Court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  fhortly  fee  thee  there: 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo, 
That  Danger  ihall  feem  Sport,  and  I  will  go,  [Exit* 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolio  at  feveral  Doors* 

MaU  Were  not  you  e'en  now  with  the  Countefs  Olivia  ? 
Fio.  Even  now,  Sir;  on  a  moderate  pace,  I  havefmcear- 

riv'd  but  hither, 
MaL  She  returns  this  Ring  to  you,  Sir;  you  might 

have  faved  me  my  Pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  your  felf. 
She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fliould  put  your  Lord  in  a 
defperate  alTurance,  fhe  will  none  of  him.  And  one  thing 
more,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  come  again  in  his  Af- 

fairs, unlefs  it  be  to  report  your  Lord's  taking  of  this :  Re- ceive it  fo, 

Vto*  She  took  the  Ring  of  me,  I'll  none  of  it. 
MaL  Come,  Sir,  you  peevifhiy  threw  it  to  her,  and  her 

will  is,  it  fhould  be  fo  return'd  :   If  it  be  worth  ftooping 
for,  there  it  lyes  in  your  Eye;   if  not,  be  it  his  that  finds 
ito  [Exit, 

Vio.  I  left  no  Ring  v/ith  her;  what  means  this  Lady? 

For  une  forbid  my  outfide  have  not  charm'd  her  J 
S  «e  made  good  view  of  me,  indeed  fo  much, 
That  furemethought  her  Eyes  had  loft  her  Tongue* 
For  fhe  did  fpeak  in  ftarts  diftracledly  : 
^he  loves  me  fure,  the  cunning  of  Jier  Paflion 

ces  me  in  this  churlim  MeiTenger, 

e  of  my  Lord's  Ring  ?  Why,  he  fent  her  none, 
rhe  Man-   If  it  be  fo  as  'tis, 
T  ady,  fhe  were  better  love  a  Dream* 

ifguifc,  I  fee  thou  art  a  Wickednefs^ 
Wherein 
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Wherein  the  pregnant  Enemy  does  much. 
How  eafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 
In  Womens  waxen  Hearts  to  fet  their  Forms  I 

Alas,  our  Frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we, 
For  fuch  as  we  are,  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 
How  will  this  fadge?  My  Mafter  loves  her  dearly, 
And  I,  poor  Monfler,  fond  as  much  on  him; 
And  (he,  miftaken,  feerns  to  dote  on  me  : 
What  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  a  Man, 

My  State  is  defperate  for  my  Matter's  Love; 
As  I  am  a  Woman,  now  alas  the  day, 
What  thriftleis  Sighs  fliall  poor  Olivia  breathe? 

O  Time,  tho-i  mult  untangle  this,  not  I, 

It  is  too  hard  a  Knot  for  me  t'unty.  [Exit. 

SCENE     III.     Olivia'*  Houfe. 
Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.    Approach  Sir  Andrew  :    Not  to  be  a-hed 
Midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  Dilucnlo  furgere,    thou 
know'ft. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not  :  Out  I'know, 
to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  falfe  Conclusion  :  I  hate  it  as  an  untill'd  Can; 
to  be  up  after  Midnight,*  and  to  go  to  Bed  then,  is  early  ;  fo 
that  to  go  to  Bed  after  Midnight,  is  to  go  to  Bed  betimes. 
Does  not  our  Lives  confift  or  the  four  Elements? 

Sir  And.  'Faith  fo  they  fay,  but  I  think  it  rather  confifts 
of  Eating  and  Drinking. 

Sir  To.  Th'art  a  Scholar,  let  us  therefore  eat  and  drink. 
Marian  I  fay,  a  Stoop  of  Wine. 

Enter  Cloivn. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  Fool,  i'faith. 
Clo.  How  now  my  Hearts;  did  you  never  fee  the  Pi- 

cture of  we  three? 

Sir  To.  Welcome  Afs,  now  let's  have  a  Catch. 
Sir  And.  By  my  trotn,  the  Fool  has  an  excellent  Breaft. 

I  had  rather  than  forty  Shillings  I  had  fuch  a  Leg,  and  fo 
fweet  a  Breath  to  fing,  as  the  Fool  has.  Infooth  thou  waft 

in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  Night,  when  thou  fpok'ft  of 
Pigrogromitusy   of  the  Vafians  palling   the  Equinoctial  of 

B  b  ̂   Ouetibiu] 



840  Twelfth-Night  •,  or, 
Queubus\  'twas  very  good  i'faith:  I  fent  thee  fix  Pence  for 
thy  Lemon,  hadftit? 

Clo.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity  ;  for  Malvolio'%  Nofe 
is  no  Whip-ftock.  My  Lady  has  a  white  Hand,  and  the 
Mirmidons  are  no  Bottle-Ale-houfes.' 

Sir  And.  Excellent:  Why  this  is  the  bell:  fooling,  when 
all  is  done.     Now  a  Song. 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  there  is  fix  Pence  for  you.  Let's  have 
a  Song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  Teftril  of  me  toe;  if  one  Knight  give 
a   

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  Love-fong,  or  a  Song  of  good 
Life? 

Sir  To.  A  Love-fong,  a  Love-fong. 
Sir  And.  Ay,  ay,  I  care  not  for  good  Life. 

Clown  fings. 

O  Miflrefs  mine,  where  are  you  roming  ? 

O  flay  and  hear,  your  true  Love's  comings 
That  can  fing  both  high  and  low. 

Trip  no  further,  pretty  Sweetings 
Journeys  end  in  Lovers  meeting, 

Every  wife  Man*s  Son  doth  know* 

Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  'faith. 
Sir  To*  Good,  good. 

Clo.  What  is  Lovey  *tis  not  hereafter. 
Prefent  Mirth  hath  prefent  Laughter  % 

Whafs  to  comey  is  fitll  unfure. 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty, 
Then  come  ktfs  me  fweet  and  twenty  : 

Touth's  a  Stuff  will  not  endure. 

Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  Voice,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight* 
Sir  To.  A  contagious  Breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  fvreet  and  contagious,  i'faith. 
Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  Nofe,  it  is  Dulcet  in  Contagion. 
at  (hall  we  make  the  Welkin  dance  indeed?  Shall  we rouze 

the  Night-Owl  in  a  Catch,  that  will  draw  three  Souls  out 
of  one  Weaver?  Shall  we  do  that  ? 

Sir  And.  And  you  love  me,  let's  do* t :  I  am  a  Dog  at  a 
Catch.  •  Q§i 
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Clo.  Byr  Lady,  Sir,  and  fome  Dogs  will  catch  well. 
Sir  And.  Molt  certain  :  Let  our  Catch  be,  Thou  Knave. 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  Knave,  Knight.  I  fhall  be  con- 

ftrain'd  in't,  to  call  thee  Knave,  Knight. 
Sir  And.  Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain'd  one  to 

call  me  Knave.     Begin,  Fool;  it  begins,  Hold  thy  peace. 
Clo.  I  fhall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And.  Good 'ifaith:  Come,  begin.  [They  Jing  a  Catch. Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  Catterwalling  do  you  keep  here  ?  If  my 

Lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  Steward,  Malvolio,  and  bid 
him  turn  you  out  of  Doors,  never  truft  me. 

Sir  To.  My  Lady's  a  Catayan*  we  are  Politicians,  MaU 
volio's  a  Peg-a-Ramfey,  and  Three  merry  Men  be  we.  Am 
not  I  Confanguinious  ?  Am  not  I  of  her  Blood !  Tilly  Valley, 
Lady  I  There) dwelt  a  Man  in  Babylon,  Lady,  Lady.  [Singing. 

Clo.  Beftirew  me,  the  Knight's  in  admirable  Fooling. 
Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd,  and fo  do  I  too:  he  does  it  with  a  better  Grace,  but  I  do  it 

more  natural. 

Sir  To.  O  Twelfth  Day  of  December.  [Singing 

Mar.  For  the  love  o'God,  peace. Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  My  Matters,  are  you  mad?  Or  what  are  you? 
Have  you  no  Wit,  Manners,  norHonefty,  but  to  gabble  like 
Tinkers  at  this  time  of  Night?  Do  ye  make  an  Ale-houfe 

of  my  Lady's  Houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out  your  Ccziers 
Catches  without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  Voice  ?  Is 
there  no  refpeel:  of  Place,  Perfons,  nor  Time  in  you? 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  Sir,  in  our  Catches.    Sneckup. 
Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  Lady 

bade  me  tell  you,  that  (he  harbours  you  as  her  Kinfman, 

fhe's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  Diforders.  If  you  can  feparate 
your  felf  and  your  Mifdemeanors,  you  are  welccme  to  the 
Houfe  :  If  not,  and  it  would  pleafe  you  to  take  leave  of  her, 
ihe  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  farewel. 

Sir  To.  Farewd,  dear  Heart,  fince  I  mufl  needs  be  gone. 
Mar.  Nay,  good  Sir  Toby. 
Ci§.  His  Eyes  dp  ihew  his  Days  are  almoit  done. 
Mai.  Is't  even  fo  ? 
Sit  To.  But  1  will  never  dye. 

Clo. 
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Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 
Mai.  This  is  much  Credit  to  you. 
Sir  To.  Shall  1  bid  him  go  ?  [Singing. 
Clo.  What  and  if  y oh  do  f 
Sir  To  ■  Shall  I  bid  him  goy  andfpare  not  ? 
Clo,  O  noy  no7  no9  yott  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Outo'tune,  Sir,  ye  lie:  Art  thou  any  more  than 
a  Steward?  Doft  thou  think,  becaufe  thou  art  virtuous,  there 
fhall  be  no  more  Cakes  and  Ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne;  and  Ginger  fhall  be  hot  i'th' 
Mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'thJ  right.  Go,  Sir,  rub  your  Chain  with Crums.     A  Stoop  of  Wine,  Maria. 

Mai.  Miftrefs  Maryy  if  you  priz'd  my  Lady's  Favour  at 
any  thing  more  than  Contempt,  you  would  not  give  means 
for  this  uncivil  Rule;  ihe  mall  know  of  it,  by  this  Hand. 

[Exit. 
Mar.  Go  (hake  your  Ears. 

Sir  And.  'Twereas  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a  Man's 
a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  the  Field,  and  then  to  break 
Promife  with  him,  and  make  a  Fool  of  him. 

Sir  To.  Do'r,  Knight,  I'll  write  thee  a  Challenge  :  or  I'll 
deliver  thy  Indignation  to  him  by  word  of  Mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet,  Sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to  Night ;  fince 

the  Youth  of  the  Duke's  was  to  day  with  my  Lady,  ihe  is 
much  out  of  quiet.  For  Monfieur  Malvolioy  let  me  alone 
with  him:  If  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nayword,  and  make 
him  a  common  Recreation,  do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough 
to  lye  ftraight  in  my  Bed  :  I  know  I  can  do  ir. 

Sir  To.  PoiTefs  us,  pofllfs  us,  tell  us  fomething  of  him. 
Mar.  Marry,  Sir,  fometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  a  Puritan. 

Sir  And.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like  a  Dog. 
Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan  ?  thy  exquifite  Reafon, 

dear  Knight. 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquifite  Reafon  for't,  but  I  have 
Reafon  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  Devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing  con- 

ftantly  but  a  Time-pleafer,  an  affedion'd  Afs,  that  Cons 
State  without  Book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths.  The 

beft  perfuaded  of  himfelf :  So  cram'd,  as  he  thinks,  with 
Excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  Faith,  that  all  that  look on 
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on  him,  love  him ;   and  on  that  Vice  in  him  will  my  Re- 

venge find  notable  Caufe  to  work. 
Sir  To.  What  wikthou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  Epiftles  of 
Love,  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  Beard,  the  fh  ape  of  his 
Leg>  the  manner  of  his  Gate,  the  exprefTure  of  his  Eye, 
Forehead,  and  Complexion,  he  fhall  find  himfelf  moft  feel- 

ingly perfonated,  I  can  write  very  like  my  Lady  your 
Neice,  on  a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  diftin- 
ftion  of  our  hands. 

Sir  To.  Excellent,  T  fmell  a  Device. 

Sir  And.  I  have't  in  my  Nofe  too. 
Sir  To.  He  fhall  think  by  the  Letters  that  thou  wilt  drop, 

that  they  come  from  my  Neice,  and  that  fhe  is  in  Love 
with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  a  Horfe  of  that  Colour. 
Sir  And.  And  your  Horfe  now  would  make  him  an  Afs. 
Mar.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O  'twill  be  admirable. 
Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you :  I  know  my  Phyfick 

will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two,  and  let  the 
Fool  make  a  third,  where  he  fhall  find  the  Letter :  Obferve 
his  Conftruction  of  it :  For  this  Night  to  Bed,  and  dream 
on  the  Event.     Farewel.  [_Exit. 

Sir  To.  Good  Night,  Penthifilea. 

Sir  And.  Before  me,  fhe's  a  good  Wench. 
Sir  To.  She's  a  Beagle,  true  bred,  and  one  that  adores 

me ;  what  o'that  \ 
Sir  And.  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  Bed,  Knight :  Thou  hadft  need  fend  for 
more  Mony. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  Neice,  I  am  a  foul 
way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  Mony,  Knight;  if  thou  haft  her  not  i'th' 
end,  call  me  Cut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you 
will. 

SirTo.  Come,  come,  I'll  go  burn  forne  Sack,  'tis  too  late 
to  go  to  Bed  now  :  Come,  Knight,  come.  Knight. 

\Exennt. SCENE 
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SCENE     IV.     The  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  others. 

Duke*  Give   nae  fome   Mufick ;  now   good    morrow, 
Friends ; 

Now  good,  Cafario,  but  that  piece  of  Song, 
That  old  and  antick  Song  we  heard  laft  Night ; 
Methought  it  did  relieve  my  Paflion  much, 
More  than  light  Airs,  and  recolle&ed  Terms 

Of  thefe  moft  brisk  and  giddy-pac'd  Times. Come,  but  one  Verfe. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  Lordftiip,  that  fliould 
fing  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur.  Fejle  the  Jefler,  my  Lord,  a  Fool  that  the  Lady 

Olivia's  Father  took  much  delight  in.  He  is  about  the Houfe. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  Tune  the  while. 

[Mufick.* 
Come  hither,  Boy,  if  ever  thou  lhalt  Love, 
In  the  fweet  Pangs  of  it,  remember  me  ; 
For  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  Lovers  are, 
Unftaid  and  skittifh  in  all  Motions  elfe, 

Save  in  the  conftant  Image  of  the  Creature 
That  is  belov'd.     How  doft  thou  like  this  Tune? 

Vto.  It  gives  a  very  Eccho  to  the  Seat 
Where  Love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly. 

My  Life  upon't,  young  tho'  thou  art,  thine  Eye 
Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  Favour  that  it  loves : 
Hath  it  not,  Boy  ? 

Fio.  A  little,  by  your  Favour. 

Du\e.  What  kind  of  Woman  is'tS 
Vto.  Of  your  Complexion. 

Duke,  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.     What  Years,  i'faith? 
Vto.  About  your  Years,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Too  old,  by  Heav'n ;  Let  (till  the  Woman  take 
An  elder  than  her  fdf,  fo  wears  (he  to  hina  ; 

So  fways  fhe  level  in  her  Husband's  Heart. 
For,  Boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  felvcs, Our 
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Our  Fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm. 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  worn, 
Than  Womens  are. 

Vto.  I  think  it  well,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Then  let  thy  Love  be  younger  than  thy  felf, 

Or  thy  AfFe&ion  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  Women  are  as  Rofes,  whofe  fair  Flower 
Being  once  difplaid,  doth  fall  the  very  hour. 

Vio.  And  fo  they  are :  Alas,  that  they  are  fo. 
To  dye,  even  when  they  to  Perfe&ion  grow. 

Enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

Duke.  O  Fellow  come,  the  Song  we  had  laft  night. 
Mark  it,  Cefario,  it  is  old  and  plain ; 
The  Spinftcrs  and  the  Knitters  in  the  Sun, 
And  the  free  Maids  that  weave  their  Thread  with  Bones 

Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  footh, 
And  dallies  with  the  Innocence  ofLove? 
Like  the  olcTAge. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready,  Sir?  *- 
Duke.  I  prethee  fing.  [Afujicks 

SONG. 

Come  away,  come  away,  Death, 
And  in  fad  Cyprefs  let  me  be  laid; 

Fly  away,  fly  away,   Breath, 
I  am  Jlain  by  a  fair  Cruel  Maid. 

MyShrowd  of  white,  fiuck^all  with  Tew,  O  prepare  it. 
My  part  of  Death  no  one  fo  true  did  jhare  it. 

Not  a  Flower,  not  a  Flower  Jweet, 
On  my  black^Coffin  let  there  be  fir  own  : 

JVot  a  Friend,  not  a  Friend  greet 
My  poor  Corps,  where  my  Bones  pall  be  thrown. 

A  thoufand  thoufand  Sighs  to  fave,  lay  me  O  where 
Sad  true  Lover  never  find  my  Grave,  to  weep  there. 

Dnke.  There's  for  thy  Pains. 
Clo.  No  Pains,  Sir,  I  take  pleafure  in  finging,  Sir. 
Duly.  I'll  pay  thy  Pleafure  then. 
Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  and  Pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time,  or 

other. 

D*k<. 
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Duke.  Give  me  now  leave,  to  leave  thee. 
Go.  Now  the  melancholly  God  protect  theei  and  the 

Taylor  make  thy  Doublet  of  changeable  TafFata,  for  thy 
Mind  is  a  very  Opal.  I  would  have  Men  of  fuch  Conftan- 
cy  put  to  Sea,  that  their  Bufinefs  might  be  every  thing,  and 

their  intent  every  where,  for  that's  it  that  always  makes  a 
good  Voyage  of  nothing.     Farewel.  [Exit, 

Dnke.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.    Once  more,  Cefario9 
Get  thee  to  yond  fame  fovereign  Cruelty  : 
Tell  her  my  Love,  more  noble  than  the  World, 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  Lands, 

The  Parts  that  Fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her, 
'Tell  het  I  hold  as  giddily  as  Fortune  : 
But  'tis  that  Miracle,  and  Queen  of  Jenas 
THat  Nature  pranks  her  in,  attracts  my  Soul, 

Vto.  But  if  (he  cannot  love  you,  Sir. 

Duke.  It  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd. 
Vio.  Sooth  but  you  mult. 

Say  that  fome  Lady,  as  perhaps  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  Love  as  great  a  pang  of  Heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia :  You  cannot  love  her  ; 

You  tell  her  fo;  Muft  me  not  then  be  anfwer'd? 
Duke.  There  is  no  Woman's  Sides 

Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  Paffion, 

As  Love  doth  give  my  Heart :  No  Woman's  Heart 
So  big,  to  hold  fo  much,  they  lack  retention. 

Alas,  their  Love  may  be  call'd  Appetite  : 
No  motion  of  the  Liver,  but  the  Pallat, 
That  fufFers  Surfeit,  Cloyment,  and  Revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  Sea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much;  make  no  compare 
Between  that  Love  a  Woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Fio.  Ay  but  I  know* 
Duke.  What  doft  thou  know  ? 
Vto.  Too  well  what  love  Women  to  Men  do  owe* 

In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  Heart,  as  we. 

My  Father  had  a  Daughter  lov'd  a  Man 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  Woman, 
I  fhould  your  Lordfhip. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  Hiftory  ? 
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Vto.  A  blank,  my  Lord:  She  never  told  her  Love, 

But  let  Concealment,  like  a  Worm  i'th*  Bud, 
Feed  on  her  damask  Cheek:  She  pin'd  in  thought, 
And  with  a  green  and  yellow  Melancholy, 
She  fate  like  Patience  on  a  Monument, 

Smiling  at  Grief.     Was  not  this  Love  indeed  ? 
We  Men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more,  but  indeed 
Our  mews  are  more  than  will;  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  Vows,  but  little  in  our  Love. 

Duke.  But  dy'd  thy  Sifter  of  her  Love,  my  Boy  ? 
Vio.  I  am  all  the  Daughters  of  my  Father's  Houfe, 

And  all  the  Brothers  too   and  yet  I  know  not—   
Sir,  mall  I  to  this  Lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  Theam. 
To  her  in  hafte;  give  her  this  Jewel :  Say, 
My  Love  can  give  no  place,  bid  no  denay.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  Signior  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  I'll  come;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple  of  this  Sport,  let 
me  be  boil'd  to  Death  with  Melancholy. 

Sir  To.  Would'H:  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  niggardly 
rafcally  Sheep-biter,  come  by  fome  notable  Shame? 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  Man;  you  know  he  brought  me  out 
of  Favour  with  my  Lady,  about  a  Bear-baiting  here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  Bear  again,  and  we 
will  fool  him  black  and  blue,  (hall  we  not,  Sir  Andrew? 

Sir  And.  And  we  do  not  'tis  pity  of  our  Lives. Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.   Here  comes  the  little  Villain :   How  now*  my 
Nettle  of  India  i 

MarTXict  ye  all  three  into  the  Box-tree;  Malvolio'%  co- 
ming down  this  Walk,  he  has  been  yonder  i'th'  Sun  pra<5r,i- 

fing  Behaviour  to  his  own  Shadow  this  half  hour  :  Obferve 
him  for  the  love  of  Mockery ;  .for  I  know  this  Letter  will 
make  a  Contemplative  Ideot  of  him.  Clofe,  in  the  Name  of 
Jefting,  lye  thou  there;  for  here  comes  the  Trout  thatmuft 
be  caught  with  tickling.  \Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Malvolio. 

Md,  5Tis  but  Fortune,  all  is  Fortune.  Maria,  once  told 
me  (he  did  afFeft  me,  and  I  have  heard  her  felf  come  thus 
near,  that  fhould  ihe  fancy,  it  fhould  be  one  of  my  Com- 

plexion. Befides,  fhe  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted  Re- 
fpe<5fc,  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her.  What  fhould  X 
think  on't? 

Sir  To.  Mere's  an  over-weaning  Rogue. 
Fab.  Oh  peace  :  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  Turkey* 

Cock  of  him;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanc'd  Plumes. 
Sir  And.  'Slife,  I  could  fo  beat  the  Rogue. 
Sir  To.  Peace,  I  fay. 
Mai.  To  be  Count  Malvolio. 

Sir  To.  Ah  Rogue. 
Sir  And.  Piftol  him,  Piftol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace.  0 

Mai.  There  is  Example  for't :  The  Lady  of  the  Strachy married  the  Yeoman  of  the  Wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel. 

Fab.  O  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in  ,•  look  how  Imagination blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  Months  married  to  her,  fitting 
in  my  State. 

Sir  Ta.  O  for  a  Stone-bow  to  hit  him  in  the  Eye. 

Mai.  Calling  my  Officers  about  me,  in  my  branch'd  Vel- 
vet Gown ;  having  come  from  a  Day-bed,  where  I  have  left 

Olivia  fleeping. 
Sir  To.  Fire  and  Brimftone. 

Fab.  O  peace,  peace. 
Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  Humour  of  State ;  and  after 

a  demure  Travel  of  Regard,  telling  them  I  know  my  place, 
as  I  would  they  fhould  do  theirs— —To  ask  for  my  Kinf- 
man  Toby  • 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  Shackles. 

Fab.  Oh  peace,  peace,  peace,  now,  now. 
Mai.  Seven  of  my  People  with  an  obedient  Start  make 

out  for  him :   I  frown  the  while,  and  perchance  wind  up 
my  Watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  Jewel.  Toby  approaches, 
Courtfies  there  to  me. 

Sir  To.  Shall  this  Fellow  live  ? 

Fab 
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Pah.  Tho'  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  Cares,  yet 
peace. 
Mai.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus ;  quenching  my  fa- 

miliar Smile  with  an  auftere  regard  of  Controul. 
Sir  To.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  on  the  Lips 

then? 

Mai.  Saying,  Coufin  Toby,  my  Fortunes  having  call:  me 
on  your  Neice,  give  me  this  Prerogative  of  Speech   • 

Sir  To.  What,  what? 

Mai.  You  muft  amend  your  Drunkennefs. 
Sir  Ta.  Out*  Scab. 
Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  Sinews  of  our  Plot. 
Mai.  Befides,  you  wade  the  Treafure  of  your  Time, 

with  a  foolifh  Knight-   

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  I  knew  'twas  I,  for  many  do  call  me  Fool. 
Mai.  What  Employment  have  we  here  \       {Taking  up  a 
Fab.  Now  is  the  Woodcock  near  the  Gin.  Letter. 

Sir  To.  Oh  peace !  Now  the  Spirit  of  Humours  intimate 
-  reading  aloud  to  him. 

MaU  By  my  Life  this  is  my  Lady's  hand  i  Thefe  be  her 
very  C's,  herd's,  and  her  T's>  and  thus  makes  (he  her  great 
P's.     It  is  in  Contempt  of  queftion  her  Hand* 

Sir  And.  Her  Cs>  her  V%  and  her  7*s ;  why  that  ? 
Mai.  To  the  unknown  belcv'd,  this,  and  my  good  Wifhes  ; 

Her  very  Phrafes :  By  your  leave,  Wax.  Soft !  and  the  Im- 

prefTure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  (he  ufes  to  feal ;  'tis  my 
Lady:  To  whom  mould  this  be? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  Liver  and  all. 

Mai.  Jove  knows  I  Love,  but  who,   Lips  do  not  move,  n§ 
Man  muft  know.  No  Man  muft  know   -What  follows  ?  .The 
Numbers  alter'd   No  Man  muft  know— — 
If  this  mould  be  thee,  Malvoli^r 

Sir  Ts.  Marry  hang  thee,  Brock. 
Mai.  I  may  command  where  I  adore,  but  Silence,  like  a 

Lucrefs  Knife, 

With  boldnefs  ftroke  my  Heart  doth  gore,  M,  O,  A.  I.  doth 
fway  my  Life. 

Fab.  A  Fuftian  Riddle. 

Sir  To.  Excellent  Wench,  fay  I. 
Vol.  II.  C  c  Mai 
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Mai.  At.  O.  A.  I.  doth  fway  my  Life   Nay,  but 

firft  let  me  fee-   let  me  fee   

Fab.  What  a  dim  of  Poifon  has  (he  drefs'd  him  ? 
Sir  To.  And  with  what  Wing  the  Stallion  checks  at  it? 
Mai.  I  may  command,  where  I  adore.  Why  (he  may 

command  me :  I  ferve  her,  (he  is  my  Lady.  Why  this  is 
evident  to  any  formal  Capacity.     There  is  no  obftruftion  in 
this   .and  the  end—— what  (hould  that  Alphabetical 
pofition  portend.   If  I  could  make  that  referable  fomething 
in  me?  Softly   M.  O.  A.  I.   

Sir  To.  O.  I.  make  up  that,  he  is  now  at  a  cold  Scent. 

Fab.  Sowter  will  cry  upon't  for  all  this,  tho'  it  be  as  rank as  a  Fox. 

Mai.  M»  Malvolio   M.   why  that  begins 
my  Name. 

Fab.  Did  not  I  fay  he  would  work  it  out,  the  Cur  is  ex- 
cellent at  Faults. 

Mai.  M.  But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  Sequel; 
that  fuffers  under  Probation  :  A  (hould  follow,  but  O 
does. 

Fab.  And  O  (hall  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  I'll  cudgel  him,  and  make  him  cry  O. Mai.  And  then  /.  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  and  you  had  any  Eye  behind  you,  you  might 
fee  more  detraction  at  your  Heels,  than  Fortunes  before 

you. Mai.  M.  O.A.I.   This  Simulation  is  not  as  the  for- 

mer  And  yet  to  crufti  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to  mc, 
for  every  one  of  thefe  Letters  are  in  my  nam".     Soft,  here 
follows  Profe   If  this  fall  into  thy  hand,  revolve.     In  my 
Stars  I  am  above  thee,  but  be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefs ;  fbme 
are  born  Great,  fome  atchieve  Greatnefs,  and  feme  have  Great- 
nefs  put  upon  them.  Thy  Fates  open  their  Hands,  let  thy 
Blood  and  Spirit  embrace  them ;  and  to  inure  thy  felf  to  what 
thou  art  like  to  be,  caft  thy  humble  Slough,  and  appear  frejh. 
Be  oppofite  with  a  Kinfman,  furly  with  Servants  :  Let  thy 
Tongue  tang  Arguments  of  State ;  put  thy  felf  into  the  Tricky 
of  Singularity.  She  thus  advifes  thee,  that  Jighs  for  thee. 

Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stockings,  andwifb'd 
to  fee  thee  ever  crofs'garterd.  I  fay  remember,  go  to,  thon 
art  made,  if  thou  dejtrefi  to  be  fo  ;   If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a 

Steward 
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Steward  flill^  the  Fellow  of  Servants,  and  not  worthy  to 

touch  Fortune**  Fingers,  Farewel.  She  that  would  alter  Ser- 
vices with  thee.  The  fortunate  and  happy  Day-Jight  and 

Champian  difcovers  not  more  :  This  is  open.  I  will  be 
proud,  I  will  read  politick  Authors,  I  will  baffle  Sir  Tobyt 
I  will  wafh  off  grofs  Acquaintance,  I  will  be  point  devjfe, 
the  very  Man.  I  do  now  fool  my  felf,  to  let  Imagination 
jade  me  ;  for  every  Reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my  Lady 
loves  me.  She  did  commend  my  yellow  Stockings  of  late, 

me  did  praife  my  Leg,  being  crofr-garter'd,  and  in  this  me 
manifefts  her  felf  to  my  Love,  and  with  a  kind  of  Con- 

junction drives  me  to  the fe  Habits  of  her  liking.  I  thank 
my  Stars,  I  am  happy :  I  will  be  ftrange,  ftout,  in  yellow 

Stockings  and  crofs-garter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  put- 
ting on.  Jove,  and  my  Stars  be  praifed.  Here  is  yet  a  Poft- 

fcript.  7770/*  canfl  not  chufe  to  know  who  I  am;  if  thou  en- 
tertaineft  my  Love,  let  it  appear  in  thy  fmiling^  thy  Smiles  be- 

come thee  well.  Therefore  in  my  Prefence  ftill  Jmile,  Dear 
my  Sweety  I  prethee.  Jove,  I  thank  thee,  I  will  fmile,  I 
will  do  every  thing  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [Exit* 

Fab,  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  Sport  for  a  Penfion 
of  Thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  Wench  lor  this  Device. 
Sir  And.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  ask  no  other  Dowry  with  her,  but  fuch  ano- 
ther J  eft. 

Enter  Maria. 
Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  Gull-catcher. 

Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  (ct  thy  Foot  o'my  Neck? 
Sir  And.  Or  o'mine  either? 
Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  Freedom  at  Tray-trip,  and  be- 

come thy  Bond-flave? 
Sir  And.  Tfaith,  or  I  either? 
Sir  To.  Why,  thou  hart  put  him  in  fuch  a  Dream,  that 

when  the  Image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  muft  run  mad. 
Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him  I 
Sir  To.  Like  Aqua- vita  with  a  Midwife. 
Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  Fruits  of  the  Sport,  mark 

his  firft  approach  before  my  Lady :  He  will  come  to  her  in 

yellow  Stockings,   and  'tis  a  Colour  (lie  abhors  5  and  crofs- 
Cci  garter'd. 
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garter'd,  a  Faftiion  me  detefts :  And  he  will  fmile  upon 
her,  which  will  now  be  fo  unfuitable  to  her  Difpofition, 
being  addicted  to  Melancholy,  as  (he  is,  that  it  cannot  but 
turn  him  into  a  notable  Contempt :  If  you  will  fee  it,  fol- 

low me. 
Sir  To.  To  the  Gates,  Tartar,  thou  moft  excellent  Devil 

of  Wit. 

Sir  And.  I'll  make  one  too.  [Exeunt. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE   A  Garden. 

Enter  Viola  and  Clown. 

^.CAVE  thee,  Friend,  and  thy  Mufick:  Doft  thou 
k3  live  by  the  Tabor  ? 

Clo.  No,  Sir,  I  Jive  by  the  Church. 
Vlo.  Art  thou  a  Churchman? 

Clo.  No  fuch  matter,  Sir,  I  do  live  by  the  Church:  For 
I  do  live  at  my  Houfe,  and  my  Houfe  doth  ftand  by  the 
Church. 

Fie.  So  thou  may'ft  fay  the  King  lyes  by  a  Beggar,  if  a 
Beggar  dwell  near  him:  Or  the  Church  ftands  by  thy  Ta- 

bor, if  thy  Tabor  (land  by  the  Church. 
Clo.  You  have  faid,  Sir:  To  fee  this  Age!  A  Sentence 

is  but  a  chcv'ril  Glove  to  a  good  Wit;  how  quickly  the 
wrong  fide  may  be  turn'd  outward. 

Vio.  Nay,  that's  certain;  they  that  dally  nicely  with 
Words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore  my  Sifter  had  no  Name,  Sir. 
Vio.  Why,  Man? 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  her  Name's  a  word,  and  to  dally  with 
that  word,  might  make  my  Sifter  wanton  :  But  indeed, 

Worcb  are  very  Rafcals,  fince  Bonds  difgrae'd  them. 
Vio.  Thy  Reafon,  Man  ? 
Qo.  Troth,  Sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  Words, 

and  Words  are  grown  fo  falfe,  I  am  loath  to  prove  Iteafon 
with  them. 
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Vio.  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  Fellow,  and  careft  for 

nothing. 
Clol  Not  fo,  Sir,  I  do  care  for  fomething ;  bur,  in  my 

Confcienee,  Sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  :-  If  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing,  Sir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifible. 

Vio.  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  Olivia's  Fool  ? 
Clo.  No  indeed,  Sir,  the  Lady  Olivia  has  no  Folly,  fhe 

will  keep  no  Fool,  Sir,  'till  flic  be  married;  and  Fools  are 

as  like  Husbands,  as  Pilchers  are  to  Herrings,  the  Husband's 
the  bigger  :  I  am  indeed  not  her  Fool,  but  her  corrupter  of 
Words.  « 

Vio.  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  Duke  Orfinos. 
Clo.  Foolery,  Sir,  he  does  walk  about  the  Orb  like  the 

Sun,  it  mines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry,  Sir,  but  the 
Fool  mould  be  as  oft  with  your  Mailer,  as  with  my  Miftrds : 
I  think  I  faw  your  Wifdom  there. 

Vio.  Nay,  and  thou  pafs  upon  me,  I'll  no  more  with  thee. 
Hold,  there's  Expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  Commodity  of  Hair,  fend 
thee  a  Beard. 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  Til  tell  thee,  I  am  almoft  fick  for  one, 
though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  Chin.  Is  thy  Lady 
within? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  Sir  ? 
Vio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 

CU.  I  would  play  Lord  Pandarus  of 'Phrjgia,  Sir,  to  bring a  Crejfida  to  this  Troylus. 

Vio.  I  underlland  you,  Sir,  'tis  well  begg'd. 
Clo.  The  matter  I  hope  is  not  grear,  Sir;  begging,  hut  a 

Beggar  :  Crejfida  was  a  Beggar.  My  Lady  is  within,  Sir. 
I  will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come,  who  you  are,  and 
what  you  would  is  out  of  my  Welkin,  I  might  fay,  Ele- 

ment, but  the  word  is  over-worn.  [Exit. 
Vio*  This  Fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  Fool, 

And  to  do  that  well  craves  a  kind  of  Wit : 

He  muft  obferve  their  Mood  on  whom  he  Jefts, 
The  Quality  of  the  Perfons,  and  the  Time  ; 
And  like  the  Haggard,  check  at  every  Feather 
That  comes  before  his  Eye.     This  is  a  pradice 

As  full  of  Labour  as  a  Wife-man's  Art : 
C  c  1  For 
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For  Folly  that  he  wifely  fhews,  is  fit; 

But  wife  Mens  Folly  fall'n,  quite  taint  their  Wit, 
Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Save  you,  Gentleman. 
Vio.  And  you,  Sir. 
Sir  And.  Diets  vous  guard  JMonfieur. 
Vio.  Et  vohs  AHJi)  voftre  fervitur. 
Sir  And.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  are,  and  I  am  yours. 
Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  Houfe,  my  Neice  is  de- 

firous  you  fliould  enter,  if  your  Trade  be  to  her. 
Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  Neice,  Sir;  I  mean,  fhe  is  the 

Lift:  of  my  Voyage. 
Sir  To.  Tafte  your  Legs,  Sir,  put  them  to  motion. 
Vio.  My  Legs  do  better  underftand  me,  Sir,  than  I  under- 

ftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my  Legs. 
Sir  To.  I  mean  to  go,  Sir,  to  enter. 
Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  Gate  and  Entrance,  but  we 

are  prevented. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Mod  excellent  accomplim'd  Lady,  the  Heav'ns  rain  Odours 
on  you. 

Sir  And.    That  Youth's  a  rare  Courtier !  rain  Odours ! 
well. 

Vio.  My  Matter  hath  no  Voice,  Lady,  but  to  your  own 
moft  pregnant  and  vouchsafed  Ear. 

Sir  And.  Odours,  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  :  I'll  get  'em all  three  ready. 
OIL  Let  the  Garden  Door  be  fhut,  and  leave  me  to  my 

Give  me  your  Hand,  Sir. 
hearing.  \_Exennt  Sir  Toby  Sir  Andrew,  and  Maria. 

Vio.  My  Duty,  Madam,  and  moft:  humble  Service. 
Oli.  What  is  your  Name  ? 

Vio.  Cefario  is  your  Servant's  Name,  fair  Princefs. 
Oli.  My  Servant,  Sir?  'Twas  never  merry  World, 

Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  Complement : 
Y'are  Servant  to  the  Duke  Orjino,  Youth. 

Vio.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours: 

Your  Servant's  Servant  is  your  Servant,  Madam. 
Oli.  For  him  I  think  not  on  him:  For  his  Thoughts, 

Would  they  were  Blanks,  rather  than  fill'd  with  me, 
Vio.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  Thoughts 

On  his  behalf.  OIL 
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Oli.  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you ; 

I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him. 
But  would  you  undertake  another  Suit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  foiiicit  thar, 
Than  Mufick  from  the  Spheres. 

Vio.  Dear  Lad/. 

Oli.  Give  me  leave,  Ibefeechyou:  I  did  fend, 
After  the  la  ft  Enchantment  you  did  hear, 
A  Ring  in  Chafe  of  you.     So  did  I  abufe 
My  felf,  my  Servant,  and  I  fear  me,  you; 
Under  your  hard  Conftruction  muft  I  fit, 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  fhameful  cunning, 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours!    What  might  you  think  ? 
Have  you  not  fet  mine  Honour  at  the  Stake, 

And  baited  it  with  all  th'unmuzzled  Thoughts 
That  tyrannous  Heart  can  think?  To  one  of  your  receiving 
Enough  is  mewn,  a  Cyprefs,  not  a  Bofom, 
Hides  my  poor  Heart.    So  let  ine  hear  you  fpeak. 

Vio.  I  pity  you. 

Oli.  That's  a  degree  to  Love. 
Vio.  No  not  a  grice :  For  'tis  a  vulgar  Proof 

That  very  oft  we  pity  Enemies. 

Oli.  Why  then  methinks  'tis  time  to  fmile  again; 
O  World,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud? 
If  one  fhould  be  a  prey,  how  much  better 
To  fall  before  the  Lion,  than  the  Wolf; 

[Clock^ftrikes. 
The  Clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  Time. 
Be  not  afraid,  good  Youth,  I  will  not  have  you  ; 
And  yet  when  Wit  and  Youth  is  come  to  harveft, 
Your  Wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  Man  : 
There  lyes  your  way,  due  Weft. 

Vio.  Then  Weftward  hoe  : 

Grace  and  good  Difpofition  attend  your  Ladyftiip. 

You'll  nothing,  Madam,  to  my  Lord  by  me? 
Oli.  Stay ;  I  prethee  tell  me  what  thou  think'ft  of  me  ? 
Vio.  That  you  do  think  you  are  not  what  you  are. 
Oli.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 
Vio.  Then  think  you  right :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Oli.  I  would  you  were,  as  I  would  have  you  be*  ' 
C  c  4  Vio* 
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Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  Madam,  than  I  am? 

I  wifh  it  might,  for  now  I  am  your  Fool. 
OIL  O  what  a  deal  of  Scorn  looks  beautiful, 

In  the  Contempt  and  Anger  of  his  Lip! 
A  murderous  Guilt  (hews  not  it  felf  more  foon, 

Than  Love  that  would  feem  hid :  Love's  Night  is  Noon. 
Cefario,  by  the  Rofes  of  the  Spring. 
By  Maid-hood,  Honour,  Truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  Pride, 
Nor  Wit,  nor  Reafon,  can  my  Paffion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  Reafons  from  this  Claufe, 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  no  Caufe : 
But  rather  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter; 

Love  fought,  is  good ;  but  given  unfought,  is  better. 
Vio.  By  Innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  Youth, 

I  have  one  Heart,  one  Bofom,  and  one  Truth, 
And  that  no  Woman  has,  nor  never  none 
Shall  Miftrefs  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 

And  fo  adieu,  good  Madam,  never  more, 

Will  I  my  Matter's  Tears  to  you  deplore. 
OIL  Yet  come  again ;  for  thou  perhaps  may'it,  move 

That  Heart,  which  now  abhors  to  like  his  Love. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE    II.    Olivia'j  Eoufe. 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  No  faith,  Pll  not  ftay  a  jot  longer. 
Sir  To.  Thy  Reafon,  dear  Venom,  give  thy  Reafon. 
Fab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  Reafon,  Sir  Andrew. 
Sir  And.  Marry,  I  faw  your  Neice  do  more  Favours  to 

the  Duke's  Serving-man,  than  ever  fhe  beftow'd  upon  mc. 
I  faw't  i'th*  Orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  fhe  fee  thee  the  while,  old  Boy,  tell  me 
that? 

Sir  And.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 
Fab.  This  was  a  great  Argument  of  Love  in  her  toward 

you. 
Sir  And.  'Slight ;  will  you  make  an  Afs  o'me  ? 
Fab.  I  prove  it  legitimate,  Sir>  upon  the  Oaths  of  Judg- 

ment and  Reafon? 

Sir 
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SirTo.  And  they  have  been  grand  Jury-men,  fince before 
Noah  was  a  Sailor. 

Fab.  She  did  fhew  Fa\our  to  the  Youth  in  your  Sight, 
only  to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  Valour,  to 
put  Fire  in  your  Heart,  and  Brimilone  in  your  Liver.  Ycu 
fhould  then  have  accofted  her,  and  with  fome  excellent  Jefls, 

fire-new  from  the  Mint,  you  fhould  have  bang'd  the  Youth 
into  Dumbnefs.  This  was  look'd  for  at  your  Hand,  and 
this  was  baulkt.  The  double  gilt  of  this  Opportunity  you 

let  Time  wafh  off,  and  you  are  now  fail'd  into  the  North 
of  my  Lady's  Opinion,  where  you  will  bang  like  an  Jfickle 
on  a  Dutchman 's  Beard,  unlefs  you  do  redeem  it  by  fome 
Attempt,  either  of  Valour  or  Policy.  > 

Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it  muftbe  with  Valour,  for 
Policy  I  hate:    I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownifr,as  a  Politician. 

SirTo.  Why  then  build  me  thy  Fortunes  upon  the  Bails 

of  Valour.  Challenge  me  the  Duke's  Youth  to  fight  with 
him,  hurt  him  in  eleven  Places,  my  Neice  fhall  take  Note 
of  it,  and  affaire  thy  fdfy  there  is  no  Love-broker  in  the 
World  can  more  prevail  in  Mens  Commendation  with  Wo- 

men, than  Report  of  Valour, 
Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this,  Sir  Andrew. 
Sir  An.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  Challenge  to 

him? 
SirTo.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  Hand,  be  curft  and 

brief:  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and  full 
of  Invention;  taunt  him  with  the  Licenfe  of  Ink  ;  if  thou 

thou'ft  him  fome  thrice,  it  fhall  not  be  amifs;  and  as  many 
Lies  as  will  lye  in  thy  Sheet  of  Paper,  although  the  Sheet 

were  big  enough  for  the  Bed  of  Ware  in  England,  fet  'era 
down,  and  go  about  it.  Let  there  be  Gall  enough  in  thy 

Ink,  tho'  thou  write  it  with  a  Goofe-Pen,  no  matter:  A- bout  it. 

Sir  An.  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

Sir  To.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubkulo :  Go. 
[Exit  Sir  Andrew* 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  Manakin  to  you,  Sir  Toby. 
Sir  To.  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  Lad,  fome  two  thoufand 

flrong,  or  fp. 

Fab.  We  fhall  ha,ye  a  rare  Letter  fropi  him;  but  you'll not  delivers. Sir  To. 
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Sir  To.  Never  truft  me  then ;  and  by  all  means  ftiron  the 

Youth  to  an  Anfwer.  I  think  Oxen  and  Wain-ropes  can- 

not  hale  them  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he  were  open'd, 
and  you  find  fo  much  Blood  in  his  Liver  as  will  clog  the 

Foot  of  a  Flea,  I'll  eat  the  reft  of  th' Anatomy. 
Fab.  And  his  Oppofite  the  Youth  bears  in  his  Vifage  no 

great  Prefage  of  Cruelty. 
Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look  where  the  youngeft  Wren  of  mine  comes. 
Mar.  If  you  defire  the  Spleen,  and  will  laugh  your 

felves  into  Stitches,  follow  mc;  yond  gull  Malvolio  is  turn- 
ed Heathen,  a  very  Reregado ;  for  there  is  no  Chriftian  that 

means  to  be  fav'd  by  believing  rightly,  can  ever  believe 
fuch  impoffible  PafTages  of  GrofTnefs.  He's  in  yellow  Stock- 
ings. 

Sir  To.  And  Crofs-garter'd  ? 
Mar.  Mod  villanoufly;  like  a  Pedant  that  keeps  a  School 

i'th'  Church :  I  have  dog'd  him  like  his  Murtherer.  He 
does  obey  every  Point  of  the  Letter  that  I  dropt  to  be- 

tray him ;  he  does  fmile  his  Face  into  more  Lines  than  is  in 
the  new  Map,  with  the  Augmentation  of  the  Indies;  you 

hive  not  feen  fuch  a  thing  as  'tis;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hur- 
ling things  at  him.  I  know  my  Lady  will  ftrike  him;  if  flie 

do,  he'll  Tmile,  aid  tak't  for  a  great  Favour. 
Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  III.  The  Street. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio. 

Seb.  I  would  not  by  my  Will  have  troubled  you, 
But  fince  you  make  your  Pleafure  of  your  Pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Ant.  I  could  not  ftay  behind  you ;  my  Defire, 
More  (harp  than  filed  Steel,  did  fpur  me  forth, 

And  not  all  Love  to  fee  you,  tho'  fo  much 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  Voyage, 
But  Jealoufie,  what  might  befall  your  Travel, 
Being  skillefs  in  thefe  Parts;  which  to  a  Stranger, 
Unguided  and  unfriended,  often  prove Rough 
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Rough  and  unhofpitable.  My  willing  Love, 
The  rather  by  thefe  Arguments  of  Fear 
Set  forth  in  your  Purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Anthonio9 
I  can  no  other  Anfwer  make,  but  Thanks: 
But  were  my  Worth,  as  is  my  Confcience  firm, 

You  mould  find  better  Dealing:  What's  to  do? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  Relicks  of  this  Town  f 

Ant.  To  Morrow,  Sir,  beft  firfl  go  fee  your  Lodging. 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  Night, 
I  pray  you  let  us  fatisfie  our  Eyes 
With  the  Memorials,  and  the  Things  of  Fame 
That  do  renown  this  City. 

Ant.  Would  you'ld  pardon  me: 
I  do  not  without  Danger  walk  thefe  Streets. 

Once  in  a  Sea-fight  'gainfl  the  Duke  his  Gallies, 
I  did  fome  Service,  of  fuch  Note  indeed, 

That  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer 'd. 
Seb.  Belike  you  flew  great  Number  of  his  People. 

Ant.  Th*  Offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  Nature, 
Albeit  the  Quality  of  Time,  and  Quarrel, 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  Argument: 

It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which  for  Traffick's  fake 
Moil  of  our  City  did.  Only  my  felf  flood  out, 
For  which  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place 
I  fliall  pay  dear. 

Seb.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me:  Hold,  Sir*  here's  my  Purfe. 
In  the  South  Suburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  bed  to  lodge :  I  will  befpeak  our  Diet, 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  Knowlege 
With  viewing  of  the  Town,  there  fhall  you  have  me. 

Seb.  Why  I  your  Purfe? 
Ant.  Haply  your  Eye  fliall  light  upon  fome  Toy 

You  have  defirc  to  purchafe;  and  your  Store 
I  think  is  not  for  idle  Markets,  Sir. 

Seb.  I'll  be  your  Purfe-bearer,  and  leave  you For  an  Hour. 

Ant.  To  th'  Elephant. 
Seb.  I  do  remember.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  IV.  Olivia'*-  Houfe. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Oli.  I  have  fent  after  him ;  he  fays  he'll  come. 
How  ftiall  I  feaft  him?  What  beftow  of  him? 

For  Youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  begg'd,  or  borrow'd. 
I  fpeak  too  loud;  where's  Malvolio,  he  is  fad  and  civil, 
And  fuits  well  for  a  Servant  with  my  Fortunes. 
Where  is  Malvolio  ? 

Mar.  He's  coming,  Madam: 
But  in  very  ftrange  manner.  Heis  furepofleft,  Madam, 

Oli.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  does  he  rave  .? 
Mar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  fmile;  your  La- 

dydiip  were  befl  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he  come, 
for  fure  the  Man  is  tainted  in's  Wits. 

Oli.  Go,  call  him  hither. 
Enter  Malvolio. 

I  am  as  mad  as  he, 

If  fad  and  merry  Madnefs  equal  be.' 
How  now,  Malvolio* 
MaL  Sweet  Lady,  ha,  ha.  [Smile  fantafiically. 

Oli.  Smil'lT:  thou?  I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  Occafion.  " MaL  Sad  Lady,  I  could  be  fad; 
This  does  make  fome  Obftru&ion  in  the  Blood; 

This  crofs-gartering,  but  what  of  that  ? 
If  it  pleafe  the  Eye  of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very  true 

Sonnet  is:  Pleafe  one,  and  pleafe  all.  ' 
Oli.  Why?  How  do'ftthou  Man? What  is  the  matter  with  thee? 

Mai.  Not  black  in  my  Mind,  though  yellow  in  my 
Legs  :  It  did  come  to  his  Hands,  and  Commands  fliall 
be  executed.     I  think  we  do  know  the  fweet  Roman  Hand. 

Oli.  Wilt  thou  go  to  Bed,  Malvolio* 

Mai.  To  Bed?  ay,  fweet  Heart;  andl'll  come  to  thee. 
Oli.  God  comfort  thee;  why  doft  thou  fmile  fo,  andkifs 

thy  Hand  fo  oft  ? 
Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvolio  ? 
Mai.  At  your  Requeft  ! 

Yes,  Nightingales  anfwer  Daws. 
Mart 
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Afar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  Boldnefs  be- 

fore my  Lady? 

Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefs;  'twas  well  writ. 
Oli.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that,  Maholio  ? 
Mai.  Some  are  born  great-      ■  ■ 
Oli.  Ha? 

MaL  Some  atchieve  Greatnefs     ■     ■ 

OIL  What  fay'ft  thou? 
Mai.  And  fome  have  Greataefs  thruft  upon  them- 
OIL  Heav'n  reftore  thee. 
MaLK.tmember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stockings-— 
OIL  Thy  yellow  Stockings? 

Mai.  Wifh'd  to  fee  thee  crofs-garter'd— — 

OIL  Crofs-garter'd  ? 
Mai.  Go  to,  thou  art  made,  if  thoudchYft  to  be  fo— - 
OIL  Am  I  made? 
Mai.  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  Servant  ftill. 

OIL  Why  this  is  very  Midfummer  Madnefs. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the*  young  Gentleman  of  the  Duke  Orfi- 
nos  is  return'd,  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back ;  he  attends 
your  Ladyfhip's  Pleafure. 

OIL  I'll  come  to  him. 

Good  Maria,  let  this  Fellow  be  look'd  to.     Where's  my 
Coufin  7otyl  let  fome  of  my  People  have  a  fpecial  Care  of 
him,  I  would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  Half  of  my 
Dowry.  [Exit. 

Mai.  Oh,  ho,  do  you  come  near  me  now?    No  worfe 
Man  than  Sir  Toby  to  look  to  me !     This  concurs  dire&ly 
with  the  Letter,  me  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may  ap- 

pear ftubborn  to  him;  for  me  incites  me  to  that  in  the  Let- 
ter.    Caft  thy  humble  Slough,  fays  me;  be  oppofite  with 

a  Kinfman,  furly  with  Servants,  let  thy  Tongue  tang  with 
Arguments  of  State,  put  thy  felf  into  the  Trick  of  Singu- 

larity, and  confequently  fets  down  the  manner  how ;    as  a 
fad  Face,  a  reverend  Carriage,  a  flow  Tongue,  in  the  Habit 

of  fome  Sir  of  Note,  and  fo  forth.     I  have  lim'd  her,  but 
it  is  Jove's  doing,  and  Jove  imke  me  thankful;  and  when 
fhe  went  away  now,  let  this  Fellow  be  look'd  to  .*  Fellow  / 
Jfot  MafooltO)  nor  after  my  Degree,  but  Fellow.    Why 

every 
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every  thing  adheres  together,  that  no  Dram  of  a  Scruple,  no 
Scruple  of  a  Scruple;  no  Obftacle;  no  incredulous  or  unfafe 
Circumftance   What  can  be  faid  /  Nothing  that  can  be,  can 
come  between  me,  and  the  full  Profped:  of  my  Hopes* 
Well  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  Doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be 
thanked. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Fabian  and  Maria. 
SirTo.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  Name  of  San&ity?  If  all 

the  Devils  in  Hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion  himfelf 

poffeft.  him,  yet  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 
Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is;  howis't  with  you,  Sir?  How 

is't  with  you,  Man? 
Mai.  Gooff,  I  difcard  you;  let  me  enjoy  my  privacy: 

Go  off. 
Mar*  Lo,  how  hollow  the  Fiend  fpeaks  within  him ;  did 

not  I  tell  you  ?  Sir  Toby,  my  Lady  prays  you  to  have  a  Care 
of  him* 

Mai.  Ah  ha,  does  (he  fo? 

Sir  To.  Goto,  go  to;  peace,  peace;  we  muft  deal  gently 
with  him;  let  him  alone.  How  do  you  do,  Maholio ?How 

is't  with  you  ?  What  Man,  defie  the  Devil ;  confider  he's  an 
Enemy  to  Mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 
Mar.  La  you !  and  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  Devil,  how  he 

takes  it  at  Heart.     Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitch'd. 
Fab.  Carry  his  Water  to  th'  wife  Woman. 
Mar.  Marry  and  it  fhall  be  done  to  Morrow  Morning  if 

I  live.  My  Lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than  I'll 
fay. 

Mai.  How  now,  Miftrefs?  y 
Mar.  O  Lord. 

SirTo.  Prethee  hold  thy  Peace,  that  is  not  the  way:  Do 
you  not  fee  you  move  him  t 

Fab.  No  way  but  Gentlene/s,  gently,  gently;  theFicndis 

rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 
SirTo.  Why  how  now,myHavock .?  How  doft  thou,Chuck? 
Mai.  Sir. 

SirTo.  Ay  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What  Man,  'tis  not  for 
Gravity  to  play  at  Cherry-pit  with  Satan.  Hang  him  foul 
Collier. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  Prayers,  good  Sir  Toby>  get  him 

to  pray. 
Mai.  My  Prayers,  Minx/ 
Mar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  Godli- 

nefs. 

Mai.  Go,  hang  your  felves  all;  you  are  idle  fhallow 
Things,  I  am  not  of  your  Element,  you  fhall  know  more 
hereafter.  [Exit. 

Sir  To.  1st  poflible? 
Fab.  If  this  were  plaid  upon  a  Stage  now,  I  could  con- 

demn it  as  an  unprofitable  Fidion. 
Sir  To.  His  very  Genius  hath  taken  the  Infection  of  the 

Device,  Man. 

Mar.  Nay,  purfue  him  now,  left  the  Device  take  Air, 
and  taint. 

Fab.  Why  we  (hall  make  him  mad  indeed. 
Mar.  The  Houfe  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  Room  and  bound. 

My  Neece  is  already  in  the  Belief  that  he's  mad  ;  we  may 
carry  it  thus  for  our  Pleafure  and  his  Penance,  'till  our  very 
Paftime  tired  out  of  Breath,  prompt  us  to  have  Mercy  on 
him;  at  which  Time  we  will  bring  the  Device  to  the  Bar, 
and  crown  thee  for  a  Finder  of  Madmen;  but  fee,  but 
fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  More  Matter  for  a  May  Morning. 

Sir  And.  Here's  the  Challenge,  read  it:  I  warrant  there's 
Vinegar  and  Pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is't  fo  fawcy  ? 
Sir  And.  Ay,  is't?  I  warrant  him:  Do  but  read. 
Sir  To.  Give  me.  \_Sir  Toby  reads. 

Touth,  whatfoever  thou  art,  thou  art  but  a  f curvy  Fellow. 
Fab.  Good  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  in  thy  Mind  why  I  do  call 
thee  Jo,  for  I  will  /hew  thee  no  Reafon  fort. 

Fab.  A  very  good  Note,  that  keeps  you  from  the  Blow  of 
the  Law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  com  ft  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  in  my  Sight  foe 
ufes  thee  kindly ;  but  thou  Heft  in  thy  Throaty  that  is  not  the 
matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fab,  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  Senfe-lefs. Sir  To. 
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Sir  To.  I  will  waylay  thee  going  home,  where  if  it  be  thy 

Chance  to  kill  me   
Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  kill* ft  me  like  a  Rogue  and  a  Villain. 
Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'ch'  windy  Side  of  the  Law: Good. 
Sir  To,  Fare  thee  well,  and  God  have  mercy  upon  our  Souls ; 

he  may  have  mercy  upon  mine,  but  my  Hope  is  better,  andfo 
lookjo  thy  f elf.  Thy  Friend  as  thou  ufeft  him,  and  thy  fiv9rn 
Enemy,  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To.  If  this  Letter  move  him  not,  his  Legs  cannot: 

I'll  give't  him. 
Alar.  You  may  have  very  fit  Occafion  for't :  He  is  now  in 

fome  Commerce  with  my  Lady,  and  will  by  and  by  depart. 
Sir  To.  Go,  Sir  Andrew,  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  Corner 

of  the  Orchard  Ike  a  Bum-Baily;  fo  foon  as  ever  thoufeeft 

him,  draw;  and  as  thou  draw'ft,  fwear  horribly;  for  it  comes 
to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  Oath,  with  a  fwaggering  Accent 

fliarply  twang'd  off,  gives  Manhood  more  Approbation  than 
ever  Pi  oof  it  felf  would  have  earn'd  him.  Away* 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  \_Exit. 
Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  this  Letter;  for  the  Be- 

haviour of  the  young  Gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be  of 

good  Capacity  and  Breeding ;  his  Imployment  between  his 
Lord  and  my  Ncece,  confirms  no  lefs;  therefore,  this  Let- 

ter being  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  Terror  in 
the  Youth;  he  will  find  that  it  comes  from  a  Clod-pole* 
Bur,  Sir,  I  will  deliver  his  Challenge  by  Word  of|  Mouth; 

fet  upon  Ague-cheeky  a  notable  Report  of  Valour,  and 
drive  the  Gentleman,  as  I  know  his  Youth  will  aptly  re- 

ceive it,  into  a  mod:  hideous  Opinion  of  his  Rage,  Skill, 
Fury,  and  Impetuofity.  This  will  fo  fright  them  both, 
tha:  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  Look,  like  Cockatrices. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola. 

Fab.  Here  he  comes  with  your  Neece*  give  them  way 
till  he  take  leave,  aid  prefently  after  him. 

Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid  Mcf- 
fage  for  a  Challenge.  [Exeunt, 

Oli.  I  have  faid  too  much  unto  a  Heart  of  Stone, 

And  laid  mine  Honour  too  unchary  on't. 
There's  fomething  in  me  that  reproves  my  Fault  $ 

Bus 
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But  fuch  a  hcad-ftrong  potent  Fault  it  is, 
That  it  but  mocks  Reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  fame  haviour  that  your  Paflion  bears, 

Goes  on  my  Matter's  Grief. 
Oli.  Here,  wear  this  Jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  Picture ; 

Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  Tongue  to  vex  you : 
And  I  befeech  you  come  again  to  Morrow. 

What  mall  you  ask  of  me  that  I'll  deny, 
That,  Honour  fav'd,  may  upon  asking  give  ? 

Vio.  Nothing  but  this, your  true  Love  for  my  Marten 
Oli.  How  with  mine  Honour  may  I  give  him  that, 

Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 
Vio,  I  will  acquit  you. 
Oli.  Well,  come  again  to  Morrow:  Fare  thee  well, 

A  Fiend  like  thee  might  bear  my  Soul  to  Hell.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian* 
Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee* 
Vio.  And  you,  Sir. 

Sir  To.  That  Defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't;  of  what 
Nature  the  Wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know  not;  but 

thy  Intercepter  full  of  Defpjght,  bloody  as  the  Hunter,  at- 
tends thee  at  the  Orchard  End;  difmount  thy  Tuck*  be 

yare  in  thy  Preparation,  for  thy  AfTailant  is  quick,  skilful, 
and  deadly. 

Vio*  You  miftake,  Sir,  I  am  fure  no  Man  hath  any  Quar- 
rel to  me;  my  Remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear  from  any 

Image  of  Offence  done  to  any  Man. 
Sir  To.  You  11  find  it  otherwife,  I  aflure  you ;  therefore,  if 

you  hold  your  Life  at  any  Price,  betake  you  to  your  Guard, 
for  your  Oppofite  Rath  in  him,  what  Youth,  Strength,  Skill* 
tand  Wrath  can  furnifh  a  Man  withal. 

Vio.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  is  he? 

Sir  To.  He  is  Knight  dubb'd  with  unhatch'd  Rapier,  and 
on  Carpet  Confederation,  but  he  is  a  Devil  in  private 
Brawl;  Souls  and  Bodies  hath  he  divore'd  three;  and  his 
Incenfement  at  this  Moment  is  fo  implacable,  that  Satisfacti- 

on can  be  none  but  by  Pangs  of  Death  and  Sepulcher:Hob, 

nob,  is  his  Word ;  give't  .or  tak't. 
Flo.  I  will  return  again  into  "the  Houfe,  and  defire  feme 

Condud  of  the  Lady.     I  am  no  fighter.  I  have  heard  of 
Vt>L.  IL  Dd  fom: 
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fome  kind  of  Men,  that  put  Quarrels  purpofely  on  others 
to  tafte  their  Valour:  Belike  this  is  a  Man  of  that  Quirk.    , 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no:  His  Indignation  drives  it  felf  out  of  a 
very  competent  Injury,  therefore  get  you  on,  and  give  him 
hisDefire.  Back  you  fhall  not  to  the  Houfe,  unlefs  you  under- 

take that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety  you  might 
anfwer  him;  therefore  on,  or  ftrip  your  Sword  ftark  naked; 

for  meddle  you  muff,  that's  certain,  or  forfwear  to  wear 
Iron  about  you. 

Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil  as  ftrange.  I  befeech  you  do  me 
this  courteous  Office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight  what  my 
Offence  to  him  is:  It  is  fomething  of  my  Negligence,  no- 

thing of  my  Purpofe. 
Sir  To.  I  will  do  fo.  Slgmor  Fabian,  flay  you  by  this  Gen- 

tleman 'till  my  Return.  [Exit  Sir  Toby. 
frw.  Pray  you,  Sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter? 

Fab.  I  know  the  Knight  is  incens'd  againfl  you,  even  to 
a  mortal  Arbitrement,  but  nothing  of  the  Circumftance  more. 

Flo.  1  befeech  you  what  manner  of  Man  is  he? 
Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  Promife  to  read  him  by 

his  Form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the  Proof  of  his 
Valour.  He  is  indeed,  Sir,  the  mod  skilful,  bloody,  and  fa- 

tal Oppofite  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  in  any  pare 
of  Illjria :  Will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  will  make  your 
Peace  with  him  if  I  can. 

Vio.  I  fhall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't :  I  am  one  that 
had  rather  go  with  Sir  Prieft  than  Sir  Knight :  I  care  not 
who  knows  fo  much  of  my  Mettle.  {Exeunt \ 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why  Man,  he's  a  very  Devil,  I  have  not  fern 
fuch  a  Virago :  I  had  a  Pafs  with  him,  Rapier,  Scabbard  and. 
all ;  and  he  gives  me  the  Stuck  in  with  fuch  a  mortal  Mo- 

tion, that  it  is  inevitable;  and  on; the  Anfwer,  he  pays  you 
as  furely  as  your  Feet  hit  the  Ground  they  ftep  on.  They 
fay,  he  has  been  Fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him. 
Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified, 

Fabian  can  fcarce  hold  him. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on'r,  and  I  thought  he  had  been  vali- 
ant, and  fo  cunning  in  Fence,  I'd  nave  fgen  him  damn'd  e'er I'd 
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I'd  have  challeng'd  him.     Let  him  let  the  matter  flip,  and 
I'll  give  him  my  Horfe,  grey  Capilet. 

Sir  To.  I'll  make  the  Motion ;  ftand  here,  make  a  good 
Shew  on't,  this  fhall  end  without  the  Perdition  of  Souls; 
marry  I'll  ride  your  Horfe  as  well  as  I  ride  you. Enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 

I  have  his  Horfe  to  take  up  the  Quarrel,  I  have  perfuaded 

him  the  Youth's  a  Devil.  [7$  Fabian. 
Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him;  and  pants  and 

looks  pale,  as  if  a  Bear  were  at  his  Heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  Remedy,  Sir,  he  will  fight  with  you 
for's  Oath  fake:  Marry  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of  his 
Quarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worth  talking  of; 
therefore  draw  for  the  Supportance  of  his  Vow,  he  protefts 
he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me;  a  little  thing  would  make  mc 
tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  Man. 

Fab.  Give  Ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  Andrewy  there's  no  Remedy ;  the  Gen- 
tleman will  for  his  Honour's  fake  have  one  bout  with  you ; 

he  cannot  by  the  Duello  avoid  it;  but  he  has  promis'd  me, 
as  he  is  a  Gentleman  and  a  Soldier,  he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Come  on,  to't.  [They  draw. 
Sir  And.  Pray  God  he  keep  his  Oath. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Vlo.  I  do  allure  you  'tis  againft  my  Will. 
Ant.  Put  up  your  Sword;  if  this  young  Gentleman 

Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  Fault  on  me ; 

If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you.  [Drawing* 
Sir  To.  You,  Sir?  Why,  what  a*e  you  ? 
Ant.  One,  Sir,  that  for  his  Love  dares  yet  do  more 

Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 
SirTo.  Nay,  if  you  be  anUnderraker,  I  am  for  you.[Draws. 

Enter  Officers. 
Fab.  O  good  SirToby,  hold;  here  come  the  Officers. 
SirTo.  Til  be  with  you  anon. 
Vio.  Pray,  Sir,  put  your  Sword  up  if  you  pleafe. 

[To  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry  will  I,  Sir;  and  for  that  I  promis'd  you 
I'll  be  as  good  as  my  Word.  He  will  bear  you  eafily,  and reins  well. 

Dd  %  i  Of. 
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lOjf.  This  is  the  Man,  do  rhy  Office. 
2  Off.  Anthonio^  I  arrcft  thee  at  the  Suit  of  Duke  Orfino. 
Ant.  You  miftake  me,  Sir. 

i  Off.  No,  Sir,  no  Jot;  I  know  your  Favour  well; 

Tho3  now  you  have  no  Sea-cap  on  your  Head. 
Take  him  away,  he  kn>ws  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  muft  obey.  This  comes  with  feiking  you; 

But  there's  no  Remedy.  I  (hall  anfwer  it. 
What  will  you  do?  Now  my  Neceffity 

Mikes  me  to  a->k  you  for  my  Purfe.  It  grieves  me 
Much  more;  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 

Than  what  befals  my  fclf:  You  ftand  amaz'd, But  be  of  Comfort. 

2  Off.  Come,  Sir,  away. 
Am.  I  mull:  intrcat  of  you  fome  of  thatMony. 
m.  What  Mony,  Sir  \ 

For  the  fair  Kindneis  you  have  fhew'd  me  here, 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your prefent  Trouble, 
Oat  of  my  lean  and  low  Ability 
Til  lend  you  fomething;  my  having  is  not  much, 

I'll  make  Divifion  of  my  Prefent  with  you: 
Hold,  there's  half  my  Coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now? 

Is't  poffible,  that  my  Deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  Pcrfuafion  ?  Do  rot  tempt  my  Mifery, 

Left  that  it  make  me  fo  un(ou~d  a  Man, 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thole  Kindneffes 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  non?, 

Nor  know  I  you  by  Voice,  or  any  Feature. 
I  hate  Ingratirude  more  in  a  Man, 
Than  Lying,  Vainnefc,  Bahlin^g  Drunkennefs, 
Or  any  Taint  of  Vice,  whofe  ftrong  Corruption 
Inhibits  our  frail  Blood. 

Ant.  Oh  Heav'ns  themftlves ! 
2  Off,  Come,  Sir,  I  pray  you  go. 
Ant.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.    This  Youth  that  you  fee  here, 

I  fnafcht  one  Half  out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death, 
Rcliev'd  him  with  fuch  Sanctity  of  Love, 
And  to  his  Innate,  which  methought  did  promife 
Mod  venerable  Worth,  did  I  Devotion. 

i  Off. 
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i  Off.  What's  that  to  us,  the  Time  goes  by ;  away. 
Ant.  Bat  oh,  how  vild  an  Idol  proves  this  God  J      i 

Thou  haft,  Sebaftian,  done  good  Feature  lhame, 
In  Nature  there's  no  Blemifti  bat  the  Mind: 
None  can  be  call'd  Deform'd  but  the  U;  kind.  » 
Virtue  is  Beauty>  but  the  beauteous  Evil 

Are  empty  Trunks,  o'er-flouriuYd  by  the  Devil. 
i  Off.  The  Man  grows  mad,  away  with  him  : 

Come,  come,  Sir. 
Ant.  Lead  me  on.  [Exit. 
Vio.  Methinks  his  Words  do  from  fuch  Paffion  fly* 

That  he  believes  himfelf,  fo  do  not  I : 

Prove  true  Imagination,  oh  prove  true, 

That  F,  dear  Brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you. 
Sir  To.  Come  hither,  Knight,  come  hither,  Fabian;  we'll 

whifper  o'er  a  Couplet  or  two  of  mod  fage  Saws. 
Vio.  He  nam'd  Sebaftian;  I  my  Brother  know 

Yet  living  in  my  Glais;  even  fuch,  and  fo 
In  favour  was  my  Brother,  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  Fafhion,  Colour,  Ornamear, 
For  him  I  imitate:  Oh  if  it  prove, 
Temivfts  are  kind,  and  fait  Waves  frefh  in  Love.        [Exit. 

Sir  To.  Avery  difhonefr  paltry  Boy,  and  more  a  Coward 
than  a  Hare;  his  Difhoneily  appears  in  leaving  his  Friend 
here  in  Neceffity,  and  denying  him;  and  for  his  Coward- 
fhip  ask  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  Coward,  a  moft  devout  Coward,  religious  in 
it. 

Sir  And.  'Slid  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 
SirTo.  Do,  cuff  him  foundry,  but  never  thy  Sword. 
Sir  And  And  I  do  not.  v 

Fab.  Come,  let's  fee  the  Event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  any  Mony  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

[Exeunt* 

Dd  ?  ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

SCENE  the  Street. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Clown. 

CU.  \\  TILL  you  make  me  believe  that  I  am  not  fent  for 
W    you? 

Sek  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifh  Fellow, 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee, 

Clo.  Well  held  out  i'faith :  No,  I  do  not  know  you,  nor 
I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid  you  come  fpeak 
with  her ;  nor  your  Name  is  not  Mafter  Cefario,  nor  this 
is  not  my  Nofe  neither;  nothing  that  is  fo,  is  fo. 

Sek  I  prethee  vent  thy  Folly  fome  where  elky  thou  know'ft not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  Folly !  He  has  heard  that  Word  of  fome 
great  Man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  Fool.  Vent  my  Folly  /  I 
am  afraid  this  great  Lubber  the  World  will  prove  a  Cock- 

ney: I  prethee  powungird  thy  Strangenefs,  and  tell  me,  what 
I  (hall  vent  to  my  Lady;  (hall  I  vent  to  her  that  thou  art 
coming? 

Sek  I  prethee  foolifh  Greek  depart  from  me,  there's  Mony 
for  thee.  If  you  tarry  longer  I  (hall  give  worfe  Pay- 
ment. 

Clo.  By  my  Troth  thou  haft  an  open  Hand;  thefe  wife 
Men  that  give  Fools  Mony,  get  themfelves  a  good  Report 
after  fourteen  Years  Purchafe. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian, 

Sir  And*  Now,  Sir,  have  I  met  you  again?  There's  for 
you.  [Striking  Sebaftian, 

Sek  Why  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there :  Are  ajl 
the  People  mad?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew, 

Sir  To.  Hold,  Sir,  or  I'll  throw  your  Dagger  o'er  the Houfe, 

Clo,  This  will  I  tell  my  Lady  ftraight:  I  would  not  be 
in  fome  of  your  Coats  for  two  pence,  [Exit  Clown. 

Sir  To,  Come  on,  Sir,  hold,  [Holding  Sebaftian, 

Sir  And* 
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Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to  work with  him ;  Til  have  an  Action  of  Battery  againft  him,  if 

there  be  any  Law  in  llljria;  tho5  I  ftruck  him  firfr, 
Yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  Hand. 
Sir  To.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come  my 

young  Soldier,  put  up  your  Iron;  you  are  well  flefh'd: Come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  would'ft  thou  now? 

If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  Sword. 
Sir  To.  What,  what?  Nay  then  I  muft  have  an  Ounce  or 

two  of  this  malapert  Blood  from  you.  [They  draw  and  fight* 
Enter  Olivia. 

OIL  Hold,  Tobjy  on  thy  Life  I  charge  thee  hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam. 

OIL  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  Ungracious  Wretch, 
Fit  for  the  Mountains  and  the  barbarous  Caves, 

Where  Manners  ne'er  were  preach'd:  Out  of  my  Sight. 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cejario. 
Rudesby  be  gone.     I  prethee,  gentle  Friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 
Let  thy  fair  Wifdom,  not  thy  Paffion  fway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjuft  Extent 
Againft  thy  Peace,  Go  with  me  to  my  Houfe, 
And  hear  thou  there,  how  many  fruitlefs  Pranks 

This  Ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May'fl:  fmile  at  this:  Thou  malt  not  chufe  but  go: 
Do  not  deny,  belli  re  w  his  Soul  for  me, 
He  ftarted  one  poor  Heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What  Relifh  is  in  this?  How  runs  the  Stream? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  die  this  is  a  Dream. 

Let  Fancy  ftili  my  Senfe  in  Lethe  fteep, 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  deep. 

OIL  Nay  come  I  prethee,  would  thoud'il  be  ruPd  by  me. Seb.  Madam,   I  will. 

OIL  O  fay  fo,  and  fo  be.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.    Olivia'*  Houfe. Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  prethee  put  on  this  Gown  and  this  Beard  ; 
make  him  believe  thou  art  Sir  Topas  the  Curate;  do  itquickly. 

I'll  call  Sir  Tobj  the  whilft.  Dd  4  '  Ch. 
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Clo.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  diiTemble  myfelf  in't ; and  I  would  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  diiTembled  in  fuch  a 
Gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  Fun&ion  well, 
nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  Student;  but  to  be 
faid  an  hone  ft  Man,  and  a  good  Houfekeeper,  goes  as  fairly 
as  to  fay,  a  careful  Man  and  a  great  Scholar.  The  Compe- 

titors enter. 
Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Jove  blefs  thee,  Mr.  Parfon. 
Clo.  Bonos  dies,  Sir  Toby  ;  for  as  the  old  Hermit  of  Prague, 

that  never  faw  Pen  and  Irk,  very  wittily  faid  to  a  Neece.of 
King  Gorbodack,  that  that  is,  is;  fo  I  being  Mr.  Parlon,  am 
Mr.  Parfon;  for  what  is  thit,  but  that?  and  is,  but  is  f 

Sir  To.  To  him,  Sir  Top  as » 
Go.  What  hoa,  I  fay,  Peace  in  this  Prifon. 
Sir  To.  The  Knave  counterfeits  well;  a  good  Knave* 

[Malvolio  within. MaL  Who  calls  there  ? 

do.  Sir  Top  as  the  Curate,  who  comes  tovifit  Malvoliothc 
Lunatick. 

MaL  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir  Top  as  go  to  my  Lady. 
Clo.  Out  hyperbolical  Fierd,  how  vexed  thou  this  Man? 

T-lkeft  thou  nothing  but  of  Ladies? 

Sir  To.  Well  faid,'  Mr.  Parfon. 
MaL  Sic  Topas,  never  was  Man  thus  wrong'd,  good  Sir 

Topas  do  not  think  I  am  mad  ;  they  have  laid  me  here  in 
hideous  Darknefs. 

Go.  Fie,  thou  difhoncfl:  Sathan;  I  call  thee  by  the  moft 
modefr.  Terms,  for  1  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones  that  will 

ufe  the  Devil  himfelf  with  Curtefie:  Say 'ft  thou  that  Houfe is  dark? 

MaL  As  Hell,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why  it  hath  bay  Windows  tranfparent  as  Barica- 
does,  and  the  clear  Stones  towards  the  South  Noith,  are  as 
luftrous  as  Ebony;  and  yet  complaineft  thou  of  Obftru&ion  f 

MaL  I  am  not  mad,  Sir  Topas,  I  fay  to  you  this  Houfe 
is  dark. 

Clo.  Mad-man,  thou  erreft;  I  fay  there  is  no  Darknefs 

but  Ignorance,  in  v*  hich  thou  art  more  puzzel'd  than  the 
Egyptians  in  their  Fogg. 

Ma. 
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Mai.  I  fay  this  Houfe  is  as  dark  as  Ignorance,  though 

Ignorance  were  as  dark  as  Hell;  and  I  fay  there  was  never 

Man  thus  abus'd,  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are,  make 
the  trial  of  it  in  any  conftant  Queftion. 

Go.    What   is   the  Opinion  of   Pythagoras,    concerning 
Wild-foul  ? 

Mai.  That  the  Soul  of  our  Grandam  might  happily  in- 
habit a  Bird. 

Clo.  What  think'ft  thou  of  his  Opinion? 
Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  Soul,  and  no  way  approve  his 

Opinion. 
Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  ftill  in  Darknefs,  thou 

{halt  hold  th'Opinion  of  Pythagoras,  e'er  I  will  allow  of  thy 
Wits,  and  fear  to  kill  a  Woodcock,  left  thou  difpoffefs  the 
Houfe  of  thy  Grandam.     Fare  thee  well. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas. 
Sir  To.  My  moll:  exquifite  Sir  Topas. 
Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  Waters.  \ 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  BearS and  Gown,  he  fees  thee  not. 
Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  Voice,  and  bring  me  word 

how  thou  find'ft  him :  I  would  we  were  all  rid  of  this  Knave- 

ry. If  he  may  be  conveniently  deliver'd,  I  would  he  were, 
for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with  my  Neice,  that  I  can- 

not purfue  with  any  Safety  this  Sport  to  theupfhot.  Come 
by  and  by  to  my  Chamber.  [Exit. 

Clo.  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin,  tell  me  how  thy  Lady  does. 
[Singing. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  My  Lady  is  unkind,  pcrdie. 
Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  Alas,  why  is  foe  fo  .<* 
Mai.  Fool,  I  fay. 
Clo.  She  loves  another  Who  calls,  ha  ? 
Mai.  Good  Fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my 

hand,  help  me  to  a  Candle,  and  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper  ;  as  I 

am  a  Gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee  for't. 
Clo.  Mr.  Malvolio  ! 

Mai.  Ay,  good  Fool. 
Clo.  Alas,  Sir,  how  fell  you  befides  your  five  Wits? 

Mai.  Fool,  there  was  never  Man  fo  notorioufly  abus'd ; 
I  am  as  well  in  rajr  Wits,  Fool,  as  thou  art.  Col. 
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Clo.  But  as  well!  then  you  are  mad  indeed,  if  you  be  no 

better  in  your  Wits  than  a  Fool. 
Mai.  They  have  here  propertied  me  ;  keep  me  in  dark- 

nefs,  fend  Minifters  to  me,  AfTes,  and  do  all  they  can  to 
face  me  out  of  my  Wits. 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay :    The  Minifter  is  here. 

Malvolio9  Malvolio,  thy  Wits  the  Heav'ns  reftore  :  Endea- 
vour thy  felf  to  fleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas. 
Clo.  Maintain  no  Words  with  him,  good  Fellow. 

Who  I,  Sir,  not  I,  Sir.     God  buy  you,  good  Sir  Topas  : 
Marry  Amen.    I  will,  Sir,  I  will,  Sir. 

Mai.  Fool,  Fool,  Fool,  I  fay. 
Clo.  Alas,  Sir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you,  Sir,  Iamflient 

for  fpeaking  to  you. 
Mai.  Good  Fool,  help  me  to  fome  Light,  and  fome 

Paper ;  I  tell  thee  I  am  as  well  in  my  Wits,  as  any  Man  in 

Illyria. 
Clo.  Well-a-day  that  you  were,  Sir. 
MaL  By  this  Hand  I  am :  Good  Fool,  fome  Ink,  Paper 

and  Light ;  and  convey  what  I  will  fet  down  to  my  Lady  : 
It  mall  advantage  thee  more,  than  ever  the  bearing  of  Let- 

ter did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  you  not 
mad  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit? 
MaL  Believe  me,  I  am  not,  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  a  Mad-man  'till  I  fee  his  Brains. 
I  will  fetch  you  Light,  and  Paper,  and  Ink, 

Mai.  Fool,  I'll  requite  it  in  the  higheft  degree ; 
I  prethee  be  gone. 

Clo.  I  am  goney  Sir,  and  anon,  Sir,  [&#£'#£• 
/'//  be  with  you  again 

In  a  trice,  like  to  the  old  Vice, 
Tour  Need  to  fufiain. 

Who  with  "Dagger  of  Lathy  in  his  Rage  and  his  Wrath, Cries  ah,  ah,  to  the  Devil  • 
Like  a  mad  Lad,  pair  thy  Nails,  Dad, 

Adieu,  good  Man  Devil.  [Exit* 
• 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 
Enter  Sebaftian. 

Set.  This  is  the  Air,  that  is  the  glorious  Sun, 

This  Pearl  ihe  gave  me,  I  do  feel't  and  ket. 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus, 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs.     Where's  Anthonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant, 
Yet  there  he  was,  and  there  I  found  this  Credit, 
That  he  did  range  the  Town  to  feek  me  out. 
His  Counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  Service, 

For  tho'  my  Soul  difputes  well  with  my  Senfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  Error,  but  no  Madnefs, 
Yet  doth  this  Accident  and  Flood  of  Fortune, 
So  far  exceed  all  Inftance,  all  Difcourfe, 
That  1  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  Eyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  Reafon  that  perfuades  me 
To  any  other  Truft,  but  that  I  am  mad, 

Or  elfe  the  Lady's  mad  ;  yet  if  'twere  fo, 
She  could  not  fway  her  Houfe,  command  her  Followers, 
Take,  and  give  back  Affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable-bearing 

As  I  perceive  Ihe  does;  There's  fomething  in't 
That  is  deceivable.     But  here  the  Lady  comes. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Pricft. 

OU.  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine:  If  you  mean  well, 
Now  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  Man 
Into  the  Chantry  by  ;  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  Roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  affurance  of  your  Faith, 
That  my  moft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  Soul 
May  live  at  Peace.     He  fliall  conceal  it, 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  fliall  come  to  note, 
What  time  we  will  our  Celebration  keep 
According  to  my  Birth.    What  do  you  fay  I 

Set.  I'll  follow  this  good  Man,  and  go  with  you, 
And  having  fworn  Truth,  ever  will  be  true.  / 

OU.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  Father,  and  Heav'n  fo  mine, 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  Ad  of  mine.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 

FiATOW,  as  thoulov'ftme,  let  me  fee  this  Letter. 
xAl      Clo.  Good  Mr.  Fabian,  grant  me  another  Requefh 

Fab.  Any  thing. 
Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  Letter. 

Fab.  This  is  to  give  a  Dog,  and  in  recompence  defire 
my  Dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  Lords,, 
Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  Lady  Olivia^  Friends? 
Clo.  Ay,  Sir,  we  are  fome  of  her  Trappings. 
Duke*  I  know  thee  well ;  how  doft  thou,  my  good 

Fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  the  better  for  my  Foes,  and  the  worfe 
for  my  Friendr. 

Duke*  Jufl:  the  contrary ;  the  better  for  thy  Friends. 
Clo.  No,  Sir,  the  worfe. 
Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo,  Marry,  Sir,  they  praife  me,  and  make  an  Afsof  me; 
now  my  Foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  Afs :  So  that  by  my 
Foes,  Sir,  I  profit  in  the  Knowledge  of  my  felf,  and  by  my 
Friends  I  am  abufed :  So  that  Conclufions  to  be  as  Kiffes,  if 

your  four  Negatives  make  your  two  Affirmatives,  why  then 
the  worfe  for  my  Friends,  and  the  better  for  my  Foes. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  Excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  no;  tho'  it  plcafe  you  to  be  one 
of  my  Friends. 

Duke.  Thou  (halt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's  Gold. 
Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  Sir,  I  would 

could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O  you  give  me  ill  Counfel. 
Clo.  Put  your  Grace  in  your  Pocket,  Sir,  for  this  once^ 

and  let  your  Flefh  and  Blood  obey  it. 
Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  Sinner  to  be  a  double- 

dealer  :  There's  another. 
Clo.  Primo,  Secundoy  Tertioy  is  a  good  Play,  and  the  old 

faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  The  triplex,  Sir,  is  a  good tripping 
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tripping  Meafure,  or  the  Bells  of  St.  Bennet,   Sir,  may  put 
you  in  mind,  one,  two,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  Mony  out  of  me  at  this 

throw  :  If  you  will  let  your  Lady  know  I  am  here  tofptak 

with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it  may  awake  my 
Bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  lullaby  to  your  Bounty  'till  I  come  a- 
gain.  I  go,  Sir,  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think,  that 

my  defire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  Covetoufnefs ;  but,  as  you 

fay,  Sir,  let  your  Bounty  take  a  Nap,  I  will  awake  it  anonr 

[Exit  Clown. Enter  Antonio  and  Officers, 
Vio.  Here  comes  the  Man,  Sir,  that  did  refcue  me. 
Duke.  That  Face  of  his  I  do  remember  well; 

Yet  when  I  faw  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  lmoak  of  War: 

A  bawbling  VefTcl  was  he  Captain  of, 
For  (hallow  Draught  and  Bulk  unprizable, 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  Grapple  did  he  make, 
With  the  moft  noble  Bottom  of  our  Fleet, 

That  very  Envy,  and  the  Tongue  of  Lofs 

Cry'd  Fame  and  Honour  on  him.    What's  the  matter? 
1  Offic.  Orjino,  this  is  that  Antonio 

That  took  the  Phanix  and  her  Fraught  from  Candy, 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tjger  board, 
When  your  young  Nephew  Titus  loft  his  Leg: 
Here  in  the  Streets,  defperate  of  Shame  and  State, 
In  private  Brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio.  He  did  me  kindnefs,  Sir;  drew  on  my  fide, 
But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  Speech  upon  me, 

I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  Diftraction. 
Duke.  Notable  Pirate,  thou  fait  Water  Thief, 

What  fooliih  Boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  Mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  Terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear 
Haft  made  thine  Enemies? 

Ant.  Orfino:  Noble,  Sir, 

Be  pleas'd,  that  I  fhake  off  thefe  Names  you  give  me  : Antonio  never  yet  was  Thief,  or  Pirate  ; 
Though  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  groud  enough, 

Orjino's  Enemy.     A  Witchcraft  drew  me  hither: 
That  moft  ungrateful  Boy,  there  by  your  Side, 

From  the  rude  Seas  enrag'd  and  foamy  Mouth 
Did 
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Did  I  redeem;  a  wrack  paft  Hope  he  was: 
His  Life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  Love  without  Retention,  or  Reftraint; 
All  this  in  Dedication.     For  his  Sake, 
Did  I  expofe  my  felf  (pure  for  his  Love) 
Into  the  Danger  of  this  adverfe  Town, 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet; 

Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  Cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  Danger) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  Acquaintance, 
And  grew  a  twenty  Years  removed  thing, 

While  one  would  wink;  deny'd  me  mine  own  Purfe, 
Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe, 
Not  half  an  Hour  before. 

Vio.  How  can  this  be  ? 
Dttke.  When  came  he  to  this  Town? 

Ant.  To  Day,  my  Lord ;  and  for  three  Months  before, 

No  Interim,  not  a  minute's  Vacancy, 
Both  Day  and  Night  did  we  keep  Company. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants 

Duke.  Here  comes  the  Countefs;   now  Heav'n  walks  on 
Earth  ; 

But  for  thee,  Fellow;  Fellow,  thy  Words  are  Madnefs, 
Three  Months  this  Youth  hath  tended  upon  me ; 
But  more  of  that  anon.     Take  him  afide. 

Oiu  What  would  my  Lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have, 
Wherein  Olivia  may  feem  ferviceable  ? 
Cejario,  you  do  not  keep  Promife  with  mc. 

Vto.  Madam. 
Duke.  Gracious  Olivia. 

OIL  What  do  you  fay,  Cefariol  Good  my  Lord   - 
Vio.  My  Lord  would  fpeak,  my  Duty  hulhes  me. 
Oli.  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  Tune  my  Lord, 

It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  Ear, 
As  howling  after  Mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel? 

OIL  Still  fo  conflant,  my  Lord. 
Duke*  What  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  Ladyi 

To  whofe  ingrate,  and  unaufpicious  Altars, 

My  Soul  the  faithfull'ft  Offerings  have  breath'd  out 
That  e'er  Devotion  tender'd.    What  fhall  I  do? 

OIL 
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OIL  Even  what  it  pleafe  my  Lord,  that  fhall  become  him. 
Duke.  Why  mould  I  not,  had  I  the  Heart  to  do  itf 

Like  to  the  Egyptian  Thief,  at  point  of  Death 
Kill  what  I  love?  a  favage  Jealoufie, 
That  fometime  favours  nobly  ;  but  hear  me  this : 
Since  you  to  Non-Regardance  caft  my  Faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  Inftrument 
That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  Place  in  your  Favour: 
Live  you  the  Marble-breafted  Tyrant  ftill. 
But  this  your  Minion,  whom  I  know  you  love, 

And  whom,  by  Heav'n,  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly, 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  Eye, 

Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  Matter's  Spight. 
Come  Boy  with  me,  my  Thoughts  are  ripe  in  Mifchief : 
I'll  facrifice  the  Lamb  that  I  do  love. 

To  fpight  a  Raven's  Heart  within  a  Dove. 
Vio.  And  I  moll:  jccond,  apt,  and  willingly, 

To  do  you  Reft  a  thoufand  Deaths  would  die. 
OIL  Where  goes  Cefario  ? 
Vio.  After  him  I  love, 

More  than  I  love  thefe  Eyes,  more  than  my  Life, 

More  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  fhall  love  Wife. 
If  I  do  feign,  you  WitneiTes  above 
Punifh  my  Life,  for  tainting  of  my  Love. 

OIL  Ay  me,  detefted,  how  am  I  beguil'd? 
Flo.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you  wrong  ? 
OIL  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf?   Is  it  fo  long? 

Call  forth  the  holy  Father. 
Duke.  Come,  away. 
OIL  Whither,  my  Lord?  Cefario,  Husband,  ftay. 
Duke.  Husband? 

OIL  Ay,  Husband;  can  he  that  deny? 
Duke.  Her  Husband,  Sirrah? 
Vio.  No  my  Lord,  not  I. 
OIL  Alas,  it  is  the  Bafenefs  of  thy  Fear, 

That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  Propriety  : 
Fear  not  Cefario,  take  thy  Fortunes  up, 

Be  that  thou  know*ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  arc 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'ft. 

Enttr 
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Enter  Prieft. 

0  welcome,  Father. 
Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  Reverence 

Here  to  unfold,  tho'  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  Darknefs,  what  occafion  now 

Reveals  before  *ris  ripe  ;  what  thou  doft  know 
Hath  newly  pad  between  this  Youth  and  me. 

Prieft.  A  Contract  of  eternal  Bond  of  Love, 

Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  Hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  Lips, 
Strengthned  by  enterchangement  of  your  Rings, 
And  all  the  Ceremony  of  this  Compact 
SeaPd  in  my  Function,  by  my  Teftimony: 
Since  when,  my  Watch  hath  told  me,  toward  my  Grave 
1  have  travell'd  but  two  Hours. 

Duke,  O  thou  difTembling  Cub;  what  wilt  thou  be 

When  Time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzel  on  thy  Cafe  ? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  Craft  fo  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  Trip  (hall  be  thine  overthrow? 
Farewel,  and  take  her,  but  direct  thy  Feet, 
Where  thou  and  I,  henceforth,  may  never  meet, 

Fio.  My  Lord,  I  do  proteft   
Oli.  O  do  not  fwear, 

How  little  Faith,  tho'  thou  haft  too  much  Fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew  with  his  Head  broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  Love  of  God  a  Surgeon,  and  one  pre- 
fently  to  Sir  Toby* 

Oli.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  And.  H'as  broke  my  Head  a*crofs,  and  given  Sir  Toby 
a  bloody  Coxcomb  too  :  For  the  Love  of  God  your  help, 
I  rnd  rather  than  forty  Pound  I  were  at  home. 

Oli.  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  Count's  Gentleman,  one  Cefario  ;  we  took 
him  for  a  Coward,  but  he's  the  very  Devil  incarnate. 

Duke.  My  Gentleman  Cefario .? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  is:  You  broke  my  Head 
for  nothing,  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  fet  on  to  do't  by 
Sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me,  I  never  hurt  you  : 
You  drew  your  Sword  upon  me  without  Caufe, 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Clown* 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  Coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have  hurt 
me  :  I  think  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  Coxcomb.  Here 
comes  Sir  Toby  halting,  you  mall  hear  more;  but  if  he  had 
not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have  tickled  you  other-gates 
than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,  Gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you? 
Sir  To.  That's  all  one,  h'as  hurt  me,  and  there's  an  end 

©n't;  Sot,  didft  thou  fee  Dick^  Surgeon,  Sot? 
Go.  O  he's  drunk,  Sir,  above  an  hour  agone;  his  Eyes 

were  fet  at  eight  i'th>  Morning, 
S.rTo.  Then  he's  a  Rogue  after  a  pafly  meafures  Pavin: 

I  hate  a  drunken  Rogue. 
Oli.  Away  with  him  ?  Who  hath  made  this  havock  with 

them  ? 

Sir  And.  I'll  help  you,  Sir  Tobj>  becaufe  we'll  be  dreft 
together. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  Afs-head,  and  a  Coxcomb,  and  a 

Knave,  a  thin  fac'd  Knave,  a  Gull  ?   [Exe.Clo.  To.  &  And. 
OlU  Get  him  to  Bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 

Enter  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  I  am  forry,  Madam,  I  have  hurt  yourKinfman: 
But  had  it  been  the  Brother  of  my  Blood, 
I  muft  have  done  no  lefs  with  Wit  and  Safety. 
You  throw  a  ftrange  regard  upon  me,  and  by  that 
I  do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you  ; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  Vows 

We  made  each  other,  but  (o  late  ago. 
Bake.  One  Face,  one  Voice,  one  Habit,  and  two  Perfons, 

A  natural  Perfpective,  that  is,  and  is  not. 
Seb,  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio  ! 

How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me, Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sebaftian  are  you  ? 

Seb.  Fear'ft  thou  that,  Antonio  .<* 
Ant.  How  have  you  made  Divifion  of  your  felf, 

An  Apple  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  Creatures.     Which  is  Sebaftian  I 

Oli.  Moft  wonderful  ! 
Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  Brother  : 

Nor  can  there  be  a  Deity  in  my  Nature 
Vol.  II.  £  e  Of 
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Of  here  and  every  where.     I  had  a  Sifter, 

Whom  the  blind  Waves  and  Surges  have  devour'd  : 
Of  Charity,  what  kin  are  to  you  to  me?  [To  Viola. 
What  Countryman  ?  what  Name  ?  what  Parentage  ? 

Vto.  Of  Mejfalinc  ;  Sebaftian  was  my  Father, 
Such  a  Sebaftim  was  my  Brother  too: 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  watery  Tomb. 
If  Spirits  can  affume  both  Form  and  Suit, 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  Spirit  I  am  indeed, 
But  am  in  that  Dimenfion  grofly  clad, 
Which  from  the  Womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  Woman,  as  the  reft  go  even, 
I  mould  my  Tears  let  fall  upon  your  Cheek, 
And  fay,  thrice  welcome  drowned  Flola. 

Flo.  My  Father  had  a  Moal  upon  his  Brow. 
Seb.  And  fo  had  mine. 

Flo.  And  dy'd  that  day  when  VioU  from  her  Birth Had  numbred  thirteen  Years. 

Seb.  O  that  Record  is  lively  in  my  Soul, 
He  finiftied  indeed  his  morral  Ad 

That  day  that  made  my  Sifter  thirteen  Years, 
fro.  If  nothing  letts  to  make  us  happy  both, 

But  this  my  Mafculine  ufurp'd  Attire; 
Do  not  Embrace  me,  'till  each  Circumftance 
OfP'ace,  Time,  Fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump That  I  amT/^;  which  to  confirm, 

I'll  bring  you  a  Captain  in  this  Town 
Where  lye  my  Maiden  Weeds;  by  whofe  gentle  help 

I  was  preferv'd  to  ferve  this  Noble  Duke. 
All  the  Occurrence  of  my  Fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady,  and  this  Lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it,  Lady,  you  have  been  miftook :  [To  Oil. 
But  Nature  to  her  Bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  Maid, 

Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  Life,  deceiv'd, 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  Maid  and  Man.    • 

Duke.  Be  not  amaz'd,  right  Noble  is  his  Blood  : 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  Glafs  feems  true, 
I  ftiall  have  fhare  in  this  moft  happy  Wreck. 

Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times,        [To  Viola.1 Thou 
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Thou  never  fliould'ft  love  Woman  like  to  me^ 
Vio.  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  ovcr-fwear, 

And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  Soul, 
As  doth  that  orbed  Continent,  the  Fire, 
That  fevers  Day  from  Night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  Hand, 

And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  Woman's  Weeds. 
Vio.  The  Captain  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  Shore, 

Hath  my  Maids  Garments :  He  upon  fome  A£ion 
Is  now  in  Durance,  at  Malvolios  Suit, 

A  Gentleman  and  Follower  of  my  Lady's. 
Oli.  He  (hall  enlarge  him:  Fetch  Malvolio  hither. 

And  yet  alas,  now  I  remember  me, 

They  fay,  poor  Gentleman,  he's  much  diftracl:. Enter  the  Clown  with  a  Lettery  and  Fabian. 
A  molt  exacting  Frenzy  of  mine  own, 

From  my  remembrance  clearly  banifh'd  his. How  does  he,  Sirrah  ? 
Clo.  Truly,  Madam,  he  holds  Belz,ebub  at  the  Staves  end 

as  well  as  a  Man  in  his  Cafe  may  do:  H'ashere  writ  a  Letter 
to  you,  I  iliould  have  given't  you  to  day  Morning.  But 
as  a  mad  Man's  Epiftles  are  no  Goipels,  foit  skills  not  much 
when  they  are  deliver'd* 

Oli.  Open't  and  read.  it. 
Clo.  Look  then  to  be  well  edify 'd,  when  the  Fool  deli- 

vers the  Mad-min   By  the  Lord,  Madam.  [Reads. 
Oli.  How  now,  art  thou  mad  ? 
Clo.  No,  Madom,  I  do  but  read  Madnefs  :  And  your 

Ladyfhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  allow 
Vox. 

Oli.  Prethee  read  it  i'thy  right  Wits. 
Clo.  So  I  do,  Madona\  but  to  read  his  right  Wits,  is 

to  read  thus:  Therefore  perpend,  my  Princefs,  and  give 
ear. 

Oli.  Read  it  you,  Sirrah.  [To  Fabian. 
Fab.  [Reads.]  By  the  Lord,  Afadam,  you  wrong  mey  and 

the  World  (hall  know  it  :  Though  you  have  put  me  into  Dark^ 
uefs,  and  given  your  drunken  Coufin  Rule  over  mey  yet  have  I 
benefit  of  my  Senfes  as  well  as  your  Ladyflrip.  I  have  your 
twn  Letter ',  that  induced  me  to  the  femblance  I  put  on  ;  with 
the  which  I  doubt  not,  but  to  do  my  f elf  much  Right ,  or  you 

E  e   z  much 
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much  Shame  :  Thinly  of  me  as  you  pleafe ;  /  leave  my  Duty  s 
little  unthoughtof  and  fpeakjout  of  my  Injury, 

The  madly  us'd  Alalvolio. 
OIL  Did  he  write  this  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  Madam. 
Duke.  This  favours  not  much  of  Diftra&ion. 

OIL  See  him  deliver'd,  Fabian,  bring  him  hither. 
My  Lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  further  thought  on, 
To  think  me  as  well  a  Sifter,  as  a  Wife, 

One  day  mall  crown  th'Alliance  on't,  fo  pleafe  you; 
Here  at  my  Houfe,  and  at  my  proper  Coft. 

Duke.  Madam,  I  am  moft  apt  t 'embrace  your  offer. 
Your  Matter  quits  you  ;  and  for  your  Service  done  him, 
So  much  againft  the  Metal  of  your  Sex,  [7#  Viola, 
So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding, 

And  fince  you  call'd  me  Mafter,  for  fo  long  : 
Here  is  my  Hand,  you  ih all  from  this  time  be 
Your  Matter's  Miflrefs. 

OIL  A  Sifter,  you  are  ftie. 
Enter  Malvolio. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  mad  Man  ? 

OIL  Ay,  my  Lord,  this  fame :  how  now  Malvolio  ? 
Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, 

Notorious  wrong. 
OIL  Have  I,  Malvolio  ?   No. 

Mai.  Lady  you  have,  pray  you  perufe  that  Letter. 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  Hand, 
Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  Hand  or  Phrafe, 

Or  fay  'tis  not  your  Seal,  nor  your  Invention; 
You  can  fay  none  of  this.     Well,  grant  it  then* 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  Honour, 

Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  Favour^ 

Bad  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you* 
To  put  on  yellow  Stockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Tohy%  and  the  lighter  People  I 
And  acting  this  in  an  obedient  Hope, 

Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd, 
Kept  in  a  dark  Houfe,  vifited  by  the  Prieft, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  Geek  or  Gull 

That  e'er  Invention  plaid  on  ?  Tell  me  why  \ 
OIL 
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OIL  Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  Writing, 

Tho',  I  confefs,  much  like  the  Character : 

But,  out  of  queftion,  'tis  Maria's  Hand. And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  (he 

Firft  told  me  thou  waft  mad;  then  cara'ft  in  fmiling, 
And  in  fuch  Forms,  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  Letter:  Prethee  be  content, 
This  practice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  paft  upon  thee; 
But  when  we  know  the  Grounds  and  Authors  of  if, 
Thou  malt  be  both  the  Plaintiff  and  the  Judge  , 
Of  thine  own  Caufe. 

Fab.  Good  Madam,  hear  me  fpeak, 
And  let  no  Quarrel,  nor  no  Brawl  to  come, 
Taint  the  Condition  of  this  prefent  Hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.     In  hope  it  (hall  nor, 
Moft:  freely  I  confefs  my  felf  and  Toby 
Set  this  Device  againft  Malvolio  here, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourtcoii3  Parts 

We  had  conceived  againft  him.     Maria  writ 
The  Letter,  at  Sir  Tobfs  great  importance, 
In  recompence  whereof  he  hath  married  her. 

How  with  a  fportful  Malice  it  was  follow'd, 
May  rather  pluck  on  Laughter  than  Revenge, 

If  that  the  Injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd, 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

OIL  Alas,  poor  Fool  I  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ? 
Go.  Why  f  me  are  born  Great,  fome  atchicve  Grcatnefs, 

and  fome  have  Greatnefs  thrown  upon  them.  I  was  one, 

Sir,  in  this  Interlude,  one  Sir  Topas,  Sir,  but  that's  all  one  : 
By  the  Lord,  Fool,  I  am  not  mad;  but  do  you  remember, 
Madam,  why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  barren  Rafcal  ?  And  you 

fmile  not  he's  gagg'd  :  And  thus  the  Whirl-gigg  of  Time 
brings  in  his  Revenges. 

Mai.  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you.      [Exit* 
OU.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. Duke.  Purfue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  Peace : 

He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  Captain  yet; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  Time  convents, 
A  folemn  Combination  fhal)  be  made 
Of  our  dear  Souls.    Mean  time,  fweet  Sifter, 

E  c  5  We 
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We  will  not  part  from  hence.     Cefario  come, 
(For  fo  you  fhall  be,  while  you  urea  Man;} 
But  when  in  other  Habits  you  are  feen, 

QrJino%  Miftrefs,  and  his  Fancy's  Queen,  [Exeuut* 

Clown  fings. 

When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tine  Boy, 
With  hey,  ho,  the  Wind  and  the  Rain  : 

ji  foolijb  thing  was  bm  a  Toy, 
For  the  Rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  JMans  Eflate, 
With  hey,  ho,  &c. 

[Gainfl  Knaves  and  Thieves  Men  Jliut  their  Gate, 
For  the  Rain,  &c. 

IB fft  when  I  came  at  lafl  to  Wive, 
With  hey,  ho,  &c. 

By  Staggering  could  I  never  thrive, 
For  the  Rain>  &c. 

But  when  I  came  unto  my  Beds, 
With  hey,  ho,  &c. 

With  Tofpots  fiill  had  drunken  Heads, 
For  the  Rain,  &c. 

A  great  while  ago  the  World  begun, 
With  hey,  ho,  &c. 

But  that's  all  one,  our  Play  is  done, 
And  well ftrive  to pleafe  you  every  day. 

\Exit. 
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A  C  T  L    SCENE    L 
SCENE    A  Palace. 

Enter  Camillo  and  Archidamus. 
ARCHIDAMVS. 

F  you  fhall  chance,  Camillo,  to  vifit  Bohe- 
mia>  on  the  like  occafion  whereon  my  Ser- 

vices are  now  on  foot,  you  fhall  fee,  as  I 
have  faid,  great  difference  bttwixt  our  Bo- 

hemia, and  your  Sicilia. 
Cam.  I  think,  this  common  Summer,  the 

King  of  Sicilia  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  Vifitation  which 
he  juftly  owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  our  Entertainment  fhall  fhame  us :  We 

will  be  juftified  in  our  Loves  ;  for  indeed   

ijvrv* 

Cam.  'Befeech  you- 
Arch.  Verily  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  knowledge ; 

we  cannot  with  fuch  Magnificence   in  fo  rare   .  I 
know  not  what  to  fay— —We  will  give  you  fleepy  Drinks, 
that  your  Senfes  (unintelligent  of  our  infufficience)  may, 

tho*  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  little  accufe  us. 
Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's  given 

freely. 
Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  Underftanding  inftru&s 

me,  and  as  mine  Honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 
Cam.  Sicilia  cannot  fhew  himfelf  over-kind  to  Bohemia^ 

they  were  train'd  together  in  their  Childhoods ;  and  there rooted 
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rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  AffedHon,  which  cannot 

chufe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more  mature  Digni- 
ties, and  Royal  Neceflities,  made  reparation  of  their  Society; 

their  Encounters,  though  not  perfonal,  have  been  royally 
attornied  with  enterchange  of.  Gifts,  Letters,  loving  Em- 

baffies,  that  they  have  feern'd  to  be  together,  tho'abfent; 
fhook  hands,  as  over  a  vaft  Sea,  and  embrae'd  as  it  were 
from  the  ends  of  oppofed  Winds.  The  Heav'ns  continue 
their  Loves. 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  World,  either  Malice  or 

Matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort  of  your 
young  Prince  Mamillim;  it  is  a  Gentleman  of  the  greateft 
promife  that  ever  came  into  my  Note. 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him  : 
It  is  a  gallant  ChJld,  one  that,  indeed,  Phyficks  the  Subjed, 

makes  old  Hearts  frefh :  They  that  went  on  Crutches  e'er  he 
was  born,  defire  yet  their  Life  to  fee  him  a  Man. 

Arch.  Would  they  cKe  be  content  to  die  ? 
Cam.  Yes,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe,  why  they  fliould 

defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  King  had  no  Son,  they  would  defire  to  live 

on  Crutches  'till  he  had  one.  ,  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

£»/er  Leontes,  Hermione,  Mamillius,  Polixenes,  and CamilIo» 

Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  Star  hath  been 

The  Shepherd's  Note,  fince  we  have  left  our  Throne 
Without  a  Burthen,  Time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fill'd  up,  my  Brother,  v/ith  our  Thanks, 
And  yet  we  ihould,  for  perpetuity, 
Go  hence  in  Debt:   And  therefore,  like  a  Cypher, 
Yet  ftanding  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 
With  one,  we  thank  you,  many  thoufands  more, 
That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  Thanks  a  while, 
And  pay  them  when  you  part. 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to  morrow  : 

I  am  queftion'd  by  my  Fears  of  what  may  chancer 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence,  that  may  blow 
No  fneaping  Winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay. This 
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This  is  put  forth  too  truly :  Befides,  I  have  ftay'd 
To  tire  your  Royalty. 

Leo.  We  are  tougher,  Brother, 

Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 
Pol.  No  longer  ftay. 

Leo.  One  fev'n  night  longer. 
Pol.  Very  Tooth,  to  morrow. 

Leo.  Well  part  the  time  between's  then :  and  in  that  I'll 
no  gain -faying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befeech  you,  fo; 
There  is  no  Tongue  that  moves;  none,  none  i'th'  World 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me :  fo  it  mould  now, 

Were  there  neceffity  in  your  RequefT,  altho' 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.     My  Affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward  ;  which  to  hinder, 
Were,  in  your  Love,  a  Whip  to  me ;    my  ftay, 
To  you  a  Charge  and  Trouble :  To  fave  both, 
Farewel,  our  Brother. 

Leo.  Tongue-ty'd,  our  Queen?  fpeak  you. 
Her.  I  had  thought,  Sir,  to  have  held  my  peace,  until 

You  had  drawn  Oaths  from  him,  not  to  ftay:  You,  Sir, 
Charge  him  too  coldly.     Tell  him,  you  are  fure 
All  in  Bohemia's  well  :   This  Satisfaction 

The  by-gone-day  proclaim'd  ;  fay  this  to  him, 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  Ward. 

Leo.  Well  faid,  Hermione. 
Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  Son,  were  ftrong ; 

But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go ; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  mall  not  ftay, 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  Diftaffs. 

Yet  of  your  Royal  Prefence,  1*11  adventure     [To  Polixenes. The  borrow  of  a  Week.     When  at  Bohemia 

You  take  my  Lord,  I'll  give  him  my  Commiffion, To  let  him  there  a  Month,  behind  the  Geft 

Prefix'd  for's  parting:  Yet,  good  heed,  Leontes^ 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'thJ  Clock  behind 
JVhat  Lady  me  her  Lord.     You'll  ftay? Pol.  No,  Madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will. 
ToL  I  may  not  verily. 

Her. 
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Her.  Verily? 

You  put  me  off  with  limber  Vows ;  but  I, 

Tho'  you  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  Stars  with  Oaths, 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir.  no  going:  Verily 

You  (hall  not  go ;  a  Lady's  verily  is 

As  potent  as  a  Lord's.     Will  you  go  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  Prifoner, 
Not  like  a  Gueft?  So  you  ftiall  pay  your  Fees 

When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  Thanks.    How  fay  you  ? 

My  Prifoner?  or  my  Gueft?  by  your  dread  verily, 
One  of  them  you  (hall  be. 

Pol.  Your  Gueft  then,  Madam  : 

To  be  your  Prifoner,  mould  import  offending ; 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit, 

Than  you  to  punifh. 
Her.  Not  your  Goaler  then, 

But  your  kind  Hoftefs;  come,  I'll  queftion  you 
Of  my  Lord's  Tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  Boys  : 
You  were  pretty  Lordings  then  ? 

Pol.  We  were,  fair  Queen, 

Two  Lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 

But  fuch  a  day  to  morrow,  as  to  day, 

And  to  be  Boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  Lord 

The  verier  Wag  o'th*  two  ? 

Pol.  We  were  as  twin'd  Lambs,  that  did  frisk  i'trT  Sun* 

And  bleat  the  one  at  th' other:  What  we  chang'd, 
Was  Innocence  for  Innocence  ;  we  knew  not 

The  Doctrine  of  ill-doing,  no  nor  dream'd 

That  any  did  :  Had  we  purfu'd  that  Life, 

And  our  weak  Spirits  ne'er  been  higher  reared 

With  ftronger  Blood,  we  mould  have  anfwer'd  Heav'n 

Boldly,  Not  Guilty  ,•  the  Impofition  clear'd, 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather 

You  have  tript  fince. 

Pol.  O  my  rnoft  facred  Lady, 

Temptations  have  fince  then  been  born  to's;  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days,  was  my  Wife  a  Girl; 

Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  Eyes 
Of  my  young  Play-fellow.  A 
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,     Her.  Grace  to  boot : 
Of  this  make  no  Conclufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  Devils.  Yet  go  on, 

Th'  Offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwer, 
If  you  firft  finn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  Fault;  and  that  you  dipt  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo.  Is  he  won  yet? 
Her,  Hell  ftay,  my  Lord. 
Leo.  At  my  Requcft  he  would  not: 

Hermione,  my  deareft,  thou  never  fpok'ft 
To  better  Purpofe. 

Her.  Never? 
//M.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?  have  I  twice  faid  well?  When  was't  before? 

J  prethee  tell  me ;  Cram's  with  Praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  One  good  Deed,  dying  tonguelefs, 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 

Our  Praifes  are  our  Wages.     You  may  ride's 
With  one  (oft  Kifs  a  thoufand  Furlongs,  e'er 
With  Spur  we  heat  an  Acre.     But  to  th'Goal : 
My  laft  good  Deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay ; 
What  was  my  firft  ?  It  has  an  elder  Sifter, 
Or  Imiftake  you :  O,  would  her  Name  were  Grace, 

But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe?  when? 
Nay,  let  me  have't ;  I  long. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 

Three  crabbed  Months  had  fowr'd  themfelves  to  Death, 
E'er  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand, 
And  clap  thy  fe\fy  my  Love ;  then  didft  thou  utter, 

I  am  your's  for  ever. 
Her.  'Tis  Grace  indeed. 

Why  lo-you  now ;  I  have  fpoke  to  th*  purpofe  twice ; 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  Royal  Husband; 
Th'  other,  for  fome  while  a  Friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,  too  hot-       —  [Ajide. 
To  mingle  Friendship  far,  is  mingling  Bloods. 
I  have  Tremor  Cordis  on  me-  my  Heart  dances, 
But  not  for  Joy-   not  Joy   This  Entertainment 
May  a  free  Face  put  on  ;  derives  a  Liberty 
From  Heartiuefs,  from  Bounty,  fertile  Bofom, And 
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And  we'll  become  the  Agent;  'tmay,  I  grant ; 
But  to  be  padling  Palms,  and  pinching  Fingers, 

As  now  they  are,  and  making  pra&is'd  Smiles 
As  in  a  Looking-Glafs   and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 
The  Mort  o'th'  Deer ;  oh,  that  is  Entertainment 
My  Bofom  likes  nor,  nor  my  Brows   Mamillius, 
Art  thou  my  Boy  ? 
Mam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Leo.  I  fecks! 

Why  that's  my  Bawcock  ;  what  ?  has't  fmutch'd  thy  Nofe? 
They  fay  it  is  a  Copy  out  of  mine.     Come,    Captain, 
We  muft  be  neat ;  not  Neat,  but  cleanly,  Captain, 
And  yet  the  Steer,  the  Heifer,  and  the  Calf, 

Are  all  call'd  Neat.     Still  Virginalling  \Obfervin£  Po- lixenes  and  Hermione. 

Upon  his  Palm   How  now,  you  wanton  Calf! 
Art  thou  my  Calf? 
Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will>  my  Lord.  (have 

Leo.  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  Pafh,  and  the  Shoots  that  I 
To  be  full,  like  me.     Yet  they  fay  we  are 
Almoft  as  like  as  Eggs;  Women  fay  fo, 
That  will  fay  any  thing;  but  were  they  falfe, 

As  o'er-dy'd  Blacks,  as  Wind,  as  Waters ;  falfe 
As  Dice  are  to  be  wifh'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  born  'twixt  his  and  mine  ;  yet  were  it  true, 
To  fay  this  Boy  were  like  me.     Come,  Sir  Page, 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  Eye,  fweet  Villain. 

Mod  deareft,  my  Collop   Can  thy  Dam?  may 't be— « 
Imagination  I  thou  doft  flab  to  th' Center. 
Thou  doft  make  poflible  things  not  be  fo  held, 
Communicat'ft  with  Dreams   how  can  this  be  ? 
With  what's  unreal,  thou  coa&ive  art, 
And  fellow'ft  nothing.     Then  'tis  very  credent, 
Thou  may'ft  co-join  with  fomething,  and  thou  doft, 
And  that  beyond  commiflion,  and  I  find  it, 
And  that  to  the  Infection  of  my  Brains, 
And  hardning  of  my  Brows. 

Pol*  What  means  Sicilia  ? 

Her.  He  fomething  feems  unfetled. 
Pol.  How?  my  Lord? 
Leo.  What  cheer?  how  is  it  with  you,  my  beft  Brother? 

Her. 
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Her.  You  look  as  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  diftra&ion. 

Are  you  mov'd,  my  Lord  ? 
Leo.  No,  in  good  earneft. 

How  fometimes  Nature  will  betray  its  Folly !      >• 
It's  Tendernefs  !  and  make  it  (elf  a  Paftime 
To  harder  Bofoms  I  Looking  on  the  Lines 

Of  my  Boy's  Face,  methoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty  three  Years,  and  faw  my  felf  unbreech'd, 
In  my  green  Velvet  Coat;  my  Dagger  muzzel'd, 
Left  it  mould  bite  its  Mafter,  and  fo  prove, 
As  Ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous ; 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  Kernel, 
This  Squafh,  this  Gentleman.    Mine  honeft  Friend, 
Will  you  take  Eggs  for  Mony  ? 

Mam.  No,  my  Lord,  I'll  fight. 
Leo.  You  will!  why  happy  Man  be's  dole.  My  Brother, 

Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 

Vol.  If  at  home,  Sir, 

He's  all  Exercife,  my  Mirth,  my  Matter; 
Now  my  fworn  Friend,  and  then  mine  Enemy  ; 

My  Parafite,  my  Soldier,  States-man,  all ; 

He  makes  a  July's  day,  fliort  as  December, 
And  with  his  varying  Childnefs,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts,  that  mould  thick  my  Blood. 

Leo.  So  ftands  this  Squire 

Offic'd  with  me :  We  two  will  walk,  my  Lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.     Hermionc, 

How  thou  lov'ft  us,  fhew  in  our  Brother's  welcome  5 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap : 

Next  to  thy  felf,  and  my  young  Rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  Heart, 

Her.  If  you  would  feek  us, 

We  are  yours  i'th'  Garden:  mall's  attend  you  there  ? 
Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you;  you'd  be  found, 

Be  you  beneath  the  Sky :  I  am  angling  now> 

Tho'  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  Line, 
Go  to,  go  to.  [_<djide9  obferving  Her. 
How  fhe  holds  up  the  Neb  !  the  Bill  to  him! 
And  arms  herewith  the  boldnefs  of  a  Wife  [Exeunt  Po- 

lix.  Her.  mi  Attendants.  Manent  Leo.  Mam. dndCam* To 
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To  her  allowing,  Husband.     Gone  already  ! 

Inch  thick,  Knee  deep;  o'er  Head  and  Ears  afork'd  one 
Go  play,  Boy,  play   Thy  Mother  plays,  and  I 

Play  too ;  but  Co  difgrae'd  a  part,  whofe  Iflue 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  Grave  :  Contempt  and  Clamour 
Will  be  my  Knell.  Go  play,  Boy,  play   There  have  been. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  Cuckolds  e'er  now ; 
And  many  a  Man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent, 

Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  Wife  by  th*  Arm, 
That  little  thinks  (he  has  been  fluie'd  in  his  abfence, 
And  his  Pond  fiiVd  by  his  next  Neighbour,  by 

Sir  Smile  his  Neighbour :  Nay,  there's  comfort  in't, 
Whiles  other  Men  have  Gates,  and  thofe  Gates  open'dy 
As  mine,  againft  their  Will.     Should  all  defpair 
That  have  revolted  Wives,  the  tenth  of  Mankind 

Would  hang  themfelves.     Phyfick  for't,  there's  none: 
It  is  a  bawdy  Planet,  that  will  ftrike 

Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful :  think  it. 
From  Eaft,  Weft,  North  and  South,  be  it  concluded, 

No  Barricado  for  a  Belly.     Know't, 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  Enemy, 

With  Bag  and  Baggage :  Many  a  thoufand  of 's 
Have  the  Difeafe,  and  feeJ't  Hot.     How  now,  Boy  £ 
Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. What  ?  Camillo  there  ? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  <Eo  play,  Mamilliusy  thou'rt  an  honeft  Man : 
[Exit  Mamillius, 

Camillo,  this  great  Sir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 
Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  Anchor  hold, 

When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home, 
Leo.  Didft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  Petitions,  made 
His  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  ? 

They're  here  with  me  already;  whifp'ring,  rounding  s 
Sicilia  is  a  fo-forth  ,*  'tis  far  gone, 
When  I  ihall  guft  it  laft.     How  came'r,  Camillo, 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

Cam. 
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Cam.  At  the  good  Queen's  Entreaty. 
Leo.  At  the  Queen's  be't :  Good  mould  be  pertinent ; 

But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.  Was  this  taken 
By  any  underfta  ding  Pate  but  thine? 
For  the  Conceit  is  (baking,  will  draw  in 

More  than  the  common  Blocks,  not  noted,  is't, 
But  of  the  finer  Natures?  By  Tome  Severals 
Of  Head-piece  extraordinary?  Lower  Meffes 
Perchance  are  to  this  Bufinefs  purblind  ?  Say. 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  Lord  ?  I  thiiik  moft  underftand 
Bohemia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha  ? 

Cam.  Srays  here  longer. 
Leo.  I,  but  why  f 
Cam.  To  latisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  the  Entreaties 

Of  our  moft  gracious  Miftreis. 
Leo.  Satisfied 

Th*  Entreaties  of  your  Miftrefs?  Satisfied 
Let  that  fuffice.     I  have  trufted  thee,  Camilla,         , 
With  all  the  neareft  things  to  my  Heart,  as  well 
My  Chamber-Councels,  wherein,  Prieft  like,  thou 

Haft  cleans'd  my  Bofom:  I,  from  thee  departed 
Thy  Penitent  reform'd;  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  Integrity,  deceiv'd In  that  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  To  bide  upon'tj  thou  art  not  honeft;  or, 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  Coward, 
Which  hoxes  Honefty  behind,  reftraining 

FromCourfe  requir'd;  orelfe  thou  muftbe  counted 
A  Servant  grafted  in  my  ferious  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent;  or  cKc  a  Fool, 
ThatfeeftaGame  plaid  home,  the  rich  Stake  drawn, 
And  talcft  it  all  for  Jeft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  Lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  foolifh  and  fearfu^ 
In  every  one  of  thefe;  no  Man  is  free, 
But  that  his  Negligence,  his  Folly,  Fear, 
Amongft  the  infinite  Doing  of  the  World, 
Sometimes  puts  forth  in  your  Affairs,  my  Lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent, 

Vol.  II.  F  f  It 
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It  was  my  Folly;  if  induflrioufly 

I  play'd  the  Fool,  it  was  my  Negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  End ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  IfTue  doubted, 
Whereof  the  Execution  did  cry  out 

Againft  the  Non-performance,  'twas  a  Fear 
Which  oft  infeclsthe  Wifeft:  Thefe,  my  Lord, 

Are  fuch  allow'd  Infirmities,  that  Honefty 
Is  never  free  of.     But  befecch  your  Grace 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  myTrefpafs 
By  its  own  Vifage;  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'not  you  feen,  Camillo  ? 
(But  that's  paft  Doubt;  you  have,  or  your  Eye-glafs 
Is  thicker  than  a  Cuckold's  Horn^  or  heard? 
(Tor  to  a  Vifion  fo  apparent,  Rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  Thought/  ffor  Cogitation 

Refides  not  in  that  Man,  that  do's  not  think) 
My  Wife  is  flippery  £  If  thou  wilt,  confefs, 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  Negative, 
To  have  nor  Eyes,  nor  Ears,  nor  Thought,  then  fay 

My  Wife's  a  Holy  Horfe,  defer ves  a  Name 
As  rank  as  any  Flax-wench,  that  puts  to 

Before  her  Troth-plight:  Say't  and  juftify't. 
Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  Stander-by,  to  hear 

My  Soveraign  Miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 

My  prefent  Vengeance  taken;  'fh re w  my  Heart, 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this  which  to  reiterate,  were  Sin 

As  deep  as  that,  tho*  true. 
Leo.  h  Whifpering  nothing  / 

Is  leaning  Cheek  to  Cheek?  Is  meeting Nofes? 
Kifling  with  inflde  Lip?  Stopping  the  Carreer 
Of  Laughter,  with  a  Sigh  /  A  Note  infallible 
Of  breaking  Honefty  :  horfing  Foot  on  Foot  ? 
Skulking  in  Corners?  wifhing  Clocks  more  fwift  ? 
Hours  Minutes/  The  Noon  Midnight/  and  all  Eyes 
Blind  with  the  Pin  and  Web,  but  theirs;  theirs  only, 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked?  Is  this  nothing/ 

Why  then  the  World,  and  all  that's  in't  is  nothing; 
The  covering  Sky  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing, 

My 
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My  Wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  Nothing 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  Lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  Opinion,  and  betimes, 
For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 
Cam.  No,  no,  my  Lord. 
Leo.  It  is ;  you  lie,  you  lie : 

I  fay  thou  1  i e ft,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee, 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  Lowt,  a  mindlefs  Slave, 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  Temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  Eyes  at  once  fee  Good  and  Evil, 

Inclining  to  them  both:  Were  my  Wife's  Liver 
Infected,  as  her  Life,  me  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  Ghfs. 

Cam.  Who  do's  infect  her .? 
Leo.  Why  he  that  wears  her  like  her  Medal,  hanging 

About  his  Neck,  Bohemia  ;  who,  if  I 
Had  Servants  true  about  me,  that  bear  Eyes 
To  fee  alike  mine  Honour,  as  their  Profits, 
Their  own  particular  Thrifts,  they  would  do  that, 
Which  mould  undo  more  doing :  I,  and  thou 
His  Cup-bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  Form 

Have  bench'd,  andrear'd  to  woriliip,  who  may'ftfee 
Plainly,  as  Heav'n  fees  Earth,  and  Earth  fees  Fieav'n, 
How  I  am  gall'd,  thou  might'ft  be-fpice  a  Cup, 
To  give  mine  Enemy  a  lafting  Wink, 
Which  Draught  to  me  were  Cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  Lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  ra(h  Potion, 

But  with  a  lingring  Dram,  that 'mould  not  work 
Malicioufly,  like  a  Poifon ;  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  Crack  to  be  in  my  dread  Miftrefs, 
So  foveraignly  being  honourable. 

I  have  lov'd  thee. 
Leo.  Make  that  thy  Queftion,  and  go  rot: 

Do' ft  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfetled, 
To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  Vexation? 
Sully  the  Purity  and  Whitenefs  of  my  Sheets, 
Which  to  preferve,  is  Sleep;  which  being  fpotted, 
Is  Goads,  Thorns,  Nettles,  Tails  of  Wafps ; 

Ffi  Give 
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Give  Scandal  to  the  Blood  o'th5  Prince,  my  Son, 
Who  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine, 

Without  ripe  moving  to't/  Would  I  do  this? 
Could  Man  fo  blench? 

Cum.  I  mud  believe  you,  Sir, 

I  do,  and  will  fetch  of}  Bohemia  for't: 
Provided,  that  when  he'sremov'd,  your  Highnefs 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  firft, 

Even  for  your  Son's  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  Injury  of  Tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 

Known  and  ally'd  to  yours. 
Leo.  Thou  doft  advife  me, 

Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  Courfe  have  fet  down  : 

I'll  give  no  Blemifh  to  her  Honour,  none. 
Cam.  My  Lord, 

Go  then ;  and  with  a  Countenance  as  clear 
As  Friendfhip  wears  at  Feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  Queen:  I  am  his  Cup-bearer, 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefome  Beveridge, 
Account  me  not  your  Servant. 

Leo.  This  is  all. 

Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  Heart; 
Do't  not,  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 

Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  Lord. 
Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advis'd  me*  [Exit* 
Cam.  O  mifcable  Lady:  But  for  me  / 

What  Cafe  ftand  E  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  Poifoner 

Of  good  PolixeneSy  and  my  Ground  to  do't, Ts  the  Obedience  to  a  Mafter,  one, 
Wrn  in  Rebellion  with  himfelf,  will  have 
All  thar  are  his,  fo  too.  To  this  Deed 
Promotion  follows.   If  I  could  find  Example 
Of  Thotifands  that  had  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 

Andflourifh'd  afrer,  Fid  rot  do't:  But  fince 
Nor  Brafs,  nor  Sronc,  nor  Parchment  bears  not  one, 

Let  Villany  it  fel f  forfwear't.   I  muft 
Forfake  the  Court:  To  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  Break-neck.  Happy  Star,  reign  now. 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter 
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Enter  Polixenes. 

Pd.  This  is  ftrange  :  Methinks  f 
My  Favour  here  begins  to  warp.  Not  fpeak  ? 
Good  Day,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Hail,   moff.  Royal  Sir. 

Pol.  What  is  the  News  i'th'  Court? 
Cam.  None  rare,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  The  King  hath  on  him  fuch  a  Countenance, 
As  had  he  loft  fome  Province,  and  a  Region 

'  Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  Even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  Complement,  when  he 

Wafting  his  Eyes  to  th'  contrary,  and  falling 
A  Lip  of  much  Contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  mc  to  confider  what  is  Breeding, 
That  changes  thus  his  Manners. 

Cam.  I  dare  not  know,  my  Lord. 
Pol.  How,  dare  not  ?  do  not  f  Do  you  know,  and  dare  not? 

Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts: 
For  to  your  felf,  what  do  you  know,  you  muff,    * 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.  Good  Camillo, 

Your  chang'd  Complexions  are  to  me  a  Mirror, 
Which  mews  rae  mine  chang'd  too;  for  I  jnuft  be 
A  Party  in  this  Alteration,  finding 

My  felf  thus  alter'd  with't. Cam.  There  is  a  Sicknefs 

Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  diftemper;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  Difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 

Of  you  that  yet  are  we'!. 
Pol.  How  caught  of  me? 

Make  me  not  lighted  like  the  Bafilisk. 

I  have  look'd  on  Thoufands,  who  ha ve  fped  the  better 
By  my  Regard,  but  kill'd  none  fo:  Camillo, 
As  you  are  certainly  a  Gentleman,  thereto 

Clerk-like  expedienc'd,  which  no  Jefs  Adorns 
Our  Gentry,  than  our  Parents  noble  Names, 
In  whofe  Succefs  we  are  gentle:  I  befeech   you, 

If  you  know  ought  which  do's  behove  my  Knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant  Concealment. 

Ctm.  I  may  not  anfwcr, 
Ff  l  Pal, 
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Pol.  A  Sicknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  ? 

I  muft  be  anfwer'd.  Doft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Parts  of  Man, 

Which  Honour  do's  acknowledge,  whereof  the  lead 
Is  not  this  Suit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  Incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  Harm 
Is  creeping  toward  me;  how  far  off,  how  near, 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be; 
If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  will  tell  you, 

Since  I  am  charg'd  in  Honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable;  therefore  mark  my  Counfel, 

Which  muft  be  ev'n  as  fwiftly  follow'd   as 
I  mean  to  utter  it;  or  both  your  felf  and  me, 
Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  Night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo  ? 
Cam.  I  am  appointed  to  murder  you, 
Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo  f 
Cam.  By  the  King. 
Pol.  For  what? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay  with  all  Confidence  he  fwearsj. 

As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  Inftrument 

To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  Blood  turn 
To  an  infected  Gelly,  and  my  Name 

Be  yoak'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  beft : 
Turn  then  my  frefheft  Reputation  to 
A  Savour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  Noftril 

Where  I  arrive;  and  my  Approach  be  fliun'd, 
Nay  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  Infedion 
fThaf  e'er  was  heard,  or  read. 

Cam.  Swear  his  Thought  over 

By  each  particular  Scar  in  Heav'n,  and 
By  all  then  influences;  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  Sea  for  to  obey  the  Moon, 
As  or  by  Oath  remove,  or  Counfel  fiiake 
The  Fabrick  of  his  Fo!ly,  whofe  Foundation 
Is  pyPd  upon  his  Faith,  and  will  continue 
The  (landing  of  his  Body. 

Pol.  How  fliouJd  this  grow  ? 

(Jam. 
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Cam.  I  know  not ;  but  I  am  fure  'tis  fafer  to 

Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  Honefty, 
That  lyes  inclofed  in  this  Trunk,  which  you 

Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to  Night ; Your  Followers  I  will  whifpcr  to  the  Builnefs, 
And  will  by  twoes,  and  threes,    at  feveral  Poiterns, 

Clear  them  o'th'  City.  For  my  felf,  I'll  put 
My  Fortunes  to  your  Service,  which  are  here 
By  this  Difcovery  loft.  Be  not  uncertain, 
For  by  the  Honour  of  my  Parents,  I 

Have  utter'd  Truth;  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  ftand  by;  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer 

Than  one  condemned  by  the  King's  own  Mouth .* Thereon  his  Execution  fworn* 
Pol.  I  do  believe  thee; 

I  faw  his  Heart  in's  Face.  Give  me  thy  Hand; 
Be  Pilot  to  me,  and  thy  Places  iliall 
Srill  neighbour  mine.  My  Ships  are  ready,  and 
My  People  did  expect  my  hence  departure 
Two  Days  ago.  This  Jcaloufic 

Is  for  a  precious  Creature;  as  (lie's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great;  and,  as  his  Perfon's  mighty, 
Muft  it  be  violent;  and,  as  he  do's  conceive, 
He  is  diihonour'd  by  a  Man,  which  ever 
Profefs'd  to  him;  Why  his  Revenges  muft 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.    Fear  o'er-iliades  me: 
Good  Expedition  be  my  Friend,  and  cemfort 
The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  Theara ;  but  nothing 
Of  his  ill-tane  Sufpicion.   Come,  Camilla, 
I  will  refped:  thee  as  a  Father,  if 

Thou  bear'ft  my  Life  off  hence.  Let  us  avoid. 
Cam.  It  is  in  mine  Authority  to  command 

The  Keys  of  all  the  Pofternss   Pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  Hour.  Come,  Sir,  away,  \Exemt. 

Ff4  ACT 
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A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and  Ladies. 

Her.^T^kKE  the  Roy  to  you;  he  fo  troubles  me, 
X     Tis  pail:  enduring, 

i  Lady    Come,  rry  gracious  Lord,        v 
Shal!  I  be  your  play-fellow! 

Mam.   No,   I  11  none  of  you. 

i  Lady.  VJ>  y>  my  fweet  Lord? 
Mam.  You  ;j  nils  me  I  ard,  and  (peak  tome,  as  if 

I  we  e  a  Ba^y  OJ!).     I  lovt  you  better. 
z  Lady.  And  why  fo,  ny  Lord? 
Mam.  Not  for  becaufc 

Your  Brows  are  blacker;  yet  blatk  Blows,  they  fay, 
Beo  me  fome  Women  heft,  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  Hair  there,  bur  in  a  Semicircle, 
O  a  Hslf-Moon  made  with  a  Pen. 

i  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  Womens  Faces :  Pray  now, 
Wh  t  Clour  be  your  Eye-brows? 

i  Lady.  Blue,  my  Lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  Mock:  I  have  feet)  a  Lady's  Nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  Eye-brows. 

i  Lad j.  Hark  ye, 
The  Queen,  your  Mother,  rounds  apace  :  We  fhall 
PrefvDt  our  Services  to  a  fine  new  Prince 

One  of  thefe  Day?,  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us, 
If  we  would  have  you. 

z  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  Bulk,  good  Time  encounter  her. 

Her.  What  Wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  I  Come,  Sir*  now 
I  am  for  you  again.  Pray  you  fit  by  us. 
And  teli's  a  Tale. 

Mam,  Merry,  or  fad,  fhal't  be  f 
Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  A  fad  Tale's  beft  for  Winter,; 
I  have  one  of  Sprights  and  Goblins. 

Hen  Let's  have  tfcat,  gctod  Sir. Come 
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Come  on,  fit  down.  Come  on,  and  do  your  beft, 

To  fright  me  with  your  Sprights:  You're  powerful  at  it, Mam.  There  was  a  Man. 

Her.  Nay,  come  fit  down;  then  on. 
Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  Church  yard:  I  will  tell  it  foftly ; 

Yond  Crickets  ilia  1  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  giv't  me  in  mine  Ear. 
Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

Leo.  Was  he  met  there?  his  Train?  Camillo  with  him  f 
Lord.  Behind  the  Tuft  of  Pines  I  met  them,  never 

Saw  I  Men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way:  Iey'd  them 
Even  to  their  Ships. 

Leo.  How  blefi:  am  I 

In  my  juft  Cenfuie?  In  my  true  Opinion? 

Alack,  for  lefTer  Knowledge,  how  accurs'd, 
In  being  fo  bleft  i  There  may  be  in  the  Cup 

A  Spider  Rcep^d,  and  one  may  drir.k;  depart, 
And  yet  partake  no  Venom;  for  his  Knowledge 
Is  noc  infe&cd;  but  if  one  prefent 

Th'  abhorr'd  Ingredient  to  his  Eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  Gorge,  his  Sides 
With  violent  Hefts.  I  have  drunk,  and  feen  the  Spider. 
Camillo  was  his  Help  in  this,  his  Pander : 
There  is  a  Plot  againft  my  Life,  my  Crown  ; 

All*s  true  that  is  miftrufted;  that  ialfe  Villain, 
Whom  I  employ'd,  was  pre-employ'd  hy  him; 
He  hath  difcover'd  my  Defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  Thing;  yea,  a  very  Trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  How  came  the  Pofterns 
So  eafily  open? 

Lord.  By  his  great  Authority, 

Which  often  have  no  lefs  prevail'd,  than  fo 
On  your  Command. 

Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  Boy,  I  am  glad  you  did  not  nurfe  him, 

Though  he  do's  bear  fome  Signs  of  me,  yet  you Have  too  much  glood  in  him. 
Htr.  What  is  this  ?  Sport? 
Leo.  Bear  the  Boy  hence,  he  (hall  not  come  about  her, 

Away  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  her  felf 
With 
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With  that  (he's  big  with,  for  'tis  Polixcncs Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  I'ld  fay  he  had  not ; 
And  I'll  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  Saying* 
Mow  e'er  you  lean  to  th'  Nayward. 

Leo.  You,  my  Lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 

To  fay  (he  is  a  goodly  Lady,  and 
The  Juftice  of  your  Hearts  will  thereto  add, 

*Tis  pity  fhe's  not  honeft/:   Honourable: 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  Form, 
Which  on  my  Faith  deferves  high  Speech,  and  ftraight 
The  Shrug,  the  Hum,  or  Ha,  thefe  Petty-brands 
That  Calumny  doth  ufe  i  Oh  I  am  out, 

That  Mercy  do's,  for  Calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf,  thefe  Shrugs,  thefe  Hum's,  and  Ha's, 
When  you  have  faid  fhe's  goodly,  come  between 
E'er  you  can  fay  fhe's  honeft :  But  be't  known, 
From  him  that  has  moft  Caufe  to  grieve  it  fhould  be* 
She's  an  Adultrefs. 

Her.  Should  a  Villain  fay  fo, 

The  moft  replenifh'd  Villain  in  the  World, 
He  were  as  much  more  Villain :  You,  my  Lord, 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook,  my  Lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes.    O  thou  thing, 

Which  I'll  not  call  a  Creature  of  thy  Place, 
Left  Barbarifm,  making  me  the  Precedent, 
Should  a  like  Language  ufe  to  all  Degrees, 
And  mannerly  Diftinguifhment  leave  out, 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  Beggar.  I  have  faid 

She's  an  Adultrefs,  I  have  faid  with  whom: 
More ;  She's  a  Traitor,  and  Camillo  is 
A  Federary  with  her,  and  one  that  knows 
What  Hi e  fhould  fhame  to  know  her  felf, 

But  with  her  moft  vild  Principal;  that  fhe's 
A  Bed  Swarver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 

That  Vulgar  give  bold'ft  Titles ;  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  Efcape. 

Her.  No,  by  my  Life, 
Privy  to  none  of  fchis :  How  will  this  grieve  you, 

When 
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When  you  mail  come  to  clearer  Knowledge,  that 

You  thus  have  publifh'd  me?  Gentle,  my  Lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  than  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Leo.  No,  if  I  miftake 

In  thofe  Foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  Center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 

A  School-boy's  Top.  Away  with  her,  to  Prifon : 
*He  who  mall  fpeak  of  her,  is  afar  off  guilty, But  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her.  There's  fome  ill  Planet  reigns ; 
I  mull  be  patient,  'till  the  Heav'ns  look 
With  an  Afped  more  favourable.  Good  my  Lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  Sex 
Commonly  are,  the  want  of  which  vain  Dew 
Perchance  mall  dry  your  Pities ;  but  I  have 

That  honourable  Grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  Tears  drown  :  'Befeech  you  all,  my  Lords, 
With  Thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  Charities 
Shall  beft  inftrucl:  you,  meafure  me;  and  fo 

The  King's  Will  be  perform'd. Leo,  Shall  I  be  heard? 

Her.  Who  is't  that  goes  with  me?  Befeech  your  Highnefs 
My  Women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 
My  Plight  requires  it.  Do  not  weep,  good  Fools, 
There  is  no  caufe;  when  you  fhall  know  your  Miftrefs 

Has  defcrv'd  Prifon,  then  abound  in  Tears, 
As  I  come  out;  this  Action  I  now  go  on, 
Is  for  my  better  Grace.  Adieu,  my  Lord, 

I  never  wifh'd  to  fee  you  forry ;  now 
I  truft  I  fhall.  My  Women  come,  you  have  leave, 

Leo.  Go,  do  our  bidding;  hence. 
Lord.  Befeech  your  Highnefs  call  the  Queen  again*. 
Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do,  Sir,  left  your  Jufticc 

Prove  Violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  iuffer, 
jYour  felf,  your  Queen,  your  Son. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  Lord, 

I  dare  my  Life  Jay  down,  and  will  do't,  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t' accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotleft 
I'th'  Eyes  of  Heaven,  and  to  you,  I  mean 
I?  *&?  which  you  accufe  her. 
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Ant.  If  it  prove 

She's  otherwife,  I'll  keep  my  Stable  where 
I  lodge  my  Wife,  I'll  go  in  Couples  with  her  2 
Then  when  I  kcl,  and  fee  her,  no  further  truft  her; 
For  every  Inch  of  Woman  in  the  World, 

I,  every  Dram  of  Woman's  Flefh  is  falfe, If  me  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  Peaces. 
Lord.  Good  my  Lord. 
Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  felves : 

You  are  abufed  by  fome  Putter  on, 

That  will  be  damn'dfor't;  would  I  knew  the  Villain, 
I  would  Land-damn  him:  Be  (lie  Honour-flaw'd, 
I  have  three  Daughters;  the  Eldcft  is  eleven; 
Thefecond,  and  the  third,  nine;  and  Sons  five; 

If  this  pmvc  true,  they'll  pay  for'r.  By  mine  Honour 
I'll  gdi  'em  all :  Fjurteen  they  mail  not  fee 
To  bring  fa!fe  Generations:  They  are  Co-heirs, 
I  had  rather  glib  my  felf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  I  flue. 

Leo*  Ceafe,  no  more  : 
You  fmdl  this  Bufinefs  with  a  Senfe  as  cold 

As  is  a  dead  Man's  Nofe;  but  I  do  fee't,  and  feel't, 
As  you  feel  doing  thus;  and  fee  withal 
The  Iriftruments  that  feel. 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo, 

We  need  no  Grave  to  bury  Honefty, 

There's  not  a  Grain  of  it,  the  Face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  Earth. 

Le$.  What?  lack  I  credit  ? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  T,  my  Lord, 
Upon  this  Ground;  and  more  it  would  content me 
To  have  her  Honour  true,  than  your  Sufpicion; 

Be  blasn'd  for't  how  you  might. 
Leo.  Why  what  need  we 

Commune  with  you  for  this?  But  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  Inftigation  ?  Our  Prerogative 
Calls  not  your  Counfels,  but  our  natural  Goodnefs 
Imparts  this;  which,  if  you,  or  ftupified, 
Or  feeming  fo,  in  skill,  cannot,  or  will  not 

Reliih 



the  Winter  s  Tale.  $09 

Relilh  a  Truth,  like  us.-  Inform  your  felves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  Advice :  The  Matter, 

The  Lofs,  the  Gain,  the  ord'ring  on't, 
Is  all  properly  ours. 

Ant.  And  I  wiih,  my  Liege, 

You  had  only  in  your  filent  Judgment  try'd  it, Without  more  Overture. 
Leo.  How  could  that  be/ 

Either  thou  art  molt  ignorant  by  Age; 

Or  thou  wert  born  a  Fool.  Camilla's  Flight 
Added  to  their  Familiarity, 

(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  Conjecture, 
That  lack'd  Sight  only,  nought  for  Approbation, 
But  only  feeing  all  other  Circumftances 

Made  up  to  th*  Deed)  doth  pulh  on  this  Proceeding; 
Yet  for  a  greater  Confiimation, 

For  in  an  Act  of  this  Importance,  'twere 
Moft  pitious  to  be  wild,  I  have  difpatch'd  in  Poft, 
To  facred  Delphos,  to  Apollo's  Temple, 
Gleamines  and  Deon>  whom  you  know 

Of  ftuff'd  Sufficiency:  Now,  from  the  Oracle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofe  fpiritual  Counfel  had, 
Shall  (lop,  or  fpur  me.  Have  I  done  well? 

Lord.  Well  done,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Tho'  I  am  fatisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know;  yet  mail  the  Oracle 

Give  reft  to  th'  Minds  of  others;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  Credulity  will  not 

Come  up  to  th' Truth.  So  we  have  thought  it  good Fom  our  free  Perfpn,  (he  mould  be  confmd, 
Left  that  the  Treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence. 
Be  left  her  to  perform.  Come,  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick;  for  this  Bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Ant.  To  Laughter,  as  T  take  it. 

If  the  good  Truth  were  known.  ,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E   II. 

Enter  Paulina  and  a  Gentleman. 

Paul.  The  Keeper  of  the  Prifon,  call  to  him  : 
[Exit  Genu 

Let  him  have  the  Knowledge  whom  I  am.     Good  Lady, 
No  Court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee; 
W,  hat  doft  thou  then  in  Prifon  ?  Now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

[Re-enter  Gentleman  'with  the  Goaler. 
Goa.  For  a  worthy  Lady, 

And  one,  whom  much  I  honour. 
Pan.  Pray  you  then, 

Conduct  me  to  the  Queen, 
Goa.  I  may  not,  Madam, 

To  the  contrary  I  have  exprefs  Commandment. 

Pan.  Here's  a-do  to  lock  up  Honefty  and  Honour  from 
Trf  Accefs  of  gentle  Vifitors !  Is't  lawful  pray  you 
To  fee  the  Women?  Any  of  them?  Emilia* 

Goa.  So  pleafe  you,  Madam, 
To  put  a-part  thefe  your  Attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Pan.  I  pray  you  now  call  her : 
Withdraw  your  felves. 

Goa.  And,  Madam, 
I  muft  be  prefent  at  your  Conference^ 

Pan.  Well  j  be  it  fo:  Prethee. 
Enter  Emilia. 

Here's  fuch  a-do  to  make  no  Stain  a  Stain^ 
As  paffes  colouring.  Dear  Gentlewoman, 
Mow  fares  our  gracious  Lady  ? 

Emil.  As  well  as  one  fo  great,  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  together;  on  her  Frights  and  Griefs, 
Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  born  greater, 

She  is,  fomething  before  her  Time,  deliver'd. 
Pau.  A  Boy : 
Emil.  A  Daughter,  and  a  goodly  Babei 

Lufty,  and  like  to  live :  The  Queen  receives 

Much  Comfort  in't.  Says,  my  poor  Prifoner, 
I  am  innocent  as  you. 

Pan.  I  dare  be  fworn:  Thefe 
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Thefc  dangerous,  unfafe  Lunes  i'th'  King,  befhrew  them, 
He  muft  be  told  on't,  and  fhall;  the  Office 
Becomes  a  Woman  beft.  I'll  take  it  upon  me, 
If  I  prove  Honey-mouth'd,  let  my  Tongue  blifter ; 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  Anger  be 
The  Trumpet  any  more.  Pray  you,  Emilia, 
Commend  my  beft  Obedience  to  the  Queen, 
If  fhe  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  Babe, 

I'll  fhew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  Advocate  to  th'  loud'ft.  We  do  not  know 

How  he  may  (often  at  the  Sight  o'th'  Child :  j 
The  Silence  often  of  pure  Innocence 
Perfuades,  when  Speaking  fails, 

EmiU  Moft  worthy  Madam, 
Your  Honour  and  your  Goodnefs  is  fo  evident, 
That  your  free  Undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  Iflue :  There  is  no  Lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  Errand ;  pleafe  your  Ladyfliip 

To  vifit  the  next  Room,  I'll  prefently 
Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  noble  Offer, 
Who  but  to  Day  hammered  of  this  Defign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  Minifter  of  Honour, 

Left  fhe  ftiould  be  deny'd. 
Pan,  Tel]  her,  Emilia, 

I'll  ufe  that  Tongue  I  have;  if  Wit  flow  from't, 
As  boldnefs  from  my  Bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  ihall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it : 

I'll  to  the  Queen :  Pleafe  you  come  fomething  nearer. 
Goa.  Madam,  iPt  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Babe, 

I  know  not  what  I  ill  all  incur  to  pafs  it, 
Having  no  Warrant. 

Pan.  You  need  not  fear  it,  Sir, 
The  Child  was  Prifoner  to  the  Womb,  and  is 

By  Law  and  Procefs  of  great  Nature,  thence 

Free'd,  and  enfranchis'd,  not  a  Party  to 
The  Anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of, 
If  any  be,  the  Trefpafs  of  the  Queen. 

Gea.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pan.  Do  not  you  fear;  upon  mine  Honour,  I 
V/ill  Hand  betwixt  you  and  Danger.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Leontcs,  Antigonus,  Lords,  and  other  Attendants. 

Leo.  Nor  Night,  nor  Day,  no  reft;  it  is  but  Weakncfs 
To  bear  the  Matter  thus;  mear  Weaknefs,  if 
The  Caufe  were  not  in  Being;  part  oW  Caufe, 

She,  th*  Adultrefs ;  for  the  Harlot-King 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  Arm;  out  of  the  Blank 
And  Level  of  my  Brain ;  Plot- proof ;  but  ihe 
I  can  hook  to  me  :    Say  that  fhe  were  gone, 
Given  to  the  Fire,  a  Moiety  of  my  Reft 

Might  come  to  me  again.  Who's  there? Enter  an  Attendant. 

Attcn.  My  Lord. 

Leo.  How  do's  the  Boy? 
Attcn.  He  took  good  reft  to  Night;  'tis  hop'd 

His  Sicknefs  is  difcharg'd. Leo.  To  fee  his  Noblenefs  ! 

Conceiving  the  Dishonour  of  his  Mother, 

He  ftraight  declin'd,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Faften'd,  and  fix'd  the  Shame  on't  in  himfelf ; 
Threw  off  his  Spirit,  his  Appetite,  his  Sleep, 

And  down-right  languifh'd.  Leave  me  folely ;  go, 
See  how  he  fares.  Fie,  fie,  no  Thought  of  him, 
The  very  Thought  of  my  Revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me;  in  himfelf  too  Mighty; 
Until  a  Time  may  ferve,  for  prefent  Vengeance 
Take  it  on  her.-  Camillo,  and  Polixcnes 
Laugh  at  me,  make  their  Paftime  at  my  Sorrow; 
They  mould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor 
Shall  me,  within  my  Power. 

Enter  Paulina  with  a  Child. 
Lord.  You  muft  not  enter. 

Pan.  Nay  rather,  good  my  Lords,  be  fecond  to  me  : 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  Paffion  more,  alas, 

Than  the  Queen's  Life .?  A  gracious  innocent  Soul, 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

Ant.  That's  enough. 
Attcn.  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept  to  Night;  commanded 

None  ihould  come  near  him. 
fan. 
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Pah.  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir, 

I  come  to  bring  him  Sleep.     Tis  fuch  as  you 
That  creep  Jike  Shadows  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings  ;  fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  Caufe  of  his  awaking*     I 
Do  come  with  words,  as  medicina1,  as  true; 
Honeft,  as  either,  to  purge  him  of  that  Humour, 
That  prefTes  him  from  Sleep. 

Leo.  What  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Pan.  No  noife,  my  Lord,  but  needful  Conference^ 
About  fome  Goffips  for  your  Highaefs. 

Leo.  How  ? 

Away  with  that  audacious  Lady.     Antigonmy 

I  charg'd  thee  that  flic  mould  not  come  about  me, I  knew  fhe  would. 

Ar*t.  I  told  her  fo,  my  Lord, 
On  your  Difpleafures  peril  and  on  mine, 
She  mould  not  vifit  you. 

Leo.  What  ?  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

Pan.  From  all  Diftionefty  he  can;  in  this, 
Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done, 
Commit  me,  for  committing  Honour,  truft  ir, 
He  fhall  not  rule  me. 

Ant.  La-you  now,  you  hear, 
When  me  will  take  the  Rein,  I  let  her  run. 

But  fhe'll  not  ftumble.  1 
Pan.  Good  my  Liege,  I  come   

Aod  I  befeech  you  hear  me,  who  profeflfes 
My  felf  your  loyal  Servant,  your  Phyfician, 
Your  mod  obedient  Counfellor :  Yet  that  dares 

Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  Evils, 
Than  fuch  as  mofl  feem  yours.     I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 

Leo.  Good  Queen  ? 

Pah.  Good  Queen,  my  Lord,  good  Queen, 
I  fay,  good  Queen ; 
And  would,  by  Combate,  make  her  good,  were  I 
A  Man,  the  worft.  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pah.  Let  him  that  makes  but  Trifles  of  his  Eyes 
Firft  hand  me :  On  mine  own  accord  I'll  off, 

Vol.  II.  G  g  But 
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But  firft,  111  do  my  Errand.     The  good  Queen, 
For  fhc  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  Daughter, 

Here  'tis;  commends  it  to  your  Bleffing. 
[Laying  down  the  Child. 

Leo.  Out  ! 

A  mankind  Witch  !  Hence  with  her,  out  o'door: 
A  mod;  inteliigencing  Bawd. 

Pan.  Not  fo, 

I  am  as  ignorant  in  that  as  you, 
In  fb  entitling  me;  and  no  lefs  honeft 

Than  you  are  mad;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant, 
As  this  World  goes,  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo.  Traitors  ! 

Will  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  Give  her  the  Baftard.  [To  Ant. 

Thou  Dotard,  thou  art  Woman-tyr'd;  unroofted 
By  thy  Dame  Partlet  here.     Take  up  the  Baftard, 

Take't  up,  I  fay,  give't  to  the  Croan. Pan.  For  ever 

Unvenerable  be  thy  Hands,  if  thou 

Take'fl  up  the  Princefs,  by  that  forced  Bafencfs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't. Leo.  He  dreads  his  Wife. 

Pan.  So  I  would  you  did  :  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt 
You'ld  call  your  Children  yours. Leo.  A  Neft  of  Traitors  ! 

*dnt.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  Light. 
Pan.  Nor  I  ;   nor  any 

But  one  that's  here  ;  and  that's  himfclf.    For  he, 
The  facred  Honour  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  Sons,  his  Babes  betrays  to  Slander, 
Whofe  Sting  is  (harper  than  the  Swords ;  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  Cafe  now  {lands,  it  is  a  Curfc 

He  cannot  be  compell'd  to't )  once  remove 
The  Root  of  his  Opinion,  which  is  rotten 
As  ever  Oak,  or  Stone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  Callat 

Of  boundlefs  Tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  Husband, 
And  now  baits  me.     This  Brat  is  none  of  mine. 
It  is  the  IfTue  of  Polixenes. 

Hence  with  ir,  and  toeether  with  the  Dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  Fire. 

Fan. 
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Pdft.  It  is  yours ; 

And,  might  we  lay  th'  old  Proverb  to  your  Charge 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe.     Behold,  my  Lords, 
Altho*  the  Print  be  little,  the  whole  Matter 
And  Copy  of  the  Father;  Eye,  Nofe,  Lip, 
The  trick  of 's  Frown,  his  Forehead,  nay,  the  Valley, 
The  pretty  Dimples  of  his  Chin,  and  Cheek,  his  Smiled, 
The  very  Mold,  and  frame  of  his  Hand,  Nail,  Finger. 
And  thou  good  Goddefs  Nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 

The  ordering  of  the  Mind  too,  'mongft  all  Colours 
No  Yellow  in't,  left  me  fufpe^  as  he  does* 
Her  Children,  not  her  Husbands. 

Leo.  A  grofs  Hag  f 

And  Lonely  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd^ 
That  wilt  not  ftay  her  Tongue;, 

Ant.  Hang  all  the  Husbands 

That  cannot  do  that  Feat,  you'll  leave  your  felf 
Hardly  one  Subject. 

Leo.  Once  more  take  her  hence. 

Pan.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.  I'll  ha'  thee  btirnt. 
PaU.  I  care  not  ;  ^ 

It  is  an  Heretick  that  makes  the  Fir«e, 

Not  (he  which  burns  in't.     I'll  not  call  you.  Tyrant ) 
But  this  moft  cruel  Ufage  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  Accufation 

Than  your  own  weak-hirig'd  Fancy)  fometimes  favours 
Of  Tyranny*  and  will  ignoble  make  you* 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  World. 

Leo.  On  your  Allegiance* 
Out  of  the  Chamber  with  her*    Were  I  a  Tyrant^ 
Where  were  her  Lik  ?  She  durft  not  call  me  fo* 
If  me  did  know  me  onei     Away  with  her. 

Pau.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me,  I'll  be  goriei 
Look  to  your  Babe,  my  Lord*  'tis  yours?  Jove  fend  htt 
A  better  guiding  Spirits     What  need  thefe  Hands? 

You  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  his  Follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So?  fo  i  Farewe^  we  sire  gone,  .    [Exit. 

G  g  %•  Leo. 
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Leo.  Thou,  Traitor,  haft  fet  on  thy  Wife  to  this. 

My  Child  ?  away  with't.     Even  thou,  that  haft 
A  Hart  fo  tender  o'er  ir,  take  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  inftantfy  confuirfd  with  Fire. 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.     Take  it  up  ftraight: 

Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  'tis  done, 
And  by  i>ood  Teftimony,  or  1*11  fuze  thy  Life, 
Wrh  wh«t  thou  clfe  calf  ft  thine:  If  thou  refufe, 

And  wilt  encounter  with  my  Wrath,  fay  fo; 
The  Biftard-bram^  with  thefe  my  proper  Hands 
Shall  I  dafh  out:  Go  take  it  to  the  Fire, 

For  thou  fett'ft  on  thy  Wife. 
Ant*  I  did  not,  Sir  : 

Thefe  Lords,  my  noble  Fellows,  if  they  pleafe, 

Can  clear  me  in't. 
Lord.  We  can,  my  Royal  Liege, 

He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither, 

Leo    You're  Liars  all, 

Lords.  'Befeech  your  Highncfs  give  us  better  Credit, 

We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us:  And  on  our  Knees  we  beg, 
(K%  Recompence  of  our  dear  Services 
Paft,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe, 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  IfTue.     We  all  kneel   

Leo.  I  am  a  Father  for  each  Wind  that  blows: 

Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  Baftard  kneel, 
And  call  me  Father  \  better  burn  it  now, 
Than  curfe  it  then.     But  be  it;  l;t  it  live : 

It  l"h  ali  not  neither.     You  Sir,  come  you  hither;     [To  Ant. You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 

W;  h  Lady  Afargery>  your  Midwife  there, 
To  fa  e  this  Baftard's  Life;  for  'tis  a  Baftard, 

So  fure  as  this  Beard's  grey  :   What  will  you  adventure, 
To  fave  this  Brat's  Life  ? 

Ant.   Any  thing,  my  Lord, 
That  my  Ability  may  undergo, 
And  Noblenefs  irapofe :  At  lea  ft  thus  much  ; 

I'll  pawn  the  little  Blood  which  I  have  kft9 
To  fave  the  Innocent ;  any  thing  poffible. 

Lei. 
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Leo.  It  (hall  be  pnflnle;  (wear  by  this  Sword 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Ant.   I  will,  my  Lord. 
Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it;  feeft  thou?  for  the  fail 

Of  uny  point  in't*  ftiall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thy  k\U  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  Wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.     We  enjoin  thee, 

As  thou  art  Lieee-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  Baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 

To  fome  remote  and  defart  Place,  quite  out 
Of  our  Dominions;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it, 
Without  much  Mercy,  to  its  own  Protection, 
And  fa. our  of  the  Climate;  as  by  llrange  Fortune 
It  came  to  us  I  do  in  Juftice  charge  thee, 

On  thy  Soul's  Peril,  and  rhy  Body's  Torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place, 

Where  Chance  may  nurfe  or  end  it.      Take  it  up. 

Ant.  I  fwear  to  do  this;  tho'a  prefent  Death 
Had  been  more  merciful.     Come  on,  poor  Babe, 
Some  powerful  Spirit  inftruct  the  Kites  and  Ravens 
To  be  thy  Nurfes.     Wolves  and  Bears,  they  fay, 
(Catting  their  Savagencfs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  Pity.     Sir,  be  prolperous 
In  more  than  this  Deed  does  require;  and  BlefEng, 
Againft  this  Cruelty,  fight  on  thy  fide, 
Poor  thing  condemn^  to  Lofs.  [Exit  -with  the  Child. 

Leo.  No  ;   PJ1  not  rear 

Another's  I  flue. 
Enter  a,  Meffenger* 

Mef.  Pleafe  your  HLhnefs,  Pofts 

From  thofe  you  fent  to  th5  Oracle,  are  come An  hour  fmce.     Clcomines  and  Dion, 

Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 
Hafting  to  th' Court. 

Lord.   So  pleafe  yoj,  Sir,  their  fpeed 
Harh  been  beyond  Account. 

Leo,  Twenty  three  days 

They  have  been  abfent:  'ris  good  fpeed;  foretels 
Tl.e  great  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.    Prepare  you  Lords, 
Sum  ion  a  Seffion,  that  we  may  Arraign 

Gg  $  Out 
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Our  mod  difloyal  Lady  ;  for  as  fhc  hath 

Been  publickly  accused*  fo  fhall  (he  have 
A  juft  and  open  Trial.  While  (he  lives 
My  Heart  will  be  a  Burthen  to  me.     Leave  me, 
And  think  upon  my  Bidding.  [Exem*. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 

Cleo.  'T^HE  Climate's  delicate,  the  Air  moft  fweet? 
X    Fertile  the  Ifle,  the  Temple  much  furpaffing 

The  common  Praife  it  bears. 

Dion.  I  fhall  report, 
For  moft  it  caught  me,  the  Celeftial  Habits, 
Methinks  I  fo  fhould  term  them,  and  the  Reverence 
Of  the  grave  Wearers.  O,  the  Sacrifice; 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly 

It  was  i'th'  Offering ! 
CUo.  But  of  all,  the  Burft 

And  the  Ear-deafning  Voice  o'th'  Oracle, 
Kin  to  Joves  Thunder,  fo  furpris'd  my  Senfe, 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dio.  If  th*  Event  o'th*  Journey 
Prove  as  fuceefsful  to  the  Queen  (O  be't  fo,! 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy; 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't. 

Cleo.  Great  ̂ pollo^ 

Turn  all  to  th*  beft !  Thefe  Proclamations, 
So  forcing  Faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  little  like. 

Dio.  The  violent  Carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end  the  Bufinefs,  when  the  Oracle, 

Thus  by  Apollo's  great  Divine  feal'd  up, 
Shall  the  Contents  difcover :  Something  rare 
Even  then  will  rnfti  to  Knowledge^  Go  j  frefh  Horfe?, 
And  gracious  be  the  Iflue?  \Exeunu 

scene; 
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SCENE    II. 
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Enter  Leontes,  Lords,  Officers,  Hermione,  a
s  to  her  Trial, 

with  Paulina  and  Ladies. 

Leo.  This  Seffions,  to  our  great  Grief,  we  pr
onounce, 

Even  puflies  'gainft  our  Heart.  The  Party  tr
y'd, 

The  Daughter  of  a  King  our  Wife,  and  one 

Of  us  too  much  belov'd,  let  us  be  clear  d 

Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 

Proceed  in  Juftice,  which  fhall  have  due  Courfe,
 

Even  to  the  Guilt,  or  the  Purgation. 

Produce  the  Prifoner. 

Offi.  It  is  his  Highnefs  Pleafure,  that  the  Queen
 

Appear  in  Perfon  here  in  Court.     Silence ! 
Leo.  Read  the  Indictment. 

Offi.  Hermione,  Queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  King  of 

Siciha,  thou  art  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  High  Treafon, 

in  committing  Adulter y  with  Polixenes  King  of  Bohemia,  and 

confpiring  with  Camillo  to  take  away  the  Life  of  our  Sove- 

raign  Lord  the  King,  thy  Royal  Husband ;  the  Pretence  where- 

of being  by  Circumflance partly  laid  open,  thou  Hermione,  con-
 

trary to  the  Faith  and  Allegiance  of  a  true  Sub  jell:,  didft  coun- 

sel and  aid  them,  for  their  better  fafety,  to  fly  away  kj 
Night. 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  mud  be  but  that 
Which  contradicts  my  Accufation,  and 
The  Teftimony  on  my  Part,  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  my  felf,  it  mall  fcarce  boot  mc 
To  fay,  Not  guilty:  Mine  Integrity 
Being  counted  Falfhood,  mail,  as  I  exprefs  it, 
Be  fo  receiv'd.  But  thus,  if  Powers  Divine 
Behold  our  Human  Actions,  as  they  do, 
I  doubt  not  then,  but  Innocence  fhall  make 
Falfe  Accufations  blufh,  and  Tyranny 
Tremble  at  Patience.     You,  my  Lord,  beft  know, 
Who  leaft  will  feem  to  do  fo,  my  paft  Life 
Hath  been  as  continenr,  as  chafT,  and  true, 
As  I  am  now  unhappy  ;  which  is  more 

Than  Hiftory  can  pattern,  tho'  devis'ds 

©  g  4  And 
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And  play'd  to  take  Spc&ators.     For  behold  me, 
A  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Bed,  which  owe 

A  Moiety  of  the  Throne:   A  great  King's  Daughter, 
The  Mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  (landing 
To  prate  and  talk  for  Life,  and  Honour,  fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.     For  Life9  I  prize  it 
As  I  weigh  Grief  (which  I  would  fpare:)  For  Honour, 
*Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 
And  only  that  I  ftand  for,     I  appeal 
To  your  own  Confcience,  Sir,  before  Polixcncs 
Came  to  your  Court,  how  I  was  in  your  Grace, 
How  merited  to  be  fo ;  fince  he  came, 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncunent  I 

Have  ftrain'd  t 'appear  thus;  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bounds  of  Honour,  or  in  acr,  or  will, 
Thar  way  enclining,  haidned  be  the  Hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'ft  of  Kin 
Cry  fie  upon  my  Grave, 

Leo.  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
That  any  of  thofe  bolder  Vices  wanted 
Lefs  Impudence  to  gain-fay  what  they  did. 
Than  to  perform  it  firft. 

Her.  Tnat  is  true  enough, 

Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  me, Leo.  You  will  not  own  it. 
Her.  More  than  Miftrefs  of; 

What  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  not 
At  all  acknowledge.     For  Polixenes, 

With  whom  I  am  accus'd,  I  do  confefs 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  Honour  he  requir'd  ; 
With  fuel)  a  kind  of  Love,  as  might  become 
A  Lady  like  me  ;   with  a  Love,  even  fuch, 
So  and  no  other,  as  your  felf  commanded  : 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think  had  been  in  me 
Both  Difobedience  and  Ingratitude 
To  you,  and  towards  your  Friends;  whofe  Love  had  fpoke. 
Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  frcm  an  Infant,  freely, 
That  it  was  yours.     Now  for  Confpiracy, 

I  know  not  how  it  tafts  tho*  it  be  difh'd 
For  me  to  try  how ;  all  I  know  of  it^ 
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Is,  that  Camillo  was  an  honeft  Man  ; 

And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelves, 
Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant, 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 

What  you  have  underta'en  to  do  in's  abfence. Her.  Sir, 
You  fpeak  a  Language  that  I  underftand  not ; 
My  Life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  Dreams, 

Which  I'D  lay  down. 
Leo.  Your  Actions  are  my  Dreams, 

You  had  a  Baftard  by  Polixenes^ 

And  I  but  dream'd  it :  As  you  were  paft  all  Shame, 
(Thofe  of  your  Fact  are  fo)  fo  pail:  all  Truth; 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails :  For  as 
Thy  Brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  ft\fy 
No  Father  owning  it,  (which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  it/  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  Juftice,  in  whole  eafieft  PafTage 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  Death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  Threats ; 
The  Bug  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feeks 
To  me  can  Life  be  no  Commodity, 
The  Crown  and  Comfort  of  my  Life,  your  Favour, 
I  do  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  went.     My  fecond  Joy, 
And  Firft-fruits  of  my  Body,  from  his  Prefence 

I  am  barr'd  like  one  infectious.     My  third  Comfort, 
Star'd  m6ft  unluckily,  is  from  my  Breaft 
(The  innocent  Milk  in  its  moft  innocent  Mouth) 

Hal'd  out  to  Murder  ;  my  felf  on  every  Poll: 
Proclaim'd  a  Strumpet ;  with  immodeft  Hatred 
The  Child-bed  Privilege  deny'd  which  'longs 
To  Women  of  all  Fafhion  :    Laftly,  hurried 

Here,  to  this  place,  i'th'  open  Air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  Limbs.     Now,  my  Liege, 
Tell  me  what  Bleffings  I  have  here  alive, 
That  I  mould  fear  to  diel  Therefore  proceed: 
But  yet  hear  this;  miftake  me  not;  bo  Life, 
I  prize  it  not  a  Straw,  but  for  mine  Honour, 

Which  I  would  free:  If  I  (hall  be  condemn'd 

Upofl 
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Upon  Surmifes,  all  Proofs  fleeping  elfe, 
But  what  your  Jealoufies  awake,  I  tell  you 

'Tis  Rigour,  and  not  Law.     Your  Honours  all, I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle  : 

Apollo  be  my  Judge. 
Lord.  This  your  Requeft 

Enter  Dion  and  Cleomines. 

Is  altogether  juft  ;  therefore  bring  forth, 

And  in  Apollo's  Name,  his  Oracle. 
Her.  The  Emperor  of  Ruffia  was  my  Father, 

Oh  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 

His  Daughter's  Trial ;  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  Mifery ;  yet  with  Eyes 
Of  Pity,  not  Revenge.  ^ 

Officer.  You  here  fhall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Juftice, 
That  you,  Qeommes  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos^  snd  from  thence  have  brought 

This  feai'd-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver'd 

Or*  great  Apollo's  Prieft ;  and  that  fince  then, 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal, 
Nor  read  the  Secrets  in't. Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  Seals  and  read. 
Officer.  Hermione  is  Chaft,  Polixenes  blamelefs,  Camillo 

a  trttc  Subjetl,  Leontes  a  jealous  Tyrant,  his  innocent  Babe 
truly  begotten,  and  the  King  flail  live  without  an  Heir^  if  that 
which  is  loft  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  blelTed  be  the  great  Apollo9 
Her.  Praifed. 
Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  Truth? 

Offic  Ay,  my  Lord,  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down, 

Leo.  There  is  no  Truth  at  all  i'th*  Oracle  ; 
The  Seflions  mall  proceed  ;  this  is  meer  Falftiood. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord  the  King;  the  King. 
Leo.  What  is  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  /hall  be  hated  to  Report  it. 
The  Prince  your  Son,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 

Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 
Leo.  How,  gone  * 

Ser. 
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Ser.  Is  dead. 

Leo.  Apolto's  angry,  and  the  Heav'ns  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  Injuftice.     How  now  there?    [Her.  faints. 

Pan.  This  News  is  mortal  to  the  Queen :  Look  down 

And  fee  what  Death  is  doing. 
Leo.  Take  her  hence  ; 

Her  Heart  is  buto'er-charg'd;  (he  will  recover. 
[Exeunt  Paulina  and  Ladies  with  Hermione* 

I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  Sufpicion; 

'Befeech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  Remedies  for  Life.     Apollo,  pardon 

My  great  Prophanefs  'gainft  thine  Oracle. 
I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes^ 
New  woo  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  Camillo 
(Whom  I  proclaim  a  Man  of  Truth,  of  Mercy) 
For  being  tranfported  by  my  Jealoufies 
To  bloody  Thoughts  and  to  Revenge,  I  chofe 
Camillo  for  the  Minifter,  to  poifon 
My  Friend  Polixenes;  which  had  been  done, 
But  that  the  good  Mind  of  Camillo  tardied 

My  fwift  command  ,•  tho'  I  with  Death,  and  with 
JReward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him, 
Not  doing  ir,  and  being  done ;  he  (moft  Human, 

Andfill'd  with  Honour^  to  my  kingly  Gueft 
Unclafp'd  my  Practice,  quit  his  Fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Of  all  Uncertainties,  himfelf  commended, 

No  richer  than  his  Honour:  How  he  glifters 
Through  my  dark  Rufi!    And  how  his  Piety 
Does  my  Deeds  make  the  blacker  I 

Enter  Paulina, 
Pat*.  Woe  the  while  : 

O  cut  my  Lace,  left  my  Heart,  cracking  it, 
Break  too. 

Lord.  What  Fit  is  this,  good  Lady  ? 
Pan.  What  ftudied  Torments,  Tyrant,  haft  for  me? 

What  Wheels?   Racks?   Fires?  What  Flaying?    Boiling? 
Burning, 

In  Leads  or  Oils?  What  old  or  new  Torture 
Muft  I  receive  ?  whofe  very  word  deferves 
Jp  taft  of  *hy  mpft  worft.    Thy  Tyranny, 

{*Toge: 
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(Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufies, 
Fancies  too  weak  for  Boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  Girls  of  nine)  O  think  what  they  have  done, 
And  then  run  mad  indeed;  ftark  mad;  for  all 

Thy  by-gone  Fooleries  were  but  Spices  for  it. 

That  thou  betray'dft  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing, That  did  but  (hew  thee,  of  a  Fool,  inconflant, 

And  damnable  ingrateful :  Nor  was't  much. 
Thou  would'ft  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo's  Honour, 
To  have  hint  kill  a  King  :  Poor  TrefpaflTes, 
More  monftrous  (landing  by  :  Wherefore  I  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  to  Crows  thy  Baby-daughter, 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little;  tho'  a  Devil 
Would  have  fhed  Water  out  of  Fire,  e'er  don't : 
Nor  is't  directly  laid  to  thee,  the  Death 
Of  the  young  Prince*  whofe  honourable  Thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  Heart 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  foolifti  Sire, 
BlemiuVd  his  gracious  Dam:  This  is  not,  no, 
Laid  to  thy  Anfwer;  but  the  laft :  O  Lords, 
When  1  have  faid,  cry  Woe,  the  Queen,  the  Queen, 

The  fwetteft  deareft  Creature's  Dead ;  and  Vengeance  for't 
Not  drop'd  down  yet. 

Lord.  The  higher  Powers  forbid. 

Pau.  I  fay  fhe's  dead  ;  I'll  fwear't.     If  Werd,  nor  Oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee :  If  you  can  bring 
Tinclur^,  or  Luftre  in  her  Lip,  her  Lye, 

Heat  outwardly,  or   Breath  within,  I'll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.     But,  O  thou  Tyrant! 
Doft  not  repei  t  thefe  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  Woes  can  ftir ;  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  Defpair.     A  thoufand  Knees, 

-  Ten  th  mfand  Years  together,  naked,  failing, 
Upon  a  barren  Mountain,  and  ftill  Winter 
In  Storm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 
To  look  tha:  way  thou  wert. 

Leo.  Go  o  ,  go  on  : 

Thou  canft  n  t  fpeak  too  much,  I  have  deferv'd 
Ail  Tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord.  S.y  no  m:re, 

Howc'e   tl  e  b  (5  efs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
Pth*  boldnefs  of  your  Speech  P*t£ 
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Pau.  I  am  forry  for't. 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  (hall  come  to  know  them, 

I  do  repent:  Alas,  I  have  ftiew'd  two  much 
The  Rafhnefs  of  a  Woman  ;  he  is  touch'd 
To  th'  noble  Heart.     What's  gone,  and  what's  paft  help, 
Should  be  paft  Grief.     Do  not  receive  Affliction 
At  my  Petition,  I  befeech  you ;  rather 
Let  me  be  puniiVd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  mould  forget.    Now,  good  my  Liege, 
Sir,  Koyal  Sir,  forgive  a  foolifh  Woman. 
The  Love  I  bore  your  Queen  ( lo,  Fool  again) 

I'll  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  Children: 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 
Who  is  loft  too.    Take  your  patience  to  you, 

And  I'll  fay  nothing. 
Leo.  Thou  &\d&  fpeak  but  well, 

When  moft  the  Truth ;  which  I  receive  much  better 

Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.     Prethee  bring  me 
To  the  dead  Bodies  of  my  Queen  and  Son, 
One  Grave  (hall  be  for  both.     Upon  them  (hall 
The  Caufes  of  their  Death  appear,  unto 

Our  ihame  perpetual ;  once  a  day  I'll  vifit 
The  Chappel  where  they  lye,  and  Tears  ftied  there 
Shall  be  my  Recreation,     So  long  as  Nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  Exercife,  fo  long 
I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.     Come  and  lead  me 
To  thefc  Sorrows.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

A  defart  Country  j  the  Sea  at  a  little  diftmce. 

Enter  Antigonus  with  a  Child,  and  a  Mariner* 

Ant.  Thou  art  perfect  then,  our  Ship  hath  touch'd  upon The  Defarts  of  Bohemia. 

Mar.  Ay,  my  Lord,  and  fear 
We  have  landed  in  ill  time :  The  Skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  Blufters.     In  my  Confcience, 

The  Hcav'ns  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon'j. 

Anu 
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Ant.  Their  facred  Wills  be  done;  get  thee  Aboard, 

Look  to  thy  Bark,  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  heft,  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'th  Land ;  'tis  like  to  be  loud  Weather. 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  Creatures 

Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. Ant.  Go  thou  away. 

1*11  follow  inftantly. 
Mar.  I  am  glad  at  heart 

To  be  fo  rid  o'th'  Bufinefs.  [Exit* 
Ant.  Come,  poor  Babe  ; 

I  have  heard,  but  not  bcliev'd,  the  Spirits  o'th'  Dead 
May  walk  again  :   if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  Mother 

Appear'd  to  me  laft  Night ;  for  ne'er  was  Dream 
So  like  a  waking.     To  me  comes  a  Creature, 
Sometimes  her  Head  on  one  fide,  fome  another^ 
I  never  faw  a  Veflel  of  like  Sorrow 

So  fiird,  and  fo  becoming ;  in  pure  white  Robes, 
Like  very  Sanctity,  (he  did  approach 

My  Cabbin  where  I  lay;  thrice  bow'd  before  me, 
And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  Speech,  her  Eyes 
Became  two  Spouts ;  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her.     Good  Antigonusy 
Since  Fate,  againft  thy  better  Difpofition, 
Hath  made  thy  Perfon  for  the  thrower-out 
Of  my  poor  Babe,  according  to  thine  Oath, 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 
There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying;  and  for  the  Babe 
Is  counted  loft  for  ever  ever,  Perditd 

I  prcthee  cali't.   For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 
Put  on  thee,  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne'er  (halt  fee 
Thy  Wife  Paulina  more.     And  fo,  with  mrieks, 
She  melted  into  Air.     Affrighted  much, 
I  did  in  time  colled  my  felf,  and  thought 
This  was  fo,  and  no  {lumber :  Dreams  are  Toys, 
Yet  for  this  once,  yea  fuperftitioufly, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe 
Hermienc  hath  fufFer'd  Death,  and  that 
Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  Ifluc 
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Of  King  Polixcnesy  it  ihould  here  be  laid, 
Either  for  Life  or  Death,  upon  the  Earth 

Of  its  right  Father.     Bloffom,  fpeed  thee  well, 

[Laying  down  the  Child. 
There  lye,  and  there  thy  Character :  There  thefe, 

Which  may,  if  Fortune  plea fc,  both  breed  thee,  Pretty  one, 
And  ftill  reft  thine.     The  Storm  begins,  poor  Wretch, 

That  for  thy  Mother's  fault,  art  thus  expos'd To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.     Weep  I  cannot, 
But  my  Heart  bleeds:  and  moll:  accurfi:  am  I 

To  be  by  Oath  enjoin'd  to  this.     Farewel. 
The  Day  frowns  more  and  more;  thou  art  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 

TheHeav'ns  fo  dim  by  Day.     A  favage  Clamour! 
Well  may  I  get  aboard :  This  is  the  Chace, 
I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exit  pnrfued  by  a  Bear, 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd. 
Shep.  I  would  there  were  no  Age  between  ten  and  three 

and  twenty,  or  that  Youth  would  fleep  out  the  reft  :  For 
there  is  nothing,  in  the  between,  but  getting  Wenches 
with  Child,  wronging  the  Ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting—— 
Hark  you  now   would  any  but  thefe  boiPd  Brains  of  nine- 

teen, and  two  and  twenty,  Hunt  this  Weather?  They  have 

fcar'd  away  two  of  my  beft  Sheep,  which  I  fear  the  Wolf 
will  fooner  find  than  the  Mafter ;  if  any  where  I  have  them* 

'tis  by  the  Sea-fide,  brouzing  of  Ivy.  Good  luck,  and't  be 

the  will,  what  have  we  here  ?  [Taking  up  the  Child."]  Mercy  * 
on's,  a  Barn !  a  very  pretty  Barn !  a  Boy  or  a  Child,  I  won- 

der! a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one,  furefome'feape:  Tho* 
I  am  not  Bookifh,  yet  I  can  read  Waiting-Gentlewoman  in  the 
Ycape.  This  has  been  fome  Stair- work,  fome  Trunk- work, 
fome  behind-door-work  :  They  were  warmer  that  got  this, 

than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  I'll  take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  I'll 
tarry 'till  my  Son  come:  He  hollow'd  but  even  now.  Whoa, ho-hoa. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Hilloa,  loa. 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near?  If  thou'lt  fee  a  thing  to  talk  on 
when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.  What  ail'ft 
thou,  Man  ? 

Cf§i 
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Clo.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  Sea  and  by  Land ; 
but  I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  Sea,  for  it  is  now  the  Sky,  be- 

twixt the  Firmament  and  it,  you  cannot  thruft  a  Bodkin's 
point. 

Shep.  Why,  Boy,  how  is  it? 
Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it 

rages,  how  it  takes  up  the  Shore;  but  that's  not  to  the 
point;  Oh  the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  Souls,  fome- 

times  to  fee  'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em  :  Now  the  Ship  boar- 
ing  the  Moon  with  her  Miin-maft,  and  anon  fwallow'd 
with  Yeft  and  Froth,  as  you'Jd  thruft  a  Cork  into  a  Hogf- 
head.  And  then  for  the  Land-fervice,  to  fee  how  the  Bear 

tore  out  his  Shoulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help, 
and  faid  his  Name  was  Antigonm^  a  Nobleman.  But  to 

make  an  end  of  the  Ship,  to  fee  how  the  Sea  flap-dragon 'd 
it.  But  firft,  how  the  poor  Souls  roar'd,  and  the  Sea 
mock'd  them.  And  how  the  poor  Gentleman  roar'd,  and 
the  Bear  mock'd  him,  both  roaring  louder  than  the  Sea,  or Weather. 

Shep.  Name  of  Mercy,  when  was  this,  Boy? 
Clo.  Now,  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw  thefe 

fights,  the  Men  are  not  cold  under  Water,  nor  the  Bear 
half  dined  on  the  Gentleman ;  he's  at  it  now. 

Sbep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old Man. 

Clo.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  Ship-fide,  to  have 

helped  her,  there  your  Charity  would  have  lack'd  footing* 
Shep.  Heavy  Matters,  heavy  Matters  ;  but  look  thee 

here,  Boy.  Now  blefs  thy  felf ;  thou  meet'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here  is  a  fight  for  thee  ; 

Look  thee,  a  Bearing-cloath  for  a  Squire's  Child  !  Look 
thee  here,  take  up,  take  up,  Boy,  open't,  fo,  let's  fee,  it 
was  told  me  I  mould  be  rich  by  the  Fairies.  This  is  fome 

Changling ;  open't,  what  is  within,  Boy  ? 
Clo.  You're  a  mad  old  Man;  If  the  Sins  of  your 

Youth  are  forgiven  you,  you  are  well  to  live.  Gold,  all 
Gold. 

Shep.  This  is  Fairy  Gold,  Boy,  and 'twill  prove  fo.  Up 
witht,  keep  it  clofe :  Home,  home,  the  next  way.  We 

are  lucky,  Boy,  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but  Se- 
crefie. 
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crefie.  Let  my  Sheep  go  :  Come*  good  Boy,  the  next 
way  home, 

Go.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  Findings,  I'll  go 
fee  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  Gentleman,  and  how  much 
he  hath  eaten:  They  are  never  Curft,  but  when  tiny  are 

hungry:  If  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 
Shep.  That's  a  good  Deed  ;  if  thou  rnay'ft  difce  n  hy 

that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  trVfighc 
of  him. 

Clo.  Many  will  I,  and  you  mall  help  to  put  him  i'th' Ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  Day,  Boy,  and  well  do  good  Deeds 
on't.  \JLxcmu 

A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Time,  The  Chwrn. 

Time.\  That  pleafe  fome,  try  all*  both  Joy  and  Terror 
X  Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  Error  i 

Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  Name  of  Time, 
To  ufc  ray  Wings.     Impute  it  not  a  Crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  PaiTage,  that  I  Aide 

O'er  fixteen  Years,  and  leave  the  growth  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap;  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'erthrow  Law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 

To  plant,  and  o'er- whelm  Cuftom.     Let  me  pafs 
The  fame  I  am,  e'er  ancient'ft  Order  was, 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.     I  witnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  fhall  I  do 
To  the  frefheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ftale 

Th'  glittering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  Tale 
Now  feems  to  it :  Your  Patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  Glafs,  and  give  my  Scene  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  flept  between.    Leentes  leaving 

Th'  EfFe&s  of  his  fond  Jealoufies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  (huts  up  himfelf ;  imagine  me, 
Gentle  Spectators,  that  I  now  may  be 

Vol.  II.  H  h  In 
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In  fair  Bohemia,  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  Son  o'rh'  King's,  which  Floriz,cl 
I  now  name  to  you,  and  with  {peed  (o  pace 
To  fpcak  of  Perdita,  now  erown  in  grace 
Equal  with  wondring.     What  of  her  enfues, 

I  lift  not  Propheiie:  But  let  Time's  News 
Be  known  when  'ris  brough:  forth.     A  Shepherd's  Daughter, And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 

Is  th'Argument  of  Time  ;  of  this  allow, 
If  ever  you  have  fpent  Time  worfe,  e'er  now  : 
If  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay, 
He  wifties  earneftly,  you  never  may.  [Exit* 

S  G  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

Pol.  I  praythee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  importunate ; 

'tis  a  Sicknefs  denying  thee  any  thing,  a  Death  to  grant this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  Years  fince  I  faw  my  Country;  though 
I  have,  for  the  rnoft  part,  being  aired  Abroad,  I  defirc  to 
lay  my  Bones  there.  Befides,  the  penitent  King,  my  Ma- 

iler, hath  fent  forme,  to  whofe  feeling  Sorrows  I  might  be 

fome  allay,  or  I  o'erween  to  think  fo,  which  is  another  Spur 
to  my  departure. 

Pol.  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camillo,  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  thy  Services,  by  leaving  me  now  ;  the  need  I  have  of 
thee,  thine  own  Goodnefs  hath  made :  Better  not  to  have 
had  thee,  than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  me 
Bufinefs,  which  none,  without  thee,  can  fufficiently  ma- 

nage, muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  klfy  or  take 
away  with  thee  the  very  Services  thou  haft  done  ;  which 
if  I  have  not  enough  confidered,  as  too  much  I  cannot, 
to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  fhall  be  my  ftudy,  and  my 
profit  therein,  the  heaping  Friendihips.  Of  that  fata! 
Country  Sicilia,  prethee  fpeak  no  more,  whofe  very  na- 

ming punifhes  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  Peni- 
tent, as  thou  cairft  him,  and  reconciled  King  my  Bro- 
ther, whofe  lofs  of  his  moft  precious  Queen  and  Chil- dren, 
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dren,  arc  even  now  to  be  afrefli  lamented*  Say  to  me* 

when  faw'ft  thou  the  Prince  Floriz^l  my  Son  ?  Kings 
are  no  lefs  unhappy,  their  Iflue  not  being  gracious,  than 
they  are  in  loilng  them,  when  they  have  approved  their 
Virtues. 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince;  what 
his  happier  Affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown:  but  I  have 
(miilingiy)  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  Court, 
and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  Princely  Exercifes  than  formerly 

he  hath  appear'd. 
Pol.  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camiilo,  and  with  fome 

care  fo  far,  that  I  have  Eyes  under  my  Service,  which 
look  upon  his  removednefs;  from  whom  I  have  this  Intel- 

ligence, that  he  is  feldom  from  the  Houfe  of  a  mo  ft  homely 
Shepherd;  a  Man,  they  fay,  that  from  very  nothing,  and 
beyond  the  Imagination  of  his  Neighbours,  is  grown  into 
an  unfpeakable  Eftare. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  Sir,  of  fuch  a  Man,  who  hath  a 

Daughter  of  moft  rare  Note  ;  the  Report  of  her  is  extend- 
ed more,  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  iuch  a  Cot- 

tage. 

Pol.  That's  likewife  part  of  my  Intelligence  ;  but,  I 
fear,  the  Angle  that  plucks  our  Son  thither.  Thou  ftialc 
accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not  appear- 

ing what  we  are)  have  fome  queftion  with  the  Shep- 
herd ;  from  whofe  Simplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafie  to  get 

the  caufe  of  my  Son's  refort  thither.  Prethee  be  my  pre- 
fent  Partner  in  this  bu  11  nefs,  and  lay  a  fide  the  thoughts  of 
Sicilia. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  Command. 
Pol.  My  beft  Camiilo,  we  muft  Difguife  our  (e)ves*    , 

\jExeunt. SCENE    III. 

Enter  Autolicus  finging. 

When  Daffadils  begin  to  Peer, 
With  heigh  the  Doxy  over  the  dale. 

Why  then  comes  in  the  fweet  othy  Tear  : 
For  the  red  Blood  reigns  in  the  Winter's  pale* 

H  h  z  77;# 
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The  white  Sheet  bleaching  on  the  Hedge, 

With  hey  the  fweet  Birds,  O  how  they  fing  : 
Doth  Jet  my  pugging  Tooth  an  edge, 

For  a  quart  of  Ale  is  a  diflo  for  a  King. 

The  Lark  with  Ttrra  lyra  chaunts, 
Wtth  hey,  with  hey  the  Thrufb  and  the  Lay : 

Are  Summer  Songs  for  me  and  my  Aunts, 
While  we  lye  tumbling  in  the  Hay. 

I  have  ferved  Prince  Floriz,el,  and  in  my  time  wore  three 
Pile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  Service. 

But  JJjall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  Dear, 
The  pale  Afoon  fiines  by  Night  : 

And  when  I  wander  here  and  there, 
I  then  do  mofl  go  right. 

If  Tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live, 
And  bear  the  Sow- skin  Budget, 

Then  my  Account  I  well  may  give, 
And  in  the  Stocks  avouch  it. 

My  Traffick  is  Sheets  ;  when  the  Kite  builds,  look  to  lef- 
fer  Linen.  My  Father  oarrfd  me  Autolicus,  who  being, 

as  I  am,  Iitter'd  under  Aiercury,  was  likewife  a  Snapper- 
up  of  unconfider'd  Trifles :  With  Die  and  Drab,  I  pur- 
chas'd  Caparifon,  and  my  Revenue  is  the  filly  Cheat. 
Gallows,  and  Knock,  are  too  powerful  on  the  High- 

way, Beating  and  Hanging  are  Terrors  to  me  :  For  the 
Life  to  come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of  ir.  A  Prize  !  a 
Prize  ! 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Let  me  fee,  every  eleven  Weather  Tods,  every  Tod 
yields  Pound  and  odd  Shillings  :  Fifteen  hundred  (horn, 
what  comes  the  Wooll  to  \ 

Aut.  If  the  fprindge  hold,  the  Cock's  mine.  \_Afide. 
Clo.  I  cannot  do  it  without  Compters.  Let  me  fee,  what 

am  I  to  buy  for  our  Sheep-fh earing- Feaft  ?    Three  Pound 
of  Sugar,  five  Pound  of  Currants,  Rice   What  will  this 
Sifter  of  mine  do  with  Rice?   But  my  Father  hath  made 

her 
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her  Miftrefs  of  -the  Feaft,  and  me  lays  it  on.  She  hath 
made  me  four  and  twenty  Nofe-gays  for  the  Shearers;  three- 
Man-Song-men,  all,  and  very  good  ones,  but  they  arc  moil 
of  them,  Mean  and  Bafes;  but  one  Puritan  among  them, 

and  he  fings  Pfalms  to  Horn-Pipes.     I  muft  have  Saffron  to 

colour  the  Wardens  Pies,  Mace   Dates--  none   that's 
out  of  my  Note :  Nutmegs,  feven ;  a  Race  or  two  ©f  Ginger, 
but  that  1  may  beg  :  Four  Pound  of  Pruns,  and  as  many  of 

Raflns  o'th*  Sun. 
Am.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born.   [_GrovclingontheGrGHt.d. 
Clo.  I'th'  name  of  me   
Am.  Oh  help  me,  help  me:   Pluck  but  off  thefe  Ragr, 

and  then  Death,  Death   
Clo.  Alack,  poor  Son!,  thou  haft  need  of  more  Rags  to 

lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  theft  ojf\ 
Am.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loathfomnefs  of  them  offends  me,  more 

than  the  ftripes  I  have  receiv'd,  which  are  mighty  ones, and  millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  Man  !  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to 
a  great  matter. 

Am.  I  am  robb'd,  Sir,  and  beaten  ;  my  Mony  and  Ap- 
parel ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  Things  put  upon me. 

Clo.  What,  by  t  Horfe-man,  or  a  Foot-man? 
Am.  A  Foot-msn,  fweet  Sir,  a  Foot-man. 
Clo.  Indeed,  he  fhould  be  a  Foot-man,  by  the  Garments 

he  has  left  with  thee;  if  this  be  a  Horfe-man's  Ccar,  it  hath 
feen  very  hot  Service.     Lend  me  thy  hand,  HI  help  thee. 
Come,  lend  me  thy  hand.  l_Helping,himtip* 
Am.  Ohi  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh! 
Clo.   Alac,  poor  Soul. 
Am.  Oh  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir  :  I  fear,  Sir,  my 

Shoulder-blade  is  out. 
Clo.  How  now?  canftftand? 

Am.  Softly,  dear  Sir ;  good  Sir,  foftly;  you  ha'  done me  a  charitable  Office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  Mony  \  I  have  a  little  Mony  for 
thee. 

Am.  No,  good  fweet  Sir  :  No,  I  befeech  you,  Sir;  I 
have  a  Kinfman  not  pad  three  quarters  of  a  Mile  hence,  unto 

H  h   3  who*n 
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whom  I  was  going;  I  fhali  there  have  Mony,  or  any  thing 
I  want :  Offer  me  no  Mony,  I  pray  you,  that  kills  my 
Hearr. 

Clo.  What  manner  of  Fellow  was  he  that  robb'd 

you  ? Am.  A  Fellow,  Sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about 
with  Trol- my -dames  :  I  knew  him  once  a  Servant 
of  the  Prince  ;  I  cannot  tell,  good  Sir,  for  which  of  his 

Virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly  Whip'd  out  of  the Court. 

Clo.  His  Vices  you  would  fay;  there's  no  Virtue  whip'd 
out  of  the  Court  ;  they  cherilh  it  to  make  it  flay  there, 
and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide, 

Aut?  Vices  I  would  fay,  Sir.  I  know  this  Man  well,  he 
hath  been  fince  an  Ape-bearer,  then  a  Procefs-ferver,  a 
Bailiff;  then  he  compaft  a  Motion  of  the  Prodigal  Son, 

and  married  a  Tinker's  Wife,  within  a  Mile  where  my 
Land  and  Living  lyes ;  and,  having  flown  over  many  kna- 
viPa  Profeffions,  he  fettled  only  in  Rogue  ;  fome  call  him 
Autolicus^ 

Clo,  Out  upon  him,  Prig!  for  my  Life  Prig  ;  he  haunts 
Wakes,  Fairs,  and  Bear-baiting. 

Am.  Very  true;  Sir;  he,  Sir,  he;  that's  the  Rogue  that 
put  me  into  this  Apparel. 

Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  Rogue  in  all  Bohemia;  if 

you  had  but  Ibok'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  held  have run. 

Aut.  I  muft  confefs  to  you,  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter;  I  am 
falfe  of  Hurt  that  way,  and  that  he  knew  I  warrant 
him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now  ? 
Aut.  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was;  I  can  ftand, 

and  walk ;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace  foft- 

ly  towards  my  Kinfman's. 
Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Ant.  No,  good  fae'd  Sir;  no,  fweet  Sir, 
Clo.  Then  Jarewcl,  I  muft  go  and  buy  Spices  for  our 

Sh  ep-fhearirg.  [Exit, 
Aut.  Profper  you,  fweet  Sir.  Your  Purfe  is  not  hot 

enough  to  purchafc  your  Spice.     I'll  be  with  you  at  your 

§heep^ 
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Sheep- ill  earing  too:  If  I  make  not  this  Cheat  bring  out  ano- 
ther, and  the  Shearers  prove  Sheep,  let  me  be  unroll,  and 

my  Name  put  in  the  Book  of  Virtue, 

SONG. 

Jog  <?//,  Jog  on,  the  foot-path  way. 
And  mernlj  hent  the  Stile- a. 

A  merry  Heay  t  goes  all  the  day, 
Tour  fad  ttres  in  a  Milc-a.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  Weeds,  to  each  part  of  you 
Does  give  a  Life:  No  Shepherdefs  but  Flora, 

Peering  in  April's  front.     This  your  Sheep-fh earing, 
Is  as  a  merry  meeting  of  the  petty  God?, 
And  you  the  Queen  on  t. 

Per.  Sir;  my  gracious  Lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams,  it  not  becomes  me : 
Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  Your  high  felf, 

The  gracious  mark  o'th'  Land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  Swain's  wearing ;  and  me,  poor  lowly  Maid, 
Mofl:  Goddefs-like  prank'd  up.    But  that  our  Feafts, 
In  every  Mefs,  have  Folly;  and  the  Feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  Cuftom,  I  mould  blufh 

To  fee  you  fo  attir'd  ;  fworn,  I  think, 
To  mew  my  felf  a  Giafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time 

When  my  good  Falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 
Thy  Father's  Ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufe  ; 
To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  Greatnefs 
Hath  not  been  us'd  to  Fear;  even  now  I  tremble 
To  think  your  Father,  by  form?  accidenr, 
Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did :  Oh  the  Fates, 
How  would  he  look  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble, 
Vildly  bound  up  !  What  would  he  fay !  Or  how 

H  h  4  Should 
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Should  I,  in  thefe  my  borrow'd  Flaunts,  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  Prcfence  ?  n 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  Jollity :  The  Gods  themfelves, 
Humbling  their  Deities  to  Love,  have  taken 
The  Shapes  of  Beafts  upon  them.     Jupiter 

Became  a  Bull,  and  bellow'd  ;  the  green  Neptune 
A  Ram,  and  bleated  ;  and  the  Fire-rob'd  God, 
Golden  stpollo,  a  poor  humble  Swain, 
As  I  feem  new.     Their  Transformations, 

Were  never  for  a  piece  of  Beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chad :  Srce  my  Defires 
Run  not  before  mine  Honour,  nor  my  Lufts 
Burn  hotter  than  my  Faith, 

Per.  O  but,  dear  Sir, 

Your  Refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 

Oppos'd,  as  it  rnuft  be,  by  th'  Power  of  the  King* One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  Neceflities, 
Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofe, 
Or  I  my  Life. 

Flo,  Thou  deareft  Perdita, 

With  thefe  forced  Thoughts  I  prethee  darken  not 
The  Mirth  o'th'  Feaft;  or  P1I  be  thine,  my  Fair, 
Or  not  my  Father's.     For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.     To -tins  I  am  moft  conftant, 

Tho*  Deftiny  fay  no.     Be  merry,  gentle, 
Strangle  fuch  Thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.     Youj  Guefts  are  coming  : 
Lift  up  you  Countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  Celebration  of  that  Nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  iworn  fhall  come. 

Per.  O  Lady  Fortune, 
Stand  you  aufpicious. 
Enter  Shepherd,   Cioivn,  Mopf3,  Dorcas,  Servants;  withfo- 

lixenec  and  Camillo  di/gms'd. 
Flo,  See,  your  Guefts  approach  j 

Addrefs  your  feif  to  entertain  them  fprightly  , 
And  Lt's  be  red  with  Mirth. 

Shep.  Fie,  Daughter ;  when  my  old  Wife  Iv'd,  upon This 
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This  day  (he  was  both  Pander,  Butler,  Cook, 

Both  D^me  ard  Servant  ;  welcoru'd  all,  ferv'd  all; 
Would  fing  her  Song,  and  dance  her  turn  ,•  now  here 
At  upper  enc  o'th3  Table,  now  i'th  middle; 
On  his  Shoulder,  and  his ;   her  Face  o'fire 
With  Labour;  and  the  things  (he  took  to  quench  it 

She   ft-oiUtf  iu  each  one  ftp.     You  are  retired, 
As  if  y>ju  were  a  feafted  one;  and  not 
The  Hoftefs    /    he  meeting:  Pray  you  bid 

Thefe  unknown  Friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  wi)  to  make  us  better  Friends,  more  known. 
Come,  q  ench  your  Blufhes,  and  prefent  your  felf 

That  which  you  are,  Miftrefs  o'th'  Feaft.    Come  on, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  Sheep-(hearing, 
As  your  good  Flock  (hall  profper. 

Per.  Sirs,  welcome.  [To  Polix.  and  Cam; 

It  is  my  Father's  Will,  I  fhould  take  on  me 
The  Hoftelsfhip  o'th*  Day,  you're  welcome,  Sirs, 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers  there,  Dorcas.     Reverend  Sirs, 

For  you  there's  Roftmary,  and  Rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  Savour  all  the  Winter  long  : 
Grace  and  Remembrance  be  to  you  both, 
And  welcome  to  our  Shearing. 

Pol.  Shepherdefs, 
A  fair  one  are  you,  well  you  fit  our  Ages 
With  Flowers  of  Winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  Year  growing  ancient, 

Nor  yet  on  Summer's  Death,  nor  on  the  Birth 
Of  trembling  Winter,  the  faireft  Flowers  o'th*  Seafon 
Are  our  Carnations,  and  (treak'd  Gillyflowers, 
Which  fome  call  Nature's  Baftards,  of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  Garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  (lips  of  them, 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  Maiden, 
Do  you  neglect  them  ? 

Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid, 
There  is  an  Art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  (hares 
With  great  creating-Nature. 

Pol.  Say  there  be, 
Yet  Nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean, 

But 



p 3  8  The  Winters  Tale. 
But  Nature  makes  that  mean;  fo  over  that  Art, 

Which  you  fay  adds  to  Nature  is  an  Art 
That  Nature  makes;  you  fee,  fweet  Maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  Sien  to  the  wildeft  Stock, 
And  make  conceive  a  Bark  of  bafer  kind 

By  Bud  of  Nobler  Race.     This  is  an  Art 
Which  does  mend  Nature;  Change  it  rather;  but 
The  Art  it  felf  is  Nature. 

Per.  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  Garden  rich  in  Gillyflowers, 
And  do  not  call  them  Baftards. 

Per.  Til  not  put 
The  Dible  in  Earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them: 
No  more  than  were  I  Painted,  I  would  wifh 

This  Youth  fhould  fay  'twere  well;  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.     Here's  Flowers  for  you; 
Hot  Lavender,  Mints,  Savory,  Marjoram, 

The  Mary-gold,  that  goes  to  Bed  with  th' Sun, 
And  with  him  rifes,  weeping:  Thefe  are  Flowers 
Of  middle  Summer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 

To  Men  of  middle  Age.     Y'are  welcome. 
Cam.  I  fhould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  Flock, 

And  only  live  by  gazing. 
Per.  Out  alas; 

You'ld  be  fo  lean,  that  blafts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.     Now,  my  faireft 

Friends, 

I  would  I  had  fome  Flowers  o'th5  Spring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day ;  and  yours,  and  yours, 
That  wear  upon  your  Virgin-branches  yet 
Your  Maiden-heads  growing :    O  Proferpina, 

For  the  Flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'ft  fall 
From  Diffes  Waggon :    DafFadils, 
That  core  before  the  Swallow  dares,  and  take 

The  Winds  of  March  with  Beauty;  Violets,  dim, 
But  fweeter  than  the  Lids  of  Jnno\  Eyes, 

Q-c  Cjthcred%  Breath  f~pale  Pnm-rofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  e'er  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  Strength,  a  Malady 
Moft  incident  to  Maids ;  bold  Oxlips,  and 

?  Th<? 
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The  Crown-Imperial;  Lillies  of  all  kinds, 
The  Flower-de-Lis  being  one.     O  thefe  I  lack 
To  make  you  Garlands  of,  and  my  fweet  Friend 

To  ftrew  him  o'er  and  o'er, 
Flo.  What?  like  a  Coat fe? 

Per.  No,  like  a  Bank,  for  Love  to  lye  and  play  on : 
Not  like  a  Coarfe ;  or  if,  not  to  be  buried, 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  Aims.     Come,  take  your  Flowers, 
Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
In  Whitfon  Paftorals :  Sure  this  Robe  of  mine 

Does  change  myJDilpoEon. 

"~i//<>r~vVhat  you  do7 Still  betters  what  is  done.    When  you  fpeak,  Sweet, 

I'll  have  you  do  it  ever  ;  when  you  fing, 
I'll  have  you  buy  and  fdl  fo  ;  fo  give  Alms; 
Pray  fb;  and  for  the  ordering  your  Affairs, 
To  fing  them  too.     When  you  do  Dance,  I  wi(h  you 

A  Wave  o'th'  Sea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that;  move  flill,  frill  fo, 
And  own  no  other  Function.     Each  your  doing, 
So  fingular  in  each  particular, 
Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  prefent  Deeds, 
That  all  your  Ads  are  Queens. 

Per.  O  Doricles, 
Your  Praifes  are  too  large;  but  that  your  Youth 
And  the  true  Blood  which  peeps  forth  fairly  rhrough  itfl 

Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  Shepherd, 
With  Wifdom,  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles> 

You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 
Flo.  I  think  you  have 

As  little  Skill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 

To  put  you  to't.     But  come,  our  Dance  I  pray; 
Your  Hand,  my  Perdita ;  fo  Turtles  pair 
That  never  mean  to  parr. 

Per.  I'll  fwear  for  'em. 
Pol.  This  is  the  prettied  low-born  Lafs,  that  ever 

Ran  on  the  green-ford;  nothing  me  does,  or  fcems, 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  felf, 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething Thai 
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That  makes  her  Blood  look  on't :  Good  footh  (he  is 
JThejQuj*enjDf_Cu^ 

Clo.  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 
Dor.  Mopfa  mufl:  be  your  Miftrefs ;  marry  Garlick  to 

mend  her  killing  with. 
Mop.  Now  in  good  time. 
Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  ftand  upon  our  Manners, 

Come  ftrike  up. 
Here  a  Dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfes. 

Pol.  Pray,  good  Shepherd,  what  fair  Swain  is  this 
Which  Dances  with  your  Daughter  ? 

Shep.  They  call  him  Doricles,  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  Feeding ;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  Report,  and  I  believe  it : 
He  looks  like  footh;  he  fays  he  loves  my  Daughter, 

I  think  fo  too ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  Moon 
Upon  the  Water,  as  he'll  ftand  and  read 
As  'twere  my  Daughter's  Eyes :  And,  to  be  plain, I  think  there  is  not  half  a  Kifs  to  chufe  ^ 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Pol.  She  Dances  featly, 

Shep.  So  ihe  does  any  thing,  tho*  I  report  it 
That  fhould  be  filent;  if  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  fhe  fhall  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  O  Matter,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  Pedler  at  the 
Door,  you  would  never  Dance  again  after  a  Tabor  and 
Pipe:  No,  the  Bag-pipe  could  not  move  you;  he  lings  fe- 

veral  Tunes  fafter  than  you'Jl  tell  Mony  ;  he  utters  them 
as  he  had  eaten  Ballads,  and  all  Mens  Ears  grew  to  his 
Tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  come  better;  he  (hall  come  in  ;  I 
love  a  Ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  Matter 
merrily  fet  down ;  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and  fung 
lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  Songs  for  Man  or  Woman  of  all  Sizes; 
no  Milliner  can  fo  fit  his  Cuftomers  with  Gloves:  He  has 

the  prettieft  Love-fongs  for  Maids,  fo  without  Bawdry , 
(which  is  ftrange^J  with  fuch  delicate  burthens  of  Dildos 

and 
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and  Fadings:  Jump  her  and  thump  her;  and  where  fome 
ftretch-rnouth'd  Rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mifchief* 
and  break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  Maid  to 
anfwer,  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  Man;  puts  him  off, 
flights  him,  with  Whoop,  do  me  no  barm,  good  Man. 

Pol.  This  is  a  brave  Fellow. 
Clo.  Believe  m?,  thou  talked  of  an  admirable  conceited 

Fellow,  has  he  any  unbraided  Wares  ? 
Ser.  He  hath  Ribbons  of  all  the  Colours  iW  Rainbow  ; 

Points,  more  than  all  the  Lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learnedly 

handle,  tho'  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs  :  Inkles,  Cad- 
difles,  Cambricks,  Lawns ;  why  he  fings  'em  over,  as  they 
were  Gods  or  GoddefTes;  you  would  think  a  Smock  were  a 
She-Angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  Sleeve-hand,  and  the  work 

about  the  Square  on't. 
Clo.  Prethee  bring  him  in,  and  let  him  approach  fing- 

ing. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrillous  Words  in's 
Tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  Pedlers,  that  have  more  in  them, 

than  you'ld  think,  Sifter. 
Per.  Ay,  good  Brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Enter  Autolicus  finging. 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven  Snow, 

Cyprefs  blacky  as  eer  was  Crow ; 
Gloves  as  fweet  as  Damask^  Rofes, 
Masks  for  Faces,  and  for  Nofes  ; 
Bugle-Bracelets,  Necklace  Ambery 

Perfume  for  a  Lady's  Chamber  : 
Golden  Ouoifs,  and  Stomachers, 

For  my  Lads  to  give  their  Dears  .* 
Pins,  and  poaking  Sticks  of  Steel, 
What  Maids  lack^from  Head  to  Heel: 

Come  buy  of  me,  come :  Come  buy,  come  buy+ 
Buy  Lads,  or  elfe  your  Lajfes  cry  :  Come  buy. 

Qo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou  fhould'ft  take 
no  Mony  of  me;  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  it  will  alio 
be  the  Bondage  of  certain  Ribbons  and  Gloves* 

Mop. 
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Mop.  I  was  promis'd  them  againft  the  Feaft,  but  they come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  than  that,  or  there  be Liars. 

Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you :  'May  be 
he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  ftiame  you  to  give  him 

again. 
Clo.  Is  there  no  Manners  left  among  Maids  ?  Will  they 

wear  their  Plackets*  where  they  mould  bear  their  Faces  ?  Is 
there  not  Milking-time?  when  you  are  going  to  bed  ?  or 
kill-hole  ?  to  whiftle  of  thefe  Secrets  ;  but  you  muft  be 

tittle-tatling  before  all  our  Guefts;  'tis  well  they  are  whif- 
pring :  Clamour  your  Tongues,  and  not  a  word  more. 

Mop.  I  have  done:  Come,  you  promis'd  me  a  tawdry 
Lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweet  Gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the  way, 
and  loft  all  my  Mony  ? 

Am.  And  indeed,  Sir,  there  are  Cozeners  abroad,  there- 
fore it  behoves  Men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  Man,  thou  fhalt  lofe  nothing  here. 
Ahu  I  hope  fo,  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  Parcels 

of  Charge. 
Clo.  What  haft  here?  Ballads? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fome,  I  love  a  Ballad  in  Print,  a 
Life,  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

Am.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  Tune,  how  a  Ufurer's 
Wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  Mony  Bags  at  a  Bur- 

then, and  how  me  long'd  to  eat  Adder's  Heads,  and  Toads 
Carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you? 
Ant.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 
Dor.  Blcfs  me  from  marrying  a  Ufurer. 

Ant.  Here's  the  Midwife's  name  to't ;  one  Miftrefs  7k/*- 
Forter>  and  five  or  fix  honeft  Wives  that  were  prefent. 
Why  mould  I  carry  Lyes  abroad  ? 

Mop.  'Pray  you  now  buy  it. 
Clo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  ;  and  let's  firft  fee  moe  Ballads  $ 

we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon. 
Am.  Here's  another  Ballad  of  a  Firh,  that  appear'd  upon 

the  Coaft,  on  Wedmfday  the  fourfcore  of  April-,  forty  thou- land 

\ 
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fand  Fadom  above  Water,  and  fung  this  Ballad  againft  the 
hard  Hearts  of  Maids;  it  was  thought  me  was  a  Woman, 

and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  Fifh,  for  (he  would  not  exchange 
Flelh  with  one  that  lov'd  her :  The  Ballad  is  very  pitiful* 
and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you? 
Am.  Five  Juftices  hands  at  it ;  and  Witneffes  more  than 

my  Pack  will  hold. 
Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  :  Another. 
Am.  This  is  a  merry  Ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 
Am.  Why  this  is  a  palling  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the 

tune  of  two  Maids  wooing  a  Man  ;  there's  fcarce  a  Maid 
Weftward  but  me  fings  it:  'TisinRequeft,,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it;  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou 
fhalt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  Tune  on't  a  Month  a-go. 
Am.  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  mull  know  'tis  my  occu* 

patton :  Have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 

Aut.  Get  yoti  hence,  for  I  muft  go, 
Where  fits  not  j ou  to  know. 

Dor.  Whither  ? 

Mop.  O  whither  .? 
Dor.  Whither? 

Mop.  It  becomes  thy  Oath  full  well, 
Thou  to  me  thy  Secrets  telL 

Dor.  Me  too,  let  me  go  thither  : 

Mop.  Or  thottgoeft  to  th'  Grange,  or  Mill, 
Dor.  If  to  either  thou  do  ft  ill : 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  What  neither  .<* 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thou  haft  fworn  my  Love  to  be, 
Mop.  Thou  haft  fworn  it  more  to  me  : 

Then  whither g  oefi  f  Say  whither  ? 

Clo,  We'll  have  this  Song  out  anon  by  our  felves :   My Father  and  the  Gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll  not  trou- 

ble 
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Me  them :  Come  bring  away  thy  Pack  after  me.  Wenches* 
I'll  buy  for  you  both:  Pedler  let's  have  the  firft  Choice* follow  me  Girls. 

Aut.  And  you  fhall  pay  well  for  'em. 
SONG. 

Wdl  you  buy  any  Tape,  or  Lace  for  your  Cape, 
My  dainty  Ducky  my  Deer-a  ? 

Any  Silky  any  Thready  any  Toys  for  jour  Head 

Of  the  new' ft  >  and  fin  ft,  fin  ft  Ware-a  : 
Come  to  the  Pedlery  Monys  a  medler, 

That  doth  utter  all  Mens  Ware-a* 

\Exit  Clown,  Autolicus*  Dorcas,  and  Mopfa. 

Enter  a  Servant* 

Ser.  Matter,  there  are  three  Carters,  three  Shepherds, 
three  Neat-herds,  and  three  Swine-herds  that  have  macle  them- 
felves  all  Men  of  Hair,  they  call  themfelves  Saltiers,  and 
they  have  a  Dance,  which  the  Wenches  fay  is  a  Gally-mau- 

fry  of  Gambols,  becaufe  they  arc  not  in't:  But  they  them- 
felves are  o'th'  mind,  if  it  be  not  too  rough  for  fome,  that 

know  little  but  Bowling,  it  will  plcafe  plentifully. 

Shep.  Away ;  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too  much 
homely  foolery  already.     I  know,  Sir,  we  weary  you. 

Pol.  You  weary  thofe  that  refrelh  us  :  'Pray  let's  fee thefe  four-threes  of  Herdfmen. 
Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  Sir,  hath 

dane'd  before  the  King;  and  not  the  worft  of  the  three,  but 
jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th'  fquare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating;  fince  thefe  good  Men  arc 

pleas'd,  let  them  come  in,  but  quickly  now. 

Here  a  Dance  of  twelve  Satyrs. 

Pol.  O  Father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone?  'Tis  time  to  part  them, 
He's  fimple,  and  tells  much.     How  now,  fair  Shepherd, 
Your  Heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  does  take 
Your  Mind  from  Feafting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young, 
And  handed  Love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont    . 

To 
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To  load  my  She  with  Knacks:  I  would  have  Ranfack\l 

The  Pedler's  filken  Treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  Acceptance;  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.  If  your  La/s 
Interpretation  fhould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  Love,  or  Bounty,  you  were  ftraited 

For  a  Reply  at  lean1,  if  you  make  a  Care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  Sir,  I  know 
She  prizes  not  fuch  Trifles  as  thefe  are; 
The  Gifts  (he  looks  from  me,  are  packt  and  lockt 
Up  in  my  Heart,  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  not  delive^d.  O  hear  me  breach  my  Life 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  mould  fcem 

Hath  fometimc  lov'd.     I  take  thy  Hand,  this  Hand, 
As  foft  as  Dove's  Down,  and  as  whke  as  it. 
Or  Ethiopians  Tooth,  or  the  fan'd  Snow, 
That's  bolted  by  th'  Northern  Biaif,  twice  o'er. Pol.  What  follows  this? 

How  prettily  the  young  Swain  feems  to  wafli 
The  Hand,  was  fair  before!  I  have  put  you  out; 
But  to  your  Proteftation :  Let  me  hear 
What  you  profe fs. 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to'r. 
Pol.  And  this  my  Neighbour  too? 
Flo.  And  he,  and  more 

Than  he,  and  Men;  the  Earth,  and  Heav'ns,  and  all; 
That  were  I  crown'd  the  moft  Imperial  Monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy;  were  I  the  faircft  Youth 
That  ever  made  Eye  fwerve,  had  Force  and  Knowlege 

More  than  was  ever  Man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  Love;  for  her  imploy  them  all, 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  Service* 
Or  to  their  own  Perdition, 

Pol.  Fairly  ofFer'd. Cam.  This  fhews  a  found  Affection, 

Shep.  But  my  Daughter, 

Say  you  the  like  to  him  ?  - 
Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 

So  well,  nothing  fo  well,  no,  nor  mean  better* 
Vol.  II.  I  i  By 
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By  the  Pattern  of  my  mine  own  Thoughts*  I  cut  out 
The  Purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  Hands,  a  Bargain; 

And  Friends  ̂ unknown,  you  mall  bear  witnefs  to't : 
I  give  my  Daughter  to  him,  and  v/ill  make 
Her  Portion  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 

I'th*  Virtue  of  your  Daughter;  one  being  dead, 
I  ill  all  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet, 
Enough  then  for  your  Wonder  :  But  come  on, 
Contract  us  Tore  thefe  WitnefTcs. 

Shep.   Come,  your  hand  ; 
And,  Daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Softy  Swain,  a- while;  'befeech  you, 
Have  ycu  a  Father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  ;  but  what  of  him? 
Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 
Flo.  He  neither  does,  nor  mail. 
PoL  Methinks  a  Father 

Is  at  the  Nuptial  of  his  Son,  a  Gueft 
That  beft  becomes  the  Table :  Tray  you  once  more, 
Is  not  your  Father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonable  Affairs?  Is  he  not  Stupid 
With  Age,  and  altring  Rheums  ?  Can  he  fpeak  ?  Hear  J 
Know  Man  from  Man?   Difpute  his  own  Eftate? 
Lyes  he  not  Bed-rid  ?  And  again,  does  nothing 
But  what  he  did,  being  Childilh  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir ; 
He  has  his  Health,  and  ampler  Strength  indeed 
Than  moft  have  of  his  Age. 

Pol.  By  my  white  Beard, 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial:  Reafon  my  Son 
Shoud  chufe  himfelf  a  Wife,  but  as  good  reafon 
The  Father  (all  whofe  Joy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  Pofterity)  mould  hold  fome  Counfel 
In  fuch  a  Bufinefs. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this  ; 
But  for  fome  other  Reafons,  my  grave  Sir, 

Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  Father  of  this  Bufinefs.  Pol* 
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Pol.  Let  him  know't. 
Flo.  He  Hi  all  not. 
Pol.  Prcthee  let  him. 
Flo.  No ;  he  muft  not* 

Shep.  Let  him,  my  Son,  he  fliall  not  need  to  grieve, 
At  knowing  of  thy  Choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not  :  \ 
Mark  our  Contract. 

Pol.  Mark  your  Divorce,  young  Sir,  [Difcoverwg  hiwfe'f. Whom  Son  I  dare  not  call :  Thou  art  too  bafe 

To  be  acknowledge.     Thou  a  Scepter's  Heir, 
That  thus  affecls  a  Sheep-hook?  Thou  old  Traytor, 
I  am  forry  that  by  hanging  thee,  I  can 
But  lhorten  thy  Life  one  Week.     And  thou  frefh  Piece 
Of  excellent  Witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 

The  Royal  Fool  thou  coap'ft  with, 
Shep.  Oh" my  Heart  ! 
Pol.  Fil  have  thy  Beauty  fcratch'd  with  Briars,  and  made 

More  homely  than  thy  State.     For  thee,  fond  Boy, 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  doft  but  figh, 
That  thou  no  more  fhalt  fee  this  Knack,  as  never 

I  mean  thou  (halt,  we'll  bar  thee  from  Succeffion, 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  Blood,  no  not  our  Kin, 
Far  thin  Deucalion  off  :  Mark  thou  my  Words ; 
Follow  us  to  the  Courr.     Thou  Churl,  for  this  time, 

Tho'  full  of  our  Difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it:  And  You,  Enchantment, 

Worthy  enough  a  Herdfman ;  yea  him  too, 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  Honour  therein, 
Unworthy  thee;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
Thefe  rural  Latches  to  his  entrance  open, 
Or  hope  his  Body  more,  with  thy  Embraces, 
I  will  devife  a  Death  as  cruel  for  thee, 
As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  [Exit* 

Per.  Even  here  undone  : 
I  was  not  much  afraid  ;  for  once  or  twice 

I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  felf-fame  Sun  that  fhines  upon  his  Court, 
Hides  not  his  Vifage  from  our  Cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.     Wilt  pleafe you,  Sir,  begone?      [7o  Via. 



54  8  *lhc  Winter  s  Tale. 
I  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.    'Befeech  yoti 
Of  your  own  State  take  care  :  This  Dream  of  mine 
Being  now  awake,  Til  Queen  it  no  inch  farther, 
But  milk  my  Ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam.  Why  how  now,  Father, 

Speok  e'er  thou  dyeft. 
Sh  p.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 

Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know.     O  Sir,     [To  Flor. 
You  have  undone  a  Man  of  fourfcore  three, 
That  thought  to  fill  his  Grave  in  quiet;  yea, 

To  dye  upon  the  Bed  my  Father  dy'd. 
To  lye  clofe  by  his  honefl  Bones;  but  now 

Some  Hang-man  mull  put  on  my  Shroud,  and  lay  me 
Where  no  Prieft  (hovels  in  Duff.     Oh  curfed  Wretch ! 

[To  Perdita. 
That  knew'ft  this  was  the  Prince,  and  wouldfl:  adventure 
To  mingle  Faith  with  him.     Undone,  undone! 

If  I  might  die  within  this  Hour,  I  have  liv'd 
To  die  when  I  defire.  [Exit, 

Flo.  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

I  am  but  forry,  not  afraid  ;  delay'd, 
But  nothing  alter' d :  What  I  was  I  am  ; 
More  flraining  on,  for  plucking  back  ;  not  following 
My  Leaih  unwillingly. 

Cam.  Gracious  my  Lord, 

You  know  your  Father's  Temper  :   At  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  Speech,  which  I  do  guefs 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him  ;  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  I  fear ; 

Then,  'till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle, Come  not  before  him. 

Flo.  I  not  purpofe  it* 
I  think,  Cam  Mo. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Per.  Flow  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  Dignity  would  laft 
But  'till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  Faith,  and  then 

Let  Nature  crufh  the  fides  o'  th'  Earth  together* 
And  mar  the  Seeds  within.     Lift  up  thy  Looks, 

Frorr 
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From  my  Succeffion  wipe  me,  Father,  I 
Am  Heir  to  my  Affection, 

Cam.  Be  advis'd. 
Flo.  I  am;  and  by  my  Fancy,  if  my  Reafon 

Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  Reafon ; 

If  not,   my  Senfes,  better  pleas'd  with  madnefs, Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam,  This  is  defperate,  Sir, 
Flo.  So  call  it;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  Vow; 

I  needs  mull:  think  it  Honefty.    Camillo, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  Pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  gleaned  ;  for  all  that  the  Sun  fees,  or 

The  clofe  Earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  Seas  hide 
In  unknown  Fadoms,  will  I  break  my  Oath 

To  this  my  fair  Belov'd :  Therefore,  I  pray  you3 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  Father's  Friend, 
When  he  fhall  mifs  me,  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 

To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  Counfels 
Upon  his  Paffion ;  let  my  felf  and  Fortune 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     This  you  may  know. 
And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  Sea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  Shore  ; 

And  moft  opportune  to  her  need,  I  have 

A  VefTel  rides  fail:  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  defign.     What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  Knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O  my  Lord, 
I  would  your  Spirit  were  eafier  for  advice* 
Or  ftronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  Heark,  Perdita* 

I'll  hear  you  by  and  by. 
Cam.  He's  irremovable, 

Reiolv'd  for  flight :  Now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  Love  and  Honour, 
Purchafethe  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  Mafter,  whom 
I  fo  much  thirft  to  fee.  [  dfJCm 

I  i  3  Fl$m 
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Flo.  Now,  good  Camilloy 
I  am  (o  fi aught  with  curious  Bufinefs,  that 
I  ler/e  out  Ceremony. 

Cam.   Sir,  I  think 

You  have  heard  of  my  poor  Services,  i'th'  love Thnt  I  have  born  your  Father? 
Flo.  Very  nobly 

Have  you  deferv'd :  It  is  my  Father's  Mufick 
To  (peak  your  Deeds ;  not  little  of  his  care 

To  have  them  recompene'd,  as  thought  on. 
Cam.  Well,  my  Lord, 

If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  King, 

And  through  him,  what's  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  my  direction^ 
If  your  more  ponderous  and  fetled  Project 
May  fuffer  alteration  :  On  mire  Honour, 

I'll  point  you  where  you  (hall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  iliail  become  your  Highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  Miftrefs ;  from  the  whom,  I  fee, 

Theie's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by 
(ks  Heav'ns  fore  fend)  your  Ruin.     Marry  her^ 
And  with  my  beft  Endeavours,  in  your  abfence, 
Your  difcontented  Father  drive  to  qualifie, 
And  bring  to  liking. 

Flo,  How,  Catnillo, 
May  this,  aimoft  a  Miracle,  be  done  ? 
That  I  my  call  thee  fomething  more  than  Man^ 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee? 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 

A  place  whereto  you'll  go  \ 
Flo.  Not  any  yet : 

But  as  th'unthought-on  Accident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Our  (elves  to  be  the  Slaves  of  Chances,  and  Flies 
Of  every  Wind  that  blows. 

Cam,  Then  \ii\  to  me  : 

Ti  is  follow^,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe, 
But  undergo  this  Flight;  make  for  Sicilia, 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  Princefs, 
(For  fo  I  fee  ihe  mufl  be)  Yore  Leentes; She 
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She  mall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 

The  Partner  of  your  Bed.     Methinks  I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  Arms,  and  weeping 
His  Welcomes  forth;  asks  thee,  the  Son,  forgiveneft, 

As 'twere  i'th' Father's  Perfon;  kifTes  the  Hands 

Of  your  frefh  Princefs;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him, 
'Twixthis  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs  :  th'one 
He  chides  to  Hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fafter  than  Thought  or  Time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camilla, 
What  colour  for  my  Vifitation  fhall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  Father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  Comforts,.     Sir^ 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  Father,  ill  all  deliver, 

Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  write  you  down, 
The  which  mall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  mull:  fay,  that  he  (hall  not  perceive, 

But  that  you  have  your  Father's  Bofom  there, 
And  fpeak  his  very  Heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  fome  Sap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing, 
Than  a  wild  Dedication  of  your  felves 

To  unpath'd  Waters,  undream'd  Shores;  mod  certain, 
To  Miferies  enough  :  No  hope  to  help  you, 
But  as  you  fhake  off  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain,  as  your  Anchors,  who 
Do  their  bell:  Office,  if  they  can  but  Hay  you, 

Where  you'll  be  loath  to  be:   Befides,  you  knowi 
Profperity's  the  very  Bond  of  Love, 
Whofe  frefh  Complexion,  and  whofe  Heart  together, 
Affliction  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thefe  is  true : 

I  think  Affliction  may  fubdue  the  Cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  Mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 

There  fhall  not  at  your  Father's  Houfc,  thefe  feven  Year^ 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

I  i  4  Flo. 
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Flo.  My  good  Camillo, 

She's  as  forward  of  her  Breeding,  as 
She  is .  rth'  rear  p'her  Birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  pity  , She  lacks  Instructions,  for  fhe  feergs  a  Miftrefs 
To  moft  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this. 

\"\\  blufh  you   Thanks. 
Flo.  My  prettic.it  Perdita   

But  O,  the  Thorns  we  ftand  upon.   Camilfa, 
Preferver  of  my  Father,  now  of  me; 
The  Medicine  of  our  Houfe;  how  fhall  we  do? 

We  are  not  furnifltfd  like  Bohemia's  Son, 
Nor  fhall  appta*-  in  Sicily   

Cam.  My  Lord, 

Fear  none  of  this:   I  think  you  know  my  Fortunes 
Do  all  lye  there  :  J t  (hall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  Royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  Scene  you  play  were  mine.     For  inftance,  Sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  fhallnot  want;  one  word. 

[  They  talk^  afidc* 
Enter  Autolicus: 

Ant.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  F  ol  Honefty  is  f  and  Truft,  his 
fworn  Brother,  a  ve;y  fimple  Gentleman  !  I  have  fold  all 
my  Trumpery  ;  not  a  Counterfeit  Stone,  not  a  Ribbon, 
Glafs,  Pomander,  Browch,  Table-book,  Ballad,  Knife, 
Ta;  e,  Glove,  Shooe-tye,  Bracelet,  Horn-ring  to  keep  ray 
Pack  from  faftning :  They  throng  who  mould  buy  firft,  as 
if  my  Trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  Bene- 

diction to  the  Buytr ;  by  which  means,  I  faw  whofe  Purfe 
was  bed  in  Picture;  and  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I 

remember'd.  My  good  Clown  (who  wants  but  fomething 
to  be  a  reafonable  Man)  grew  fo  in  Love  with  the  Wenches 

Song,  that  Le  would  not  ftir  his  Pettitoes  'till  he  had  both 
Tune  and  Words,  which  fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  Herd  to 
mc,  that  all  their  other  Senfes  ftuck  in  Ears;  you  might 

have  pinch'd  a  Placket,  it  was  fenfelefs,  'twas  nothing  to 
geld  a  Codpiece  of  a  Purfe;  I  would  have  filed  Keys  off 
that  hung  in  Chains  :  No  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sirs 
Song,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.     So  that  in  this  time 

cf 
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of  Lethargy,  I  pick'd  and  cut  moft  of  their  FcftivalPurfcs ; 
And  had  not  the  old  Man  come  in  with  a  Whoo-bub  a- 

gainft  his  Daughter,  and  the  King's  Son,  and  fcar'd  my Chowghes  from  the  Chaff,  I  had  not  left  a  Purfe  alive  in 
the  whole  Army, 

Cam.  Nay;  but  my  Letters  by  this  means  being  there, 

So  foon  as  you  arrive,  In  all  clear  that  doubr. 

Flo.  And  fhofe  that  you'll  procure  from  King  Lcontes— — =. 
Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  Father, 
Per.  Happy  be  you  : 

All  that  you  fpeak,  mews  fair. 
Cam.   Who  have  we  here  ? 

We'll  make  an  Inftrument  of  this ;  omit 
Nothing  may  g;ve  us  aid. 

Aut.  If  they  have  over- heard  me  now :  why  Hangings 
Cam.  How  now,  good  Fellow, 

Why  fhak'ft  thoufo?  Fear  not,  Man, 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  Fellow,  Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill :  here's  no  Body  will  fteal  that 
from  thee  ;  yet  for  the  outfide  of  thy  Poverty,  we  muft 
make  an  exchange:  Therefore  difcafe  thee  inftantly,  (thou 

muft  think  there's  a  Neceflity  in't)  and  change  Garm<_  ts 
with  this  Gentleman :  Tho*  the  Penny-worth,  on  his  fide, 
be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's  fome  boor. 

Aut*  I  am  a  poor  Fellow,  Sir;  I  know  ye  well  c- 
nough. 

Cam.  Nay,  prethee  difpatch  ;  the  Gentleman-is  half  flead 
already. 

Ant.  Are  you  in  earneft,  Sir  \  I  fmell  the  Trick  on't. 
Flo.  Difpatch,  I  prethee. 
Am.  Indeed  I  have  had  earneft,  but  I  cannot  with  Con- 

fcience  take  it. 
Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 

Fortunate  Miftrefs,  (let  my  Prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye,)  you  muft  retire  your  felf 
Into  fome  Covet;   take  your  Sweethearts  Hat 

And  pluck  it  o'er  your  Brows,  muffle  your  Face, 
Difmande  you,  and,  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  Truth  of  your  own  feeming,  that  you  may 

(For 



5?  5  4  The  Winter  s  Talel 

(For  I  do  fear  Eyes  over  you)  to  Ship-board 

Get  undefcry'd. 
Per.  I  fee  the  Play  fo  lyes, 

That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 
Cam.  No  remedy   

Have  you  done  there  \ 
Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  Father^ 

He  would  not  call  me  Son. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  Hat : 
Come  Lady,  come :  Farewel,  my  Friend. 
Am.  Adieu,  Sir. 
Flo.  O  Perdita,   what  have  we  twain  forgot? 

Tray  you  a  word. 
Cam.  What  I  do  next,  fliall  be  next  to  tell  the  King  \AJlde. 

Of  this  Efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound ; 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  fliall  fo  prevail, 
To  force  him  after ;  in  whofe  Company 
I  fhall  review  Sicilia\  for  whofe  fight, 

I  have  a  Woman's  Longing. 
Fie.  Fortune  fpeed  us. 

Thus  we  fet  on,  Camillo,  to  th'  Sea  fide.     [Exit  Flo.  &  Per. 
Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  [jExit^ 
Am.  I  underfland  the  Bufinefs,  I  hear  it:  To  have  an 

open  Ear,  a  quick  Eye,  and  a  nimble  Hand,  is  neceffary  for 
a  Cut-purfe;  a  good  Nofe  is  requifite  alfo,  to  fmell  out 
work  for  th/other  Senfes.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the  un- 

jjuft  Man  doth  thrive.  What  an  exchange  had  this  been, 
without  boot  ?  What  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange ; 
fure  the  Gods  do  this  Year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do 
any  thing  extempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece 
of  Iniquity,  ftealing  away  from  his  Father,  with  his  Clog  at 
his  Heels.  If  I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  Honefly  to  ac- 

quaint the  King  withal,  I  would  not  do't :  I  hold  it  the 
moT  Knavery  to  conceal  it  ;  and  therein  am  I  conftant  to 

my  Profeffion. 

Enter  Clown  and  Shepherd. 

Afide,  afide,  here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  Brain  ;  Every 
Lanes  end,  every  Shop,  Church,  S^ffion,  Hanging,  yields  a 
careful  Man  wo;  k. 

Ch. 
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Clo.  See,  fee  ;  what  a  Man  you  are  now  ?  There  is  no 

other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  ihe's  a  Changling,  and  none 
of  your  Fiefh  and  Blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  rne. 
Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 
Shep.  Go  to  then, 
Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  Flefh  and  Blood,  your  Fled 

and  Blood  has  not  offended  the  King,  and  fo  your  Fit fh  and 
Blood  is  not  to  be  puninYd  by  him.  Shew  thofe  things  you 
found  about  her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  /he  has 
with  her;  this  being  done,  let  the  Law  go  whittle;  I  war- 

rant you. 
Shep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  Word,  yea,  and  his 

Sons  pranks  too;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honeft  Man  nei- 
ther to  his  Father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the 

King's  Brother-in  law. 
Clo.  Indeed  Brother-in-law  was  the  fartheft  ofT  you  could 

have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  Blood  had  been  the  dearer 
by  1  know  how  much  an  Ounce. 
Am.  Very  wifely,  Puppies.  \_AJide. 
Shep.  Well;  lee  us  to  the  King;  there  is  that  in  this  Far- 

thel  will  make  him  fcratch  his  Beard. 

Am.  I  know  not  what  Impediment  this  Complaint  may 
be  to  the  Flight  of  my  Matter. 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  Palace. 
jim.  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honeft,  I  am  fo  fomctimes 

by  chance:  Let  me  pocket  up  my  Pedlers  Excrement.  How 
now,  Ruftiques,  whither  are  you  bound? 

Shep.  To  th'  Palace,  and  it  iske  your  Woifhlp. 
Jim.  Your  Affairs  there?  What?  with  whom?  theCon* 

dition  of  that  Farthel?  the  Place  of  your  Dwelling?  your 
Names?  your  Ages?  of  what  having?  breeding,  and  any  thing 
that  is  fitting  for  to  be  known,  difcover  ? 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  Fellows,  Sir. 
Am.  A  Lie;  you  are  rough  and  hairy;  let  me  have  no 

lying;  it  becomes  none  but  Tradesmen,  and  they  often  give 
us,  Soldiers,  the  Lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  ftamped 
Coin,  not  ftabbing  Steel,  therefore  they  do  not  give  us  the Lie, 

Clo* 
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Clo.  Your  Worfliip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 
had  not  taken  your  felf  with  the  manner. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  and  like  you,  Sir? 
Am.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  Courtier.  Seefl: 

thou  not  the  Air  of  the  Court  in  thefe  Enfoldings?  Hath 
not  my  Gate  in  it  the  Meafureof  the  Court?  receives  net  thy 
Nofe  Court-Odour  from  me?  Reflect  I  not  on  thy  Bafe- 

nefs,  Court-Contempt?  Think'ft  thou,  for  that  I  infinuate,or 
toaze  from  thee  thy  Bufinefs,  I  am  therefore  no  Courner  ? 
I  am  Courtier  Cap-a-pc  ;  and  one  that  will  either  puih-on, 
or  pluck  back,  thy  bufinefs  there  ;  whereupon  I  command 
thee  to  open  thy  Affair. 

Shep*  My  Bufinefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 
Am.  What  Advocate  haft  thou  to  him? 

Shep.  I  know  not,  and't  like  you. 
Clo.  Advocate's  the  Court-word  for  a  Pheazant ;  fay  you have  none. 

Shep.  None, Sir;  I  have  no  Pheafant  Cock,  nor  Hen. 
Am.  How  bleiTed  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  Men! 

Yet  Nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are, 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier. 

Shep.  His  Garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  nothand- 
fomly. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  Noble  in  being  fantaftical; 

a  great  Man,  I'll  warrant ;  I  know  by  the  Picking  on's Teeth. 

Am.  The  Farthel  there  ;  what's  i'th5  Farthel? 
Wherefore  that  Box? 

Shep.  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  Secrets  in  this  Farthel  and  Box, 
which  none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he  fhall 

know  within  this  Hour,  if  I  may  come  to  th' Speech  of  him. 
Am.  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  Labour. 
Shep.  Why  Sir? 
Am.  The  King  is  not  at  the  Palace,  he  is  gone  aboard  a 

new  Ship  to  purge  Melancholly,  and  air  himfelf ;  for  if  thofi 

be'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know  the  King  is full  of  Grief, 

Shep.  So  'tis  faid,  Sir,  about  h's  Son  that  mould  hare 
married  a  Shepherd's  Daughter. Am. 
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Ant.  If  that  Shepherd  be  not  in  Hand-fafr,  let  him  fly; 
the  Curfes  he  fliall  have,  the  Tortures  he  (hall  feel,  will 

break  the  Back  of  Man,  the  Heart  of  Monfter. 

Go.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  f 
Ant.  Not  he  alone  fhallfuffer  what  Wit  can  make  heavy, 

and  Vengeance  bitter;  but  thofe  that  are  Germain  to  him, 

tho'  remov'd  fifty  times,  (hall  all  come  under  the  Hangman; 
which,  tho*  it  be  great  Pity,  yet  it  is  neceffary.  An  old 
Sheep-whittling  Rogue,  a  Ram-tender,  to  offer  to  have  his 

Daughter  come  into  Grace?  Some  fay  he  (hall  be  fton'd; 
but  that  Death  is  too  fofc  for  him,  fay  1:  Draw  our  Throne 

into  a  Sheep-Coat?  All  Deaths  are  too  few,  the  (harped 
too  eafle. 

Go.  Has  the  old  Man  e'er  a  Son,  Sir;  do  you  hear,  and't like  you,  Sir? 

Am.  He  has  a  Son,  who  (hall  be  flay'd  alive,  then  'noint- 

ed  over  with  Honey,  fet  on  the  Head  of  a  Wafp's  Neft, 
then  ftand  'till  he.be  three  Quarters  and  a  Dram  dead; 
then  recover'd  again  with  Aqua-vita^  or  fome  other  hot 
Infufion;  then,  raw  as  he  is,  ('and  in  the  hotted:  Day  Prog, 
noftication  proclaims,}  (hall  he  be  fet  againft  a  Brick-WalJ, 
the  Sun  looking  with  a  Southward  Eye  upon  him,  where 
he  is  to  behold  him,  with  Flies  blown  to  Death.  But 

what  talk  we  of  thefe  Traitorly-Rafcals,  whofeMiferies  are 

to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  Offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  me, 
(Tor  you  feem  to  be  honeft  plain  Men)  what  you  have  to 

the  King;  being  fomething  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring 
you  where  he  is  aboard,  tender  yourPerfons  to  his  Prefence* 
whifper  him  in  your  behalf;  and  if  it  be  in  Man,  be- 
fides  the  King,  to  effect  your  Suits,  here  is  a  Man  fhall 
do  it. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  Authority;  ciofe  with  him, 
give  him  Gold ;  and  though  Authority  be  a  ftubborn  Bear, 
yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  Nofe  with  Gold;  (hew  the  infide 
of  your  Purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  Hand,  and  no  more  ado* 

Remember  fton'd  and  flay'd  alive.  * 
Shep.  And't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  to  undertake  the  Bufinefs 

for  us,  here  is  the  Go'd  I  have ;  I'll  make  it  as  much 
more*  and  leave  this  young  Man  in  Pawn  'till  I  bring  it 
you. Am* 
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Ant.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed? 
Shep.  Ay,  Sir. 
Aut.  Well,  give  me  the  Moiety.  Are  you  a  parting  in 

this  Bufinefs? 

Clo.  In  fome  fort,  Sir;  but  tho'  my  Cafe  be  a  pitiful 
one,  I  hope  I  fliall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  ir. 

Aut.  Oh  that's  the  Cafe  of  the  Shepherd's  Son;  hang him,  hell  be  made  an  Example. 
Clo.  Comfort,  good  Comfort;  we  muft  to  the  King, 

and  mew  our  ftrange  Sights;  he  muft  know  'tis  none  of 
your  Daughter  nor  my  Sifter,  we  are  gone  eJfe.  Sir,  I 
will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old  Man  does,  when  the  Bu- 

finefs is  performed,  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your  Pawn  'till 
it  be  brought  you. 

Ant.  I  will  truft  you,  walk  before  toward  the  Sea-fide, 
go  on  the  right  Hand,  I  will  but  look  upon  the  Hedge,  and 
follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  Man,*  as  I  may  fay,  even blefsU 

Shep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us;  he  was  provided  to  do 
us  good.  [Exeunt  Shep.  and  Clown. 

Ant.  If  I  had  a  Mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Fortune  would 
not  fufTer  me;  (he  drops  Booties  in  my  Mouth.  I  am 
courted  now  with  a  double  Occafion:  Gold,  and  a  Means 
to  do  the  Prince  my  Mafter  good ;  which,  who  knows  how 
that  may  turn  back  to  my  Advancement?  I  will  bring thefe 
two  Moals,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him;  if  he  think  it  fit 
to  Sh  oar  them  again,  and  that  the  Complaint  they  have  to 
the  King  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him  call  me  Rogue, for 

bping  fo  far  officious,  for  I  am  Proof  againft  that  Title,  and 
what  Shame  elfe  belongs  tot:  To  him  will  I  prefent  them, 
there  may  be  Matter  in  it.  [Exit. 

ACT 
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A  C  T  V.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Leontes,  Cleomines,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Servants* 

C/^.QIR,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  performed 
i3  A  Saint-like  Sorrow :  No  Fault  could  you  make, 

Which  you  have  net  redeem'd ;  indeed  pay'd  down 
More  Penitence,  than  done  Trefpafs.    At  the  laft 
Do  as  the  Heavens  have  done;  forget  your  evil 
With  them,  forgive  your  felf. 

Leo.  Whilfl  I  remember 

Her  and  her  Virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  Blemimes  in  them,  and  fo  fiiil  think  of 

The  Wrong  I  did  fny  felf;  -which  was  fo  much, 
That  Heir-lefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom,  and 

Deftroy'd  the  fweet'fr  Companion  that  e'er  Man 
Bred  his  Hopes  out  of,  true. 

Paul.  Too  true,  my  Lord, 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  World, 
Or  from  the  AH  that  are,  took  fomething  good, 

To  make  a  perfect  Woman;  ihe  you  kill'd, 
Would  be  unparalkll'd. Leo.  I  think  fo.     Kilfd  ? 

She  I  kill'd  t  I  did  fo,  but  thou  ftrik'it  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  Tongue,  as  in  my  Thought.     Now,  good  now, 
Say  fo  but  feldom, 

Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  Lady ; 
You  might  have  fpoken  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 

Have  done  the  time  more  Benefit,  and  grae'd .Your  Kindncfs  better. 
TanU  You  are  one  of  thofe, 

Would  have  him  wed  again. 
Bio.  If  you  would  not  fo, 

You  pity  not  the  State,  nor  the  Remembrance 
Of  his  moll:  Soveraign  Name;  Confider  little, 
What  Dangers,  by  his  Highnefs  fail  of  IfTue, 
May  drop  upon  his  Kingdom,  and  devour  • Incertain 
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Incertain  lookers  on.     What  were  more  holy^ 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  Queen  is  wellf 
What  holier,  than  for  Royalties  repair* 
For  prefcnt  Comfort,  and  for  future  good, 
To  biefs  the  Bed  of  Majefty  again 
With  a  /wee:  Fellow  to't? 

Paul.  There  is  none  worthy, 

f  Refpefting  her  that's  gone  J  Befides  the  Gods 
Will  have  fulfilled  their  fecret  Purpofes : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 

Is't  not  the  Tenor  of  his  Oracle, 
That  King  Leontes  (hall  not  have  an  Heir, 

'Till  his  loft  Child  be  found  $  Which,  thatitfliall, 
Is  all  as  monftrous  to  our  humane  Reafon, 
As  my  Antlgonm  to  break  his  Grave, 
And  come  again  to  me;  who,   on  my  Life, 

Did  pe-'fli  with  the  Infant.     'Tis  your  Council, 
3Vly  Lord  mould  to  the  Heav'ns  be  contrary, 
O':  pofe  againft  their  Wills.     Care  not  for  IfTue, 
The  Crown  will  find  an  Heir.     Great  Alexander 

Left  his  to  th'Worrhieft;  fo  his  Succeflbr 
Was  like  to  he  the  beft. 

Leo.  Good  Paulina, 

Who  haft  rhe  Memory  of  Hermione 
I  know  in  Honour :  O,  that  ever  I 

Had  fquar'd  me  to  thy  Council;  then,   even  now 
I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  Queen's  full  Eyes, 
Have  taken  Treafure  from  her  Lips. 

Paul.  And  left  them 

More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  Truth: 
No  more  fuch  Wives,  therefore  no  Wife;  oneworfe* 

And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  fainted  Spirit, 
Again  pofTefs  her  Corps,  and  on  this  Srage, 
(Where  we  Offenders  now  appear^  Soul-vext, 
And  begin,  why  to  me  ? 

Paul.  Had  fhe  fuch  Power, 
She  had  juft  Caufe. 

Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  ms 
To  murther  her  I  married. 

TauU 
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Paul.  I  fhould  fo : 

Were  I  the  Ghoft  that  walk'd.  Pd  bid  you  mark 
Her  Eye,  and  tell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  ch ofe  her;  then  I'd  fhriek,  that  even  your  Ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  Words  that  followed, 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,  Stars, 
And  all  Eyes  elfe,  dead  Coals ;  fear  thou  no  Wife: 
I'll  have  no  Wife,  Paulina. 

Paul.   Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  Leave  ? 

Leo.  Never,  Paulina,  fo  be  blefs'd  my  Spirit, 
Paul.  Then,  good  my  Lords,  bear  Witnefstohis  Oath. 
Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 
Paul.  Unlefs  another, 

As  like  Hermione,  as  is  her  Pi&ure, 
Affront  his  Eye. 

Cleo*  Good  Madam,  pray  have  done. 
Paul.  Yet  if  my  Lord  will  marry ;  if  you  will,  Sir; 

No  Remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  Office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen;  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former;  but  flie  fhall  be  fuch 

As,  walk'd  your  firft  Queen's  Ghoft,  it  fhould  take  Joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  Arms. 

Leo.  My  true  Paulina, 

We  fhall  not  marry,  'till  thou  bidft  us. Paul.  That 

Shall  be,  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  Breath : 
Never  'till  then. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  Prince  Florfoel, 
Son  of  Polixenesy  with  his  Princefs  fihe 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires  Accefs 
To  your  high  Prefence. 

Leo.  What  with  him?  He  comes  not 

Like  to  his  Father's  Greatnefs;  his  Approach So  out  of  Circumftance,  and  fudden,  tells  us, 

*Tis  not  a  Vifitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.    What  Train? 

Ser.  But  few, 
Vol.  II.  Kk  And 
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And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  Princefs,  fay  you,  with  him/ 
Ser.  Yes;  the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  Earth,  I  think, 

That  e'er  the  Sun  (hone  bright  on. 
Paul*  Oh  Hermione, 

As  every  prefent  Time  doth  boafl:  it  felf 
Above  a  better,  gone;  fo  muft  thy  Grave 

Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,   you  your  felf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo;  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  Thearn;  (he  had  not  been, 

Nor  was  not  to  be  equall'd;  thus  your  Verfe 
Flow'd  with  her  Beauty  once,  'tis  fhrewdly  ebb'd. 
To  fay  you  have  feen  a  better. 

Ser.  Pardon,  Madam; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot,  (your  Pardon) 

The  other,  when  fhe  has  obtain'd  your  Eye, 
Will  have  your  Tongue  too.     This  is  a  Creature, 
Would  (he  begin  a  Seel,  might  quench  the  Zeal 
Of  all  ProfeiTbrs  elfe,  make  Profclites 
Of  who  fhe  but  bid  follow. 

Paul.  How?  not  Women? 
Ser.  Women  will  love  her,  that  fhe  is  a  Woman 

More  worth  than  any  Man:  Men,  that  (he  is 
The  rareft  of  all  Women. 

Leo.  Go,  Cleommes; 

Your  felf  (affifted  with  your  honour'd  Friends) 
Bring  them  to  our  Embracemcnt.     Still  'tis  ftrange 
He  thus  fhould  (leal  upon  us.  [Exit  Geo. 

Paul.  Had  our  Prince, 

(Jewel  of  Children,}  feen  this  Hour,  he  had  paired Well  with  this  Lord;  there  was  not  a  full  Month 
Between  their  Births. 

Leo.  Prethee  no  more;  ceafe;  thou  know'ft 

He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  Sure 
When  I  (hall  fee  this  Gentleman,  thy  Speeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that,  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  Reafon.     They  are  come. 

Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  and other  si 
Your  Mother  was  mod  true  to  Wedlock,  Prince, 
For  (he  did  print  your  Royal  Father  off, 

Con- 
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Conceiving  you.    Were  I  but  twenty  one, 

Your  Father's  Image  is  To  hit  in  you, 
His  very  Air,  that  I  fhould  call  you  Brother, 
As  I  did  him,  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 

By  us  perform'd  before.     Moft  dearly  welcome, 
And  your  fair  Princefs,  Goddefs,  oh  !  alas/ 

I  loft  a  Couple,  that  'twixt  Heav'n  and  Earth 
Might  thus  have  flood,  begetting  Wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  Couple  do;  and  then  I  loft, 
( All  mine  own  Folly)  the  Society, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  Father,  whom 

(Tho' bearing  Mifery)  I  defire  my  Life Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

Flo.  By  his  Command 

Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilia>  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  Greeting?,  that  a  King,  as  Friend, 
Can  fend  his  Brother;  and  but  Infirmity, 
Which  waits  upon  worn  times,  hath  fomething  fciVd 
His  wiftVd  Ability,  he  had  himfclf 

The  Lands  and  Waters  'twixt  your  Throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you,  whom  he  loves, 
He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  Scepters, 
And  thofe  that  bear  them,  living. 

Leo.  Oh  my  Brother ! 
Good  Gentleman,  the  Wrongs  I  have  done  thee,  ftir 
Afrefh  within  me;  and  thefe  thy  Offices 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  Interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  Slacknefs.     Welcome  hither, 

As  is  the  Spring  to  th'  Earth.     And  hath  he  too 
Expos'd  this  Paragon  to  th*  fearful  Ufage, 
(At  leaft  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  Man,  not  worth  her  Pains;  much  lefs, 
Th*  Adventure  of  her  Perfon. 

Flo.  Good  my  Lord, 
She  came  from  Lybiot. 

Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Smalns, 

That  noble  honour'd  Lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd  f 
Flo.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 

From  thence;  from  him,  whofe  Daughter 
His  Tears  proclaimed  his  parting  with  her;  thence 

Kk  i  A 
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(A  profperous  South-Wind  friendly  J  we  have  crofs'd, 
To  execute  the  Charge  my  Father  gave  me, 
For  vifiting  your  Highnefs ;  my  beft  Train 

I  have  from  your  Sicilian  Shores  difmifs'd, 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  fignifie 
Not  only  my  Succefs  in  Lybia,  Sir, 

But  my  Arrival,  and  my  Wife's,  in  Safety Here,  where  we  are. 
Leo.  The  bleffed  Gods 

Purge  all  Infe&ion  from  our  Air,  whilfl:  you 
Do  Climate  here;  you  have  a  holy  Father, 
A  graceful  Gentleman,  againft  whofe  Perfon, 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  Sin ; 

For  which  the  Heav'ns,  taking  angry  Note, 
Have  left  me  IfTue-lefs,  and  your  Father's  blefs'd, 
As  he  from  Heav'n  merits  it,  with  you, 
Worthy  his  Goodnefs.    What  might  I  have  been, 

Might  I  a  Son  and  Daughter  now  have  look'd  on, 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  t 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Moft  noble  Sir, 
That  which  I  fhall  report  will  bear  no  Credit, 
Were  not  the  Proof  fo  nigh.  Pleafe  you,  great  Sir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me; 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  Son,  who  has 
His  Dignity  and  Duty  both  caft  off, 
Fled  from  his  Father,  from  his  Hopes,  and  with 

A  Shepherd's  Daughter, 
Leo.  Where's  Bohemia  f  fpeak. 
Lord.  Here  in  your  City ;  I  now  came  from  him. 

I  fpeak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
My  Marvel,  and  my  MelTage :  To  your  Court  . 
Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  the  Chafe,  it  feems, 
Of  this  fair  Couple,  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  Father  of  this  feeming  Lady,  and 
Her  Brother,  having  both  their  Country  quitted, 
With  this  young  Prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me, 
Whofe  Honour,  and  whofe  Honefly  'till  now, 
Endur'd  all  Weathers. 

LorJti 
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Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  Charge; 
He's  with  the  King  your  Father. 

Leo.  Who  .?  Camillo  ? 
Lord.  Camillo  t  Sir,  I  fpake  with  him,    who  now 

Has  thefe  poor  Men  in  Queftion,     Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake;  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  Earth; 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  fpeak: 
Bohemia  flops  his  Ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  Deaths,  in  Death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  Father, 

The  Heav'n  fets  Spies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  Contract  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  marry'd? 
Flo,  We  are  not,  Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be; 

The  Stars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  Valleys  firft ; 

The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 
Leo.  My  Lord, 

Is  this  the  Daughter  of  a  King? 
Flo.  She  is. 

When  once  (he  is  my  Wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  Father's  Speed, 
Will  come  on  very  (lowly.     I  am  forry, 
Moft.  forry,  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 

Where  you  were  ty'd  in  Duty;  and  as  forry, 
Your  Choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  Worth  as  Beauty^ 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  Dear,  look  up; 
Though  Fortune^  vifible  an  Enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  Father;  Power  no  Jot 
Hath  fhe  to  change  our  Loves.     Befeech  you,  Sir, 

Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  Time 
Than  I  do  now;  with  Thought  of  fuch  Affections, 
Step  forth  mine  Advocate;   at  your  Requeft, 
My  Father  will  grant  precious  Things,  as  Trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  Miftreft Which  he  counts  but  a  Trifle. 

Paul.  Sir,  my  Liege, 

Your  Eye  hath  too  much  Youth  in't;  not  a  Month 
'Fore  your  Queen  dy'd,  fhe  was  more  worth  fuch  Gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 

K  k  3  Lei. 

%  ( 
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Leo.  I  thought  of  her, 
Even  in  thefe  Looks  I  made.     But  your  Petition 

Is  yet  unanfwer'd ;  I  will  to  your  Father ; 
Your  Honour  not  overthrown  by  your  De fires, 
I  am  Friend  to  them, and  you;  upon  which  Errand 
I  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  I  make :  Come,  good  my  Lord. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Autolicus,  and  a  Gentleman* 

Am.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  Rela- 
tion .? 

i  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  Fardel,  heard 
the  old  Shepherd  deliver  the  Manner  how  he  found  it; 
whereupon,  after  a  little  Amazednefs,  we  were  all  com- 

manded out  of  the  Chamber;  only  this,  me-thought,  I 
heard  the  Shepherd  fay,  he  found  the  Child. 

Ant.  I  would  moft  gladly  know  the  IfTue  of  it. 
i  Gen.  I  make  a  broken  Delivery  of  the  Bufinefs;  but 

the  Changes  I  perceived  in  the  King  and  Camilla,  were  ve- 

ry Notes  of  Admiration ;  they  feem'd  almoft,  with  flaring 
on  one  another,  to  tear  the  Cafes  of  their  Eyes.  There 
was  Speech  in  their  Dumbnefs,  Language  in  their  very  Ge- 

fture;  they  look'd  as  if  they  had  heard  of  a  World  ranfom'd, 
or  one  deftroy'd;  a  notable  Paflion  of  Wonder  appear'd 
in  them;  but  the  wifeft  Beholder,  that  knew  no  more 

but  feeing,  could  not  fay,  if  th'  Importance  were  Joy,  or 
Sorrow;  but  in  the  Extremity  of  the  one,  it  muft  needs 
be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  Gentleman,  that  happily  knows  more: 
The  New?,  Rogero. 

z  Gen.  Nothing  but  Bonfires:  The  Oracle  is  fulfiird; 

the  King's  Daughter  is  found ;  fuch  a  deal  of  Wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  Hour,  that  Ballad-makers  cannot  be 
able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter 
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Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  the  Lady  Paulina's   Steward,    he  can  deliver 
you  more.     How  goes  it  now,  Sir  t  This  News  which  is 

calJ'd  true,   is  fo  like  an  old  Tale,   that  the  Verity  of  it  is 
in  ftrong  Sufpicion;  has  the  King  found  his  Heir? 

3  Gen.  Moft  true,  if  ever  Truth  were  pregnant  by 

Circumstance:  That  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you 
fee,  there  is  fuch  Unity  in  the  Proofs.  The  Mantle 
of  Queen  Hermione\  her  Jewel  about  the  Neck  of  it; 
the  Letters  of  Antigonm  found  with  it,  which  they  know 
to  be  his  Character;  the  Majefty  of  the  Creature,  in  Re* 
femblanos  of  the  Mother;  the  Affection  of  Noblenefs, 
which  Nature  fhews  above  her  Breeding,  and  many  o- 
ther  Evidences  proclaim  her  with  all  Certainty  to  be 

the  King's  Daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  Meeting  of  the  two Kings? 
2  Gent.  No. 

3  Gent.  Then  have  you  loft  a  Sight  which  was  to  be 
feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  be- 

held one  Joy  crown  another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner,  that 

it  feem'd  Sorrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them,  for  their 
Joy  waded  in  Tears.  There  was  cafting  up  of  Eyes,  hol- 

ding up  of  Hands,  with  Countenance  of  fuch  Diffraction, 
that  they  were  to  be  known  by  Garment,  not  by  Favour. 
Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf,  for  Joy  of 
his  found  Daughter;  as  if  that  Joy  were  now  become  a 
Lofs,  cries,  Oh,  thy  Mother,  thy  Mother!  then  asks 
Bohemia  Fonnvenefs;  then  embraces  his  Son-in-law ;  then 
again  worries  he  his  Daughter,  with  clipping  her.  Now 
he  thanks  the  old  Shepherd,  who  ftands  by,  like  a  Wea- 

ther-beaten Cond'jt  of  many  King's  Reins.  I  never  heard 
of  fuch  another  Encounter,  which  lames  Report  to  follow 
it,  and  undoes  Dfcription  to  do  it. 

2  Gent.  What  pray  you,  became  of  Antigonmy  that  car- 

ry'd  hence  the  Child? 
3.  Gent.  Like  an  old  Tale  ftill,  which  will  have  Matters 

to  rehearfe,  tho5  Credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  Ear  open ;  he 
was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  Bear;  this  avouches  the  Shep- 

herd's Son,   who  has  not  only  his  Innocence,  which  feems 
Kk  4.  much, 
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much,  to  juftifie  him,  but  a  Handkerchief  and  Rings  of 
his ;  that  Paulina  knows. 

i  Gent.  What  became  of  his  Bark,  and  his  Follow- 
ers? 

3  Genu  Wrackt  the  fame  Inftant  of  their  Matter's 
tDeath,  and  in  the  View  of  the  Shepherd ;  fo  that  all  the 
Inftruments  which  aided  to  expofe  the  Child,  were  even 
then  loft,  when  it  was  found.  But  oh  the  noble  Combat, 

that  'twixt  Joy  and  Sorrow  was  fought  in  Paulina.  She 
had  one  Eye  declin'd  for  the  Lofs  of  her  Husband,  another 
elevated  that  the  Oracle  was  fulfiird.  She  lifted  the  Prin- 

cefs  from  the  Earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing,  as  if 
me  would  pin  her  to  her  Heart,  that  fhe  might  no  more 
be  in  danger  of  lofing. 

i  Gent.  The  Dignity  of  this  Ad  was  worth  the  au- 
dience of  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  a&ed. 

3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettied  Touches  of  all,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  Eyes,  caught  the  Water,  though 

not  the  Fifh,  was,  when  at  the  Relation  of  the  Queen's 
Death,  with  the  manner  how  fhe  came  to  it,  bravely  con- 

fefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King,  how  Attentivenefs 
wounded  his  Daughter,  'till,  from  one  Sign  of  Dolour  to 
onother,  (he  did,  with  an  Alas,  I  would  fain  fay,  bleed 
Tears;  for  il  am  fure,  my  Heart  wept  Blood.  Who  was 
moft  marble  there,  changed  Colour;  fome  fwounded,  all 

forrowed;  if  all  the  World  could  have  feen't,  the  Woe  had 
been  univerfal. 

i  Gent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  Court  ? 

I  Gent.  No.  The  Princefs  hearing  of  her  Mother's  Statue, 
which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina^  a  Piece  many  Years  in 

doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd  by  that  rare  Italian  Ma- 
tter, Julio  Romano,  who,  had  himfelf  Eternity,  and  could 

but  breath  into  his  Work,  would  beguile  Nature  of  her 
Cuftom,  fo  perfe&ly  he  is  her  Ape.  He  fo  near  to  Her* 
mioney  hath  done  Hermione,  that  they  fay  one  would  fpeak 
to  her,  and  ftand  in  hope  of  Anfwer,  Thither,  with  all 
greedinefs  of  Affection,  are  they  gone,  and  there  they  in- 

tend to  fup. 
2.  Gent.  I  thought  (he  had  fome  great  Matter  there  in 

Hand,   for  fhe  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a  Day,  ever 
fincc 
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fince  the  Death  of  Hermione.  vifited  that  removed  Moufe. 

Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  Company  piece  the  Rejoy- 
cing  ? 

1  Gent*  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
accefs*  Every  wink  of  an  Eye,  fome  new  Grace  will  be 
born  :  Our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  Knowledge, 

Let's  along.  [Exeunt. 
Am.  Now,  had  I  not  the  dam  of  my  former  Life  in  me, 

would  Preferment  drop  on  my  Head.  I  brought  the  old 
Man  and  his  Son  aboard  the  Prince  ;  told  him,  I  heard  them 
talk  of  a  Farthel,  and  I  know  not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time, 

over-fond  of  the  Shepherd's  Daughter  (  fo  he  then  took  her 
to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  Sea-fick,  and  himfelf  little 
better,  extremity  of  Weather  continuing,  this  My  fiery  re- 

mained undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all  one  to  me  ;  for  had  I  been 
the  finder  out  of  this  Secret,  it  would  not  have  relifli'd  a- 
mong  my  other  Difcredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my  Will, 
and  already  appearing  in  the  Blofloms  of  their  Fortune. 

Ship.  Come  Boy,  I  am  pad  more  Children  ;  but  thy 
Sons  and  Daughters  will  be  all  Gentlemen  born. 

Clo*  You  are  well  met,  Sir;  you  denied  to  fight  with  me 
this  other  day,  bccaufe  I  was  no  Gentleman  born :  See  you 
thefe  Clothes  ?  fay  you  fee  them  not,  and  think  me  ftill  no 
Gentleman  born :  You  were  beft  fay  thefe  Robes  are  not 
Gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  Lie;  do,  and  try  whether  I 
am  not  now  a  Gentleman  born. 

Am.  I  know  you  are  now,  Sir,  a  Gentleman  born. 
Go.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 
Ship.  And  fo  have  I,  Boy. 
Go.  So  you  have ;  but  I  was  a  Gentleman  born  before 

my  Father:  for  the  King's  Son  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
calPd  me  Brother;  and  then  the  two  Kings  call'd  my  Fa- 

ther, Brother ;  and  then  the  Prince  my  Brother,  and  the 
Princefs  my  Sifter  called  my  Father,  Father,  and  fo  we 
wept;  and  there  was  the  firft  Gentleman-like  Tears  that  ever 
we  fried. 

Ship.  We  may  live,  Son,  to  fhed  many  more. Clol 



C-jo  The  Winters  Tale. 

Clo.  Ay,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  Luck,  being  in  fo  prepofte- rous  Eftate  as  we  are. 

Aut.  I  humbly  befeech  you,  Sir,  to  pardon  me  all  the 
Faults  I  have  committed  to  your  Worfhip,  and  to  give  me 

your  good  Report  to  the  Prince,  my  Matter. 

Shep.  'Prethee  Son  do;  for  we  muft  be  gentle,  now  we are  Gentlemen. 

Clo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  Life? 
Ant.  Ay,  and  it  like  your  good  Worftiip. 
Clo.  Give  me  thy  Hand;  I  willfwearto  the  Prince,  thou 

art  as  honcft  a  true  Fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 
Shep.  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 
Clo.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  Gentleman  ?  Let  Boors 

and  Franklins  fay  it,  I'll  fwear  it. 
Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  Son  ? 

Clo.  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  Gentleman  may  fwear 
it  in  the  behalf  of  his  Friend:  And  I'll  fwear  to  the  Prince, 
thou  art  a  tall  Fellow  of  thy  Hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not 
be  drunk  ;  but  I  know  thou  art  no  tall  Fellow  of  thy  Hands, 

and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk ;  but  I'll  fwear  it,  and  I  would 
thou  would  ft  be  a  tall  Fellow  of  thy  Hands. 
Am.  I  will  prove  fo,  Sir,  to  my  Power. 
Clo.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  Fellow;  if  I  do  not 

wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being  a 
tall  Fellow,  truft  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kings  and  the  Princes, 

our  Kindred,  are  goin»  to  fee  the  Queen's  Picture.  Come, 
follow  us :  We'll  be  thy  good  Matter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  Camillo,  Paulina, 

Lordsy  and  Attendants. 

Leo.  O  grave  and  good  Vanlina^  the  great  Comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee? 

Paul.  What,  Sovereign  Sir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well;  all  my  Services 

You  have  paid  home.     But  that  you  have  vouchfaf'd 
With  your  crown'd  Brother,  and  thefe  your  contracted 
Heirs  of  your  Kingdoms,  my  poor  Houfe  to  vifit, 

It 
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It  is  a  Surplus  of  your  Grace,  which  never 

My  Life  may  lalt  to  anfwer. 
Leo.  O  Paulina, 

We  honour  you  with  trouble;  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  Statue  of  our  Queen.    Your  Gallery 

Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content, 
In  many  Singularities;  but  we  (aw  not 

That  which  my  Daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
The  Statue  of  her  Mother. 

Paul.  As  me  liv'd  Peerlefs, 
So  her  dead  hkenefs  I  do  well  believe 

Excels  what  ever  yet  you  look'd  upon, 
Or  Hand  of  Man  hath  done;  therefore  I  keep  it 

Lovely,  apart.     But  here  it  is ;  prepare 

To  fee  the  Life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 

Still  Sleep  mocked  Death;  behold,  and  fay  'tis  well. 
[Paulina  draws  a  Curtain,  and  difcovers  Hermione  fiand* 

ing  like  a.  Statue. 
I  like  your  Silence,  it  the  more  fhews  off 
Your  Wonder;  but  yet  fpeak,  firft  you,  my  Liege, 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  ? 

Leo.  Her  natural  Pofture. 

Chide  me,  dear  Stone,  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thou  art  Hermione;  or  rather,  thou  art  (he, 
In  thy  not  chiding;  for  fhe  was  as  tender 
As  Infancy,  and  Grace.     But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 

Pol.  Oh,  not  by  muchv 
Paul.  So  much  the  more  our  Carvers  excellence. 

Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  Years,  and  makes  her 
As  fhe  liv'd  now. 

Leo.  As  now  fhe  might  have  done,  , 
So  much  to  my  good  Comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  Soul.     Oh,  thus  fhe  flood; 
Even  with  fuch  Life  of  Majefty,  warm  Life, 

As  now  it  coldly  Hands,  when  firft  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  afham'd;  do's  not  the  Stone  rebuke  me, 
For  being  more  Stone  than  it  f  Oh  Royal  Piece; 

There's  Magick  in  thy  Majefty,  which  has 
My  Evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance;  and From 
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From  thy  admiring  Daughter  took  the  Spirit, 
Standing  like  Stone  with  thee. 

Per.  And  give  me  leave. 

And  do  not  fay  'tis  Superftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  emplore  her  Bleffing.     Lady, 
Dear  Queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Give  me  that  Hand  of  yours  to  kifs. 

Paul.  O,  Patience; 

The  Statue  is  but  newly  fix'd ;  the  Colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  Sorrow  was  too  fore  laid  on^ 
Which  fixteen  Winters  cannot  blow  away,  . 
So  many  Summers  dry,  fcarce  any  Joy, 
Did  ever  fo  long  live ;  no  Sorrow, 

But  kill'd  it  felf  much  fooner. 
Pol.  Dear,  my  Brother, 

Let  him  that  was  the  Caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  Grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  np  in  himfclf. 

Paul.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
If  I  had  thought  the  Sight  of  my  poor  Image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  for  the  Stone  is  mine, 

I'd  not  have  fhew'd  you  it. Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  Curtain. 

Paul.  No  longer  mail  you  gazeon't,  left  your  Fancy Mav  think  anon,  it  moves. 
Leo.  Let  be,  let  be, 

Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already   
What  was  he  that  did  make  it?  See,  my  Lord, 

Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  ?  And  that  thofe  Veins 
Did  verily  bear  Blood? 

Pol.  Mafterly  done. 
The  very  Life  feems  warm  upon  her  Lip. 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  Eye  has  motion  in't, 
As  we  are  mock'd  with  Art. 

Paul.  I'll  draw  the  Curtain. 

My  Lord's  almoft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon  it  lives. 

Lee.  Oh  fweet  Paulina^ 

Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  Years  together: 

No 
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No  fettled  Senfes  of  the  World  can  match 

The  Pleafure  of  that  madnefs.     Lct't  alone. 

Paul.  I  am  forry,  Sir,  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'd  you  5  but I  could  afflict  you  further. 
Leo.  Do  Paulina  $ 

For  this  Affli&ion  has  a  Tafte  as  fweet 

As  any  cordial  Comfort.    Still  methinks 
There  is  an  Air  comes  from  her.  What  fine  Chizzel 

Could  ever  yet  cut  Breath?  Let  no  Man  mock  me, 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  Lord  forbear ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  Lip  is  wet; 

You'll  rnarr  it,  if  you  kifs  it  \  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  Painting;  fhall  I  draw  the  Curtain  \ 

Leo.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  Years. 
Per.  So  long  could  I 

Stand  by,  a  Looker  on. 
Paul.  Either  forbear, 

Quit  prefently  the  Chappel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement;  if  you  can  behold  it, 

I'll  make  the  Statue  move  indeed';  defcend, 
And  take  you  by  the  Hand;  but  then  you'll  think, 
Which  I  proteft  againft,  I  am  aflifted 
Py  wicked  Powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do9 
I  am  content  to  look  on ;  what  to  fpeak, 

I  am  content  to  hear;  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  requir'd 
You  do  awake  your  Faith,  then  all  ftand  ftill. 
On ;  thofe  that  think  it  is  unlawful  Bufinefs 

I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 
Leo.  Proceed; 

No  Foot  fhall  ftir. 

Paul.  Mufick;  awake  her:  Strike,  [Mujkk* 

'Tis  time,  defcend;  be  Stone  no  more;  approach, 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  Marvel.     Come, 

I'll  fill  your  Grave  up :  ftir,  nay  come  away : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  Numbnefs;  for  from  him 
Dear  Life  redeems  you,  you  perceive  fhe  ftirs, 

[Hermione  conns  down. Start 
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Start  not,  her  A&ions  ftiall  be  holy,  as 
You  hear  my  Spell  is  lawful,  do  not  Ihun  her* 
Until  you  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 
You  kill  her  double.     Nay,  prefent  your  Hand; 

When  me  was  young,  you  woo'd  her;  now  in  Age, Is  ihe  become  the  Suitor? 

Leo.  Oh  fhc's  warm,  [Embracing  her* 
If  this  be  Magick,  let  it  be  an  Art 
Lawful  as  Eating. 

Pol.  She  embraces  him* 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  Neck, 
If  file  pertain  to  Life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol.  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  flie  has  liv'd*, 
Or  how  ftol'n  from  the  dead  ? 

Paul  That  fiie  is  living, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fliould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  Tale;  but  it  appears  fiie  lives, 

Tho'  yet  fiie  fpeak  not.     Mark  a  little  while. 
Pleafe  you  to  enterpofe,  fair  Madam,  kneel, 

And  pray  your  Mother's  Blefling;  turn  good  Lady, 
Our  Perdita  is  found.  [Prefenting  Pcrdita,  7vho  kneels  to  Herm. 

Her.  You  Gods  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  Viols  pour  your  Graces 

Upon  my  Daughter's  Head;  tell  me,  mine  own, 
Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd?  Where  liv'd?  How  found 
Thy  Father's  Court?  For  thou  fiialt  hear  that  I, 
Kaowing  by  Paulina^  that  the  Oracle 

Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
My  felf,  to  fee  the  Iflue.  % 

Paul.  There  is  time  enough  for  that; 
Left  they  defire,  upon  this  pufii,  to  trouble 
Your  Joys  with  like  Relation.     Go  together 
You  precious  Winners  all,  your  Exultation 
Partake  to  every  one;   I,  an  old  Turtle, 

Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  Bow,  and  there 
My  Mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again, 
Lament  'till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.  O  Peace  Paulina : 

Thou  ftiould'ft  a  Husband  take  by  my  Confent,' As  I  by  thine  a  Wife.    This  is  a  Match, And 
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And  made  between's  by  Vows.     Thou  haft  found  mine, 
But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd ;   for  I  faw  her, 
As  I  thought,  dead  ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 

A  Prayer  upon  her  Grave.     I'll  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  Husband.     Come,  Camilloy 
And  take  her  by  the  Hand  ;  whofe  Worth  and  Honefty 
Is  richly  noted ;  and  here  juftified 

By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.     Let's  from  this  place. 
What?  Look  upon  my  Brother:  Both  your  Pardons, 

That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  Looks 
My  ill  Sufpicion :  This  your  Son-in-Law, 

And  Son  unto  the  King,  whom,   Heav'ns  dire&ing, 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  Daughter.     Good  Pmlina, 
Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leifurely 
Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 
PerfornVd  in  this  wide  gap  of  Time,  fince  firfl: 

We  were  difTever'd.    Haftily  lead  away.      [Exeunt  omnesl 

7he  End  of  the  Second  Volume. 
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